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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS 
ON 

“As wonderfully graphic and realistic as the author's description of the Pyreneean 
Shrine, Lourdes. . .. Rome affords M. Zo!a a splendid field, bringing out his highes 
powers. ‘'Rome”-is, from whatever point of view regarded, an amazing produc- 
tion, . . . The merit of the work is itsamazing quality. As Flaubert's ‘“ Salammbo ” 
impressed by its wonderful erudition, so does Zola’s “Rome.” In the knowledge of 
Rome of the past and the present its author seems to have steeped himself, ‘to have 
read every book on the subject, to have lived in. the spirit of Rome, to have 
dreamed its dreams, and imbibed the inspirations of the founders of its Church, and 


seen the vision of that combination of religion and politics—of that universal Papal 
supremacy which still haunts the Vatican.’—GraPuHic. ee 


“Rome” is like some grand encyclopedia of the great world-city of Europe. 
- .'+ The picture of the Pope and his whole entourage (touched in with such 
minute cares more life-like even than life itself. . . . For this and much else, we 
thank M. Zola. —Ecxo. * 2 : 


‘Full of wonderfully eloquent passages and vivid presentments of ecclesiastical 
ideals and splendours. It heightens our admiration’ of the untiring genius whose 
cosmopolitan brain can sympathise at once with the worshippers of the Madonna 
and the followers of the Magdalene. —MornixG LEADER. 


‘It is a fine work, paralleled only by others from the same hand.’—ScorsMan. 


‘Emile Zola has certainly given us the grandest work of his life, one in which 
his talent shows forth in ail the strength of maturity. The literary quality of 
‘Rome ” is admirable and almost faultless. The work marks a decisive advance in 
the productions of the great novelist, showing him as a deep thinker as well as an 
inimitable master of style. And itis a book which has come to stay, with us, for it 
rises far above the discussions and interests of the hour, and voices with the utmost 
precision and power all those dreams of mankind to which others hitherto have 
on'y-been able to give expression in feeble and stammering accents.’ 
! M. Henri Duvernois in La PATRIE. 


‘ A triumph of M. Zola's talent. —ST. JAMES's GAZETTE. 


“The work itself is one which probably M. Zola alone could have undertaken, 
and most certainly he alone could have carried it out with such consummate genius. 
The chief impression which it leaves on one’s mind is that which Rome itself leave:, 
viz., one of intense wonderment and admiration. The method which M. Zola adcpts 
of telling us all that he has heard and seen—and he has seen everything and every- 
body. of note in the City of the Seven Hills, except the Pope—is extremely ingenious 
and happy.” TIMES. 5 a “he LE 


‘ Apart from the deeper intention of the story, the book is fascinatinglÿ interest- 
ing as a picture of Rome by one who stands at the head of the realistic school of 
novelists.’—PERTHSHIRE COURIER. : wu 


‘There is an immense amount of work in M. Zola’s “Rome,” a volume which 
will probably survive most of his other books.'—ATHENAUM. 


‘ ‘Considered solely as literature, it contains not a few of the most admirable 
descriptive passages he has yet written. —MorNIxG Post. 


“Rome ” breathes forth in nearly every page the enthusiasm which the subject- 
matter must infallibly beget.in a cultured and philosophic mind, whether the aspect 
from which it may for the moment be regarded be that of the artist, the historian, 
or the politician.’—SuNpay TIMES. ~ sa 


‘M. Zola gives us some strangely interesting glimpses behind the scenes of 
Roman life—social, political, and ecctesiastical.'—Curist1AN WORLD. 


_ “A literary production. destined to command universal attention. . .. M. Zola 


gives his very best. . . . The book, as has been said, ‘abounds in powerful pages of 
- description. —DaiLv TELEGRAPH. 
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THE DOWNFALL (‘La ‘DépAcie’). Translated by ERNEST À. 
VizereuLy. With 2 Battle Plans. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


‘It would probably be no exaggeration to say that, taken as a whole, “La 
Déb&cle” is the most wonderfully faithful reproduction of an historical drama ever 
committed to writing. ‘ La Débâcle ”. is an appalling record of long-drawn-out 
misery, profligacy, and military and official incapacity, unbroken by any ray of 
hope or sunshine. It is a literally true Inferno. ... Of the terribly life-like 
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is a beautiful story, admirably told. —SrEAKER. 
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Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


‘No one will be able to read ‘‘ Money ” without a deep sense of its absolute 
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many of the incidents in the book are of the happiest, and some of them attain to a 
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PREFACE 


In submitting to the English public this second volume of 
M. Zola's trilogy ‘ Lourdes, Rome, Paris,’ I have no prefatory 
remarks to offer on behalf of the author, whose views on Rome, 
its past, present and future, will be found fully expounded in 
the following pages. That a book of this character will, like 
its forerunner ‘ Lourdes,’ provoke considerable controversy is 
certain, but comment or rejoinder may well be postponed until 
that controversy has arisen. At present, then, I only desire to 
say that, in spite of the great labour which I have bestowed 
on this translation, I am sensible of its shortcomings, and in 
a work of such length, such intricacy, and such a wide range 
of subject, it will not be surprising ifsome slips are discovered. 

Any errors which may be pointed out to me, however, shall be 
rectified in subsequent editions. I have given,I think, the 
whole essence of M. Zola's text; but he himself has admitted 
to me that he has now and again allowed his pen to run away 
with him, and thus, whilst sacrificing nothing of his sense, I 
have at times abbreviated his phraseology so as to slightly 
condense the book. I may add that there are no chapter head- 
ings in the original, and that the circumstances under which 
the translation was made did not permit me to supply any 
whilst it was passing through the press; however, as some 
indication of the contents of the book—which treats of many 
more things than are usually found in novels—may be a con- 
venience to the reader, I have prepared a table briefly epito- 
mising the chief features of each successive chapter. 


BE. A. V. 
Menton, Surrey: April 1896, 


Cornell University 


Library 
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I 


THE train had been greatly delayed during the night between 
Pisa and Civita Vecchia, and it was close upon nine o’clock in 
the morning when, after a fatiguing journey of twenty-five 
hours’ duration, Abbé Pierre Froment at last reached Rome. 
He had brought only a valise with him, and, springing hastily 
out of the railway carriage amidst the scramble of the arrival, 
he brushed the eager porters aside, intent on carrying his 
trifling luggage himself, so anxious was he to reach his desti- 
nation, to be alone, and look around him, And almost imme- 
diately, on the Piazza dei Cinquecento, in front of the railway 
station, he climbed into one of the small open cabs ranged 
alongside the footwalk, and placed the valise near him after 
giving the driver this address : 

‘Via Giulia, Palazzo Boccanera.’ ! 

It was a Monday, the 8rd of September, a beautifully 
bright and mild morning, with a clear sky overhead. The 
cabby, a plump little man with sparkling eyes and white teeth, 
smiled on realising by Pierre’s accent that he had to deal with 
a French priest. Then he whipped up his lean horse, and the 
vehicle started off at the rapid pace customary to the clean 
and cheerful cabs of Rome. However, on reaching the Piazza 
delle Terme, after skirting the greenery of a little public gar- 
den, the man turned round, still smiling, and, pointing to some 
ruins with his whip, 

‘The baths of Diocletian,’ said he in broken French, like 
an obliging driver who is anxious to court favour with 
foreigners in order to secure their custom. 


+ Boccanera mansion, Julia Street, 
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Then, at a fast trot, the vehicle descended tho rapid slops 
of the Via Nazionale, which dips down from the summit of 
the Viminalis,! where the railway station is situated. And 
from that moment the driver scarcely ceased turning round 
and pointing at the monuments with his whip. In this broad 
new thoroughfare there were only buildings of recent erection. 
Still, the wave of the cabman’s whip became more pronounced 
and his voice rose to a higher key, with a somewhat ironical 
inflection, when he gave the name of a huge and still chalky 
pile on his left, a gigantic erection of stone, overladen with 
sculptured work—pediments and statues. 

The National Bank !’ he said. ‘ 

Pierre, however, during the week which had followed his 
resolve to make the journey, had spent wellnigh every day in 
studying Roman topography in maps and books. Thus he 
could have directed his steps to any given spot without in- 
quiring his way, and he anticipated most of the driver's 
explanations. At the same time he was disconcerted by 

-the sudden slopes, the perpetually recurring hills, on which 
certain districts rose, house above house, in terrace fashion. On 
his right-hand clumps of greenery were now climbing a height, 
and above them stretched a long bare yellow building of bar- 
rack or convent-like aspect. 

‘The Quirinal, the King’s palace,’ said the driver. 

Lower down, as the cab turned across a triangular square, 
Pierre, on raising his eyes, was delighted to perceive a sort of 
aërial garden high above him—a garden which was upheld by 
a lofty smooth wall, and whence the elegant and vigorous 
silhouette of a parasol pine, many centuries old, rose aloft 
into the limpid heayens. At this sight he realised all the 
pride and grace of Rome. 

: “The Villa Aldobrandini,’ the cabman called. 

Then, yet lower down, there came a fleeting vision which 
decisively impassioned Pierre. The street again made a sudden 
bend, and in one corner, beyond a short dim alley, there was 
a blazing: gap of light. On a lower level appeared a white 
square, a well of sunshine, filled with a blinding golden dust; 
and amidst all that morning glory there arose a gigantic 
marble column, gilt from base to summit on the side which 
the sun in rising had laved with its beams for wellnigh eighteen 

? One of the seven hills on which Rome is built. The other six are 
the Capitoline, Aventine, Quirinal, Esquiline, Cœlian, and Palatine. 
These namos will perforee frequently occur in the present narrative. 
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hundred years. And Pierre was surprised when the cabman 
told him the name of the column, for in his mind he had 
never pictured it soaring aloft in such a dazzling cavity with 
shadows all around. It was the column of Trajan. 

The Via Nazionale turned for the last time at the foot of 
the slope. And then other names fell hastily from the driver’s 
lips as his horse went on at a fast trot. There was the Palazzo 
Colonna, with its garden edged by meagre cypresses; the 
Palazzo Torlonia almost ripped open by recent ‘improve- 
ments’; the Palazzo di Venezia, bare and fearsome, with its 
crenelated walls, its stern and tragic appearance, that of some 
fortress of the middle ages, forgotten there amidst the common- 
place life of nowadays. Pierre’s surprise increased at the 
unexpected aspect which certain buildings and streets pre- 
sented; and the keenest blow of all was dealt him when the 
cabman with his whip triumphantly called his atiention to 
the Corso, a long narrow thoroughfare, about as broad as Fleet 
Street,! white with sunshine on the left, and black with sha- 
dows on the right, whilst at the far end the Piazza del Popolo 
(the Square of the People) showed like a bright star. Was 
this, then, the heart of the city, the vaunted promenade, the 
street brimful of life, whither flowed all the blood of Rome ? 

However, the cab was already entering the Corso Vittorio 
Emanuele, which follows the Via Nazionale, these being the 
two piercings effected right across the olden city from the 
railway station to the bridge of St’. Angelo. On the left-hand 
the rounded apsis of the Gesd church looked quite golden in 
the morning brightness. Then, between the church and the 
heavy Altieri palace which the ‘improvers’ had not dared to 
demolish, the street became narrower, and one entered into 
cold, damp shade. But a moment afterwards, before the façade 
of the Gest, when the square was reached, the sun again ap- 
peared, dazzling, throwing golden sheets of light around; 
whilst afar off at the end of the Via di Ara Cceli, steeped 
in shadow, a glimpse could be caught of some sunlit palm- 
trees. 

‘That’s the Capitol-yonder,’ said the cabman. 

The priest hastily leant to the left, but only espied the 
patch of greenery at the end of the dim corridor-like street. 
The sudden alternations of warm light and cold shade made 

1 M. Zola likens the Corso to the Rue St. Honoré in Paris, but I have 


thought that an English comparison would be preferable in the present 
version.— Trans. : 
B 
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him shiver. In front of the Palazzo di Venezia, and in front 
of the Gest, it had seemed to him as if all the night of 
ancient times were falling icily upon his shoulders; but at 
each fresh square, each broadening of the new thoroughfares, 
there came a return to light, to the pleasant warmth and 
gaiety of life. The yellow sunflashes, in falling from the 
house fronts, sharply outlined the violescent shadows. Strips 
of sky, very blue and very benign, could be perceived between 
the roofs. And it seemed to Pierre that the air he breathed 
had a particular savour, which he could not yet quite define, 
but it was like that of fruit, and increased the feverishness 
which had possessed him ever since his arrival. 

The Corso Vittorio Emanuele is, in spite of its irregu- 
larity, a very fine modern thoroughfare ; and for a time Pierre 
might have fancied himself in any great city full of huge 
houses let out in flats. But when he passed before the 
Cancelleria,! Bramante’s masterpiece, the typical monument 
of the Roman Renascence, his astonishment came back to 
him and his mind returned to the mansions which he had 
previously espied, those bare, huge, heavy edifices, those vast 
cubes of stonework resembling hospitals or prisons. Never 
would he have imagined that the famous Roman ‘ palaces’ 
were like that, destitute of all grace and fancy and external 
magnificence. However, they were considered very fine and 
must be so; he would doubtless end by understanding things, 
but for that he would require reflection.? | 

All at once the cab turned out of the populous Corso 
Vittorio Emanuele into a succession of winding alleys, 
through which it had difficulty in making its way. Quietude 
and solitude now came back again ; the olden city, cold and 
somniferous, followed the new city with its bright sunshine 
and its crowds. Pierre remembered the maps which he had 
consulted, and realised that he was drawing near to the Via 
Giulia, and thereupon his curiosity, which had been steadily 
increasing, augmented to such a point that he suffered from 
it, full of despair at not seeing more and learning more at 
once. In the feverish state in which he had found himself 
ever since leaving the station, his astonishment at not finding 
things such as he had expected, the many shocks that his 
imagination had received, aggravated his passion beyond 

1 Formerly the residence of the Papal Vice-Chancellors. 


? Tt is as well to point out at once that a palazzo is not a palace 
as we understand the term, but rather a mansion.-—Trans. 
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endurance, and brought him an acute desire to satisfy 
himself immediately. Nine o'clock had struck but a few 
minutes previously, he had the whole morning before him to 
repair to the Boccanera palace, so why should he not at once 
drive to the classic spot, the summit whence one perceives: 
the whole of Rome spread out upon her seven hills? And 
when once this thought had entered into his mind it tortured 
him until he was at last compelled to yield to it. 

The driver no longer turned his head, so that Pierre rose 
up to give him this new address: ‘To San Pietro in 
Montorio !’ 

On hearing him the man at first looked astonished, unable 
to understand. He indicated with his whip that San Pietro 
was yonder, far away. However, as the priest insisted, he 
again smiled complacently, with a friendly nod of his head. 
All right! For his own part he was quite willing. : 

The horse then went on at a more rapid pace through the 
maze of narrow streets. One of these was pent between high 
walls, and the daylight descended into it as into a deep 
trench. But at the end came a sudden return to light, and 
the Tiber was crossed by the antique bridge of Sextus IV, 
right and left of which stretched the new quays, amidst the 
ravages and fresh plaster work of recent erections. On the 
other side of the river the Trastevere district also was ripped 
open, and the vehicle ascended the slope of the Janiculum by 
a broad thoroughfare where large slabs bore the name of 
Garibaldi. For the last time the driver made a gesture of 
good-natured pride as he named this triumphal route. 

‘ Via Garibaldi!’ 

The horse had been obliged to slacken its pace, and 
Pierre, mastered by childish impatience, turned round to 
look at the city as by degrees it spread out and revealed itself 
behind him. The ascent was a long one; fresh districts were 
ever rising up, even to the most distant hills. Then, in the 
increasing emotion which made his heart beat, the young 
ptiest felt that he was spoiling the contentment of his desire 
by thus gradually satisfying it, slowly and but partially effect- 
ing his conquest of the horizon. He wished to receive the 
shock full in the face, to behold all Rome at one glance, to 
gather the holy city together, and embrace the whole of it at 
one grasp. And thereupon he mustered sufficient strength of 
mind to refrain from turning round any more, in spite of the 
impulses of his whole being, 
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There is a spacious terrace on the summit of the incline. 
The church of San Pietro in Montorio stands there, on the spot 
where, as some say, St. Peter was crucified. The square is 
bare and brown, baked by the hot summer suns; but a little 
further away in the rear, the clear and noisy waters of the 
Acqua Paola fall bubbling from the three basins of a monu- 
mental fountain amidst sempiternal freshness. And alongside 
the terrace parapet, on the very crown of the Trastevere, there 
are always rows of tourists, slim Englishmen and square- 
built Germans, agape with traditional admiration, or con- 
sulting their guide-books in order to identify the monuments. 

Pierre sprang lightly from the cab, leaving his valise on 
the seat, and making asign to the driver, who went to join the 
row of waiting cabs, and remained philosophically seated on 

ig box in the full sunlight, his head drooping like that of 
his horse, both resigning themselves to the customary long 
stoppage. 

Meantime Pierre, erect against the parapet in his tight 
black cassock, and with his bare feverish hands nervously 
clenched, was gazing before him with all his eyes, with all his 
soul. Rome! Rome! the city of the Cesars, the city of the 
Popes, the Eternal City which has twice conquered the 
world, the predestined city of the glowing dream in which he 
had indulged for months! At last it was before him, at last 
his eyes beheld it! During the previous days some rain- 
storms had abated the intense August heat, and on that 
lovely September morning the air had freshened under the 
pale blue of the spotless far-spreading heavens. And the 
Rome that Pierre beheld was a Rome steeped in mildness, a 
visionary Rome which seemed to evaporate in the clear sun- 
chine. A fine bluey haze, scarcely perceptible, as delicate as 
gauze, hovered over the roofs of the low-lying districts ; 
whilst the vast Campagna, the distant hills, died away in a 
pele pink flush. At first Pierre distinguished nothing, sought 
no particular edifice or spot, but gave sight and soul alike to 
the whole of Rome, to the living colossus spread out below 
him, on a soil compounded of the dust of generations. Each 
century had renewed the city’s glory as with the sap of 
immortal youth. And that which struck Pierre, that which 
made his heart leap within him, was that he found Rome such 
as he had desired to find her, fresh and youthful, with a volatile, 
almost incorporeal, gaiety of aspect, smiling as at the hope of 
a new life in the pure dawn of a lovely day. 
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And standing motionless before the sublime vista, with his 
hands still clenched and burning, Pierre in a few minutes 
again lived the last three years of his life. Ah! what a terrible 
year had the first been, spent in his little house at Neuilly, 
with doors and windows ever closed, burrowing there like some 
wounded animal suffering unto death. He had come back 
from Lourdes with his soul desolate, his heart bleeding, with 
nought but ashes withinhim. Silence and darkness fell upon 
the ruins of his love and his faith. Days and days went by, 
without a pulsation of his veins, without the faintest gleam 
arising to brighten the gloom of his abandonment. His life 
was a mechanical one; he awaited the necessary courage to 
resume the tenor of existence in the name of sovereign reason, 
which had imposed upon him the sacrifice of everything. 
Why was he not stronger, more resistant, why did he not 
quietly adapt his life to his new opinions? As he was un- 
willing to cast off his cassock, through fidelity to the love of 
one and disgust of backsliding, why did he not seek occupation 
in some science suited to a priest, such as astronomy orarchæ- 
ology? The truth was that something, doubtless his mother’s 
spirit, wept within him, an infinite, distracted love which no- 
thing had yet satisfied and which ever despaired of attaining 
contentment. Therein lay the perpetual suffering of his soli- 
tude : beneath the lofty dignity of reason regained, the wound 
still lingered, raw and bleeding. | 

One autumn evening, however, under a dismal rainy sky, 
chance brought him into. relations with an old priest, Abbé 
Rose, who was curate at the church of Ste. Marguerite, in the 
Faubourg St. Antoine. He went to see Abbé Rose.in the Rue 
de Charonne, where in the depths of a damp ground floor he 
had transformed three rooms into an asylum for abandoned 
children, whom he picked up in the neighbouring streets. 
And from that moment Pierre’s life changed, a fresh and all- 
powerful source of interest had entered into it, and by degrees 
he became the old priest’s passionate helper, It was a long 
way from Neuilly to the Rue de Charonne, and at first he only 
made the journey twice a week. But afterwards he bestirred 
himself every day, leaving home in the morning and not 
returning until night. As the three rooms no longer sufficed 
for the asylum, he rented the first floor of the house, reserving 
for himself a chamber in which ultimately he often ,slept. 
And all his modest income was expended there, in the prompt 
guccouring of poor children; and the old priest, delighted, 
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touched to tears by the young devoted help which had come 
to him from heaven, would often embrace Pierre, weeping, 
and call him a child of God. 

It was then that Pierre knew want and wretchedness— 
wicked, abominable wretchedness ; then that he lived amidst 
it for two long years. The acquaintance began with the poor 
little beings whom he picked up on the pavements, or whom 
kind-hearted neighbours brought to him now that the asylum 
was known in the district—little boys, little girls, tiny mites 
stranded on the streets whilst their fathers and mothers were 
toiling, drinking, or dying. The father had often disappeared, 
the mother had gone wrong, drunkenness and debauchery had 
followed slack times into the home; and then the brood was 
‘swept into the gutter, and the younger ones half perished of 
cold and hunger on the footways whilst their elders betook 
themselves to courses of vice and crime. One evening Pierre 
rescued from the wheels of a stone-dray two little nippers, 
brothers, who could not even give him an address, tell him 
‘whence they had come. On another evening he returned to 
the asylum with a little girl in his arms, a fair-haired little 
angel, barely three years old, whom he had found on a bench, 
and who sobbed, saying that her mother had left her there. 
‘And by a logical chain of circumstances, after dealing with 
the fleshless, pitiful fledgelings ousted froin their nests, he came 
to deal with the parents, to enter their hovels, penetrating 
each day further and further into a hellish sphere, and ulti- 
mately acquiring knowledge of all its frightful horror, his 
heart meantime bleeding, rent by terrified anguish and im- 
potent charity. 

Oh! the grievous City of Misery, the bottomless abyss of 
human suffering and degradation—how frightful were his 
journeys through it during those two years which distracted 
his whole being! In that Ste. Marguerite district of Paris, in 
the very heart of that Faubourg St. Antoine, so active and so 
brave for work, however hard, he discovered no end of sordid 
dwellings, whole lanes and alleys of hovels without light or air, 
cellar-like in their dampness, and where a multitude of 
wretches wallowed and suffered as from poison. All the way 
up the shaky staircases one’s feet slipped upon filth. On 
every story there was the same destitution, dirt, and promis- 
cuity. Many windows were paneless, and in swept the wind 
‘howling, and the rain pouring torrentially. Many of the in- 
mates slept on the bare tiled floors, never unclothing them 
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selves. There was neither furniture nor linen, the life led 
there was essentially an animal life, a commingling of either 
sex and of every age—humanity lapsing into animality through 
lack of even indispensable things, through indigence of so 
complete a character that men, women, and children fought 
even with tooth and nail for the very crumbs swept from the 
tables of the rich. And the worst of it all was the degrada- 
tion of the human being ; this was no case of the free naked 
savage, hunting and devouring his prey in the primeval forests ; 
here civilised man was found, sunk into brutishness, with all 
the stigmas of his fall, debased, disfigured, and enfeebled, 
amidst the luxury and refinement of that city of Paris which 
is one of the queens of the world. 

In every household Pierre heard the same story. There 
had been youth and gaiety at the outset, brave acceptance of 
the law that one must work. Then weariness had come; what 
was the use of always toiling if one were never to get rich ? 
And so, by way of snatching a share of happiness, the husband 
turned to drink; the wife neglected her home, also drinking 
at times, and letting the children grow up as they might. 
Sordid surroundings, ignorance, and overcrowding did the rest. 
In the great majority of cases, prolonged lack of work was 
mostly to blame ; for this not only empties the drawers of the 
savings hidden away in them, but exhausts human courage, 
and tends to confirmed habits of idleness. During long weeks 
the workshops empty, and the arms of the toilers lose strength. 
In all Paris, so feverishly inclined to action, it is impossible to 
find the slightest thing todo. And then the husband comes 
home in the evening with tearful eyes, having vainly offered 
his arms everywhere, having failed even to get a job at street- 
sweeping, for that employment is much sought after, and to 
secure it one needs influence and protectors. Is it not mon- 
strous to see a man seeking work that he may eat, and finding 
no work and therefore no food in this great city resplendent 
and resonant with wealth? The wife does not eat, the chil- 
dren do not eat. And then comes black famine, brutishness, 
and finally revolt and the snapping of all social ties under the 
frightful injustice meted out to poor beings who by their weak- 
ness are condemned to death. And the old workman, he whose 
limbs have been worn out by half a century of hard toil, with- 
out possibility of saving a copper, on what pallet of agony, in 
what dark hole must he not sink to die? Should he then be 
finished off with a mallet, like a crippled beast of burden, on 
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{he day when ceasing to work he also ceases to eat ? Almost 
all pass away in the hospitals, others disappear, unknown, 
swept off by the muddy flow of the streets. One morning, on 
some rotten straw in a loathsome hovel, Pierre found a poor 
devil who had died of hunger and had been forgotten there for 
a week. Tho rats had devoured his face. : 
But it was particularly on an evening of the last winter 
that Picrre’s heart had overflowed with pity. Awful in winter 
time are the sufferings of the poor in their fireless hovels, 
where the snow penetrates by every chink. The Seine rolls 
blocks of ice, the soil is frost-bound, in all sorts of callings 
there is an enforced cessation of work. Bands of urchins, 
barefooted, scarcely clad, hungry and racked by coughing, 
wander about theragpickers’ ‘ rents’ and are carried off by sud- 
den hurricanes of consumption. Pierre found families, women 
with five and six children, who had not eaten for three days, 
and who huddled together in heaps to try to keep themselves 
warm. And on that terrible evening, before anybody else, he 
went down a dark passage and entered a room of terror, where 
he found that a mother had just committed suicide with her 
five little ones—driven to it by despair and hunger—a tragedy 
of misery which for a few hours would make all Paris shudder ! 
There was not an article of furniture or linen left in the place ; 
it had been necessary to sell everything bit by bit to a neigh- 
bouring dealer. There was nothing but the stove where the 
charcoal was still smoking and a half-emptied palliasse on 
which the mother had fallen, suckling her last-born, a babe 
but three months old. And a drop of blood had trickled from 
the nipple of her breast, towards which the dead infant still 
protruded its eager lips. Two little girls, three and five years 
ald, two pretty little blondes, were also lying there, sleeping 
the eternal sleep side by side; whilst of the two boys, who 
were older, one had succumbed crouching against the wall with 
his head between his hands, and the other had passed through 
the last throes on the floor, struggling as though he had sought 
to crawl on his knees to the window in order toopenit. Some 
neighbours, hurrying in, told Pierre the fearful, commonplace 
story : slow ruin, the father unable to find work, perchance 
taking to drink, the landlord weary of waiting, threatening the 
family with expulsion, and the mother losing her head, thirst- 
ing for death and prevailing on her little ones to die with her, 
while her husband, who had been out since the morning, was 
vainly scouring the streets. Justas the Commissary of Police 
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arrived to verify what had happened, the poor devil returned, 
and when he had seen and understood things, he fell to the 
ground like a stunned ox, and raised a prolonged, plaintive 
howl, such a poignant ery of death that the whole terrified 
street wept at it. 

Both in his ears and in his heart Pierre carried away with 
him that horrible cry, the plaint of a condemned race expiring 
amidst abandonment and hunger; and that night he could 
neither eat nor sleep. Was it possible that such abomination, 
such absolute destitution, such black misery leading straight 
to death should exist in the heart of that great city of Paris, 
brimful of wealth, intoxicated with enjoyment, flinging millions 
out of the windows for mere pleasure? What! there should 
on one side be such colossal fortunes, so many foolish fancies 
gratified, with lives endowed with every happiness, whilst on 
the other was found inveterate poverty, lack even of bread, 
absence of every hope, and mothers killing themselves with 
their babes, to whom they had nought to offer but the blood 
of their milkless breasts ! And a feeling of revolt stirred Pierre ; 
ho was for a moment conscious of the derisive futility of charity. 
What indeed was the use of doing that which he did—picking 
up the little ones, succouring the parents, prolonging the suf- 
ferings of the aged? ‘The very foundations of the social edifice 
were rotten; all would soon collapse amid mire and blood. 
A great act of justice alone could sweep the old world away 
in order that the new world might be built. And at that 
moment he realised so keenly how irreparable was the breach, 
how irremediable the evil, how deathly the cancer of misery, 
that he understood the actions of the violent, and was himself 
ready to accept the devastating and purifying whirlwind, the 
regeneration of the world by flame and steel, even as when in 
tne dim ages Jehovah in His wrath sent fire from heaven to 
cleanse the accursed cities of the plains. 

However, on hearing him sob that evening, Abbé Rose came 
up to remonstrate in fatherly fashion. The old priest was a 
saint, endowed with infinite gentleness and infinite hope. 
Why despair indeed when one had the Gospel? Did not the 
divine commandment, ‘ Love one another,’ suffice for the salva- 
tion of the world? He, Abbé Rose, held violence in horror 
and was wont to say that, however great the evil, it would 
soon be overcome if humanity would but turn backward to the 
age of humility, simplicity, and purity, when Christians lived 
together in innocent brotherhood. What a delightful picture 
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he drew of evangelical society, of whose second coming he spoke 
with quiet gaisty as though it sere to take place on the very 
morrow! And Pierre, anxious to escape from his frightful 
recollections, ended by smiling, by taking pleasure in Abbé 
Rose’s bright consoling tale. They chatted until a late hour, 
and on the following days reverted to the same subject of con- 
versation, one which the old priest was very fond of, ever 
supplying new particulars, and speaking of the approaching 
reign of love and justice with the touching confidence of a good 
if simple man, who is convinced that he will not die till he 
shall have seen the Deity descend upon earth. __ . 

And now a fresh evolution took place in Pierre’s mind. 
The practice of benevolence in that poor district had developed 
infinite compassionin his breast, his heart failed him, distracted, 
rent by contemplation of the misery which he despaired of 
healing. Andin this awakening of his feelings he often thought 
that his reason was giving way, he seemed to be retracing his 
steps towards childhood, to that need of universal love which 
his mother had implanted in him, and dreamt of chimerical 
solutions, awaiting help from the unknown powers. Then his 
fears, his hatred of the brutality of facts at last brought him 
an increasing desire to work salvation by love. No time should 
be lost in seeking to avert the frightful catastrophe which 
seemed inevitable, the fratricidal war of classes which would 
sweep the old world away beneath the accumulation of its 
crimes. Convinced that injustice had attained its apogee, that 
but little time remained before the vengeful hour when the 
poor would compel the rich to part with their possessions, he 
took pleasure in dreaming of a peaceful solution, a kiss of peace 
exchanged by all men, a return to the pure morals of the Gospel 
as it had been preached by Jesus. 

Doubts tortured him at the outset. Could olden Catholicism 
be rejuvenated, brought back to the youth and candour of 
primitive Christianity ? He set himself to study things, reading 
and questioning, and taking a more and more passionate interest 
in that great problem of Catholic socialism which had made 
no little noise for some years past. And quivering with pity 
for the wretched, ready as he was for the miracle of fraternisa- 
tion, he gradually lost such scruples as intelligence might have 
prompted, and persuaded himself that once again Christ would 
work the redemption of suffering humanity. At last a precise 
idea took possession of him, a conviction that Catholicism 
purified, brought back to its original state, would prove the one 
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pact, the supreme law that might save society by averting the 
sanguinary crisis which threatened it. 

When he had quitted Lourdes two years previously, re- 
volted by all its gross idolatry, his faith for ever dead, but his 
mind worried by the everlasting need of the divine which 
tortures human creatures, a cry had arisen within him from 
the deepest recesses of his being: ‘A new religion! a new 
religion!’ And it was this new religion, or rather this revived 
religion which he now fancied he had discovered in his desire 
to work social salvation—ensuring human happiness by means 
of the only moral authority that was erect, the distant outcome 
of the most admirable implement ever devised for the govern- 
ment of nations. 

During the period of slow development through which 
Pierre passed, two men, apart from Abbé Rose, exercised great 
influence on him. A benevolent action brought him into 
intercourse with Monseigneur Bergerot, a bishop whom the 
Pope had recently created a cardinal, in reward for a whole 
life of charity, and this in spite of the covert opposition of the 
papal cwria which suspected the French prelate to be a man 
of open mind, governing his diocese in paternal fashion. Pierre 
became more impassioned by his intercourse with this apostle, 
this shepherd of souls, in whom he detected one of the good 
simple leaders that he desired for the future community. 
However, his apostolate was influenced even more decisively 
by meeting Viscount Philibert de la Choue at the gatherings 
of certain working-men’s Catholic associations. A handsome 
man, with military manners, and a long noble-looking face, 
spoilt by a small and broken nose which seemed to presage 
the ultimate defeat of a badly balanced mind, the Viscount was 
one of the most active agitators of Catholic socialism in France. 
He was the possessor of vast estates, a vast fortune, though it 
was said that some unsuccessful agricultural enterprises had 
already reduced his wealth by nearly one half. In the depart- 
ment where his property was situated he had been at great 
pains to establish model farms, at which he had put his ideas 
on Christian socialism into practice, but success did not seem 
to follow him. However, it had all helped to secure his 
election as a deputy, and he spoke in the Chamber, unfolding 
the programme of his party in long and stirring speeches. 

Unwearying in his ardour, he also led pilgrimages to Rome, 
presided over meetings, and delivered lectures, devoting himself 
particularly to the people, the conquest of whom, so he privately 
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remarked, could alone ensure the triumph of the Church. And 
thus he exercised considerable influence over Pierre, who in him 
admired qualities which himself did not possess—an organising 
spirit and a militant if somewhat blundering will, entirely ap- 
plied to the revival of Christian society in France. However, 
though the young priest learnt a good deal by associating with 
him, he nevertheless remained a sentimental dreamer, whose 
imagination, disdainful of political requirements, straightway 
winged its flight to the future abode of universal happiness ; 
whereas the Viscount aspired to complete the downfall of the 
liberal ideas of 1789 by utilising the disillusion and anger of 
the democracy to work a return towards the past. 

Pierre spent some delightful months. Never before had 
neophyte lived so entirely for the happiness of others. He 
was all love, consumed by the passion of his apostolate. The 
sight of the poor wretches whom he visited, the men without 
work, the women, the children without bread, filled him with 
a keener and keener conviction that a new religion must arise 
to put an end to all the injustice which otherwise would bring 
the rebellious world to a violent death. And he was resolved 
to employ all his strength in effecting and hastening the 
intervention of the Divine, the resuscitation of primitive 
Christianity. His Catholic faith remained dead; he still had 
no belief in dogmas, mysteries, and miracles; but a hope 
sufficed him, the hope that the Church might yet work good, 
by connecting itself with the irresistible modern democratic 
movement, so as to save the nations from the social cata- 
strophe which impended. His soul had grown calm since he 
had taken on himself the mission of replanting the Gospel in 
the hearts of the hungry and growling people of the Fau- 
bourgs. He was now leading an active life, and suffered less 
from the frightful void which he had brought back from 
Lourdes ; and as he no longer questioned himself, the anguish 
of uncertainty no longer tortured him. It was with the 
serenity which attends the simple accomplishment of duty 
that he continued to say his mass. He even finished by 
thinking that the mystery which he thus celebrated—indeed, 
that all the mysteries and all the dogmas were but symbols— 
rites requisite for humanity in its childhood, which would be 
got rid of later on, when enlarged, purified, and instructed 
rags should be able to support the brightness of naked 
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And in his zealous desire to be useful, his passion to pro- 
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claim his belief aloud, Pierre one morning found himself at 
his table writing a book. This had come about quite natu- 
rally ; the book } proceeded from him like a heart-cry, without 
any literary idea having crossed his mind. One night, whilst 
he lay awake, its title suddenly flashed before his eyes in the 
darkness: ‘New Rows.’ That expressed everything, for 
must not the new redemption of the nations originate in 
eternal and holy Rome? The only existing authority was 
found there; rejuvenescence could only spring from the 
-gacred soil where the old Catholic oak had grown. He wrote 
his book in a couple of months, having unconsciously prepared 
himself for the work by his studies in contemporary socialism 
during a year past. There was a bubbling flow in his brain 
as in a poet’s; it seemed to him sometimes as if he dreamt 
ea pages, as if an internal distant voice dictated them to 


When he read passages written on the previous day to 
Viscount Philibert de la Choue, the latter often expressed 
keen approval of them from a ‘practical point of view, saying 
that one must touch the people in order to lead them, and 
that it would also be a good plan to compose pious and yet 
amusing songs for singing in the workshops. As for Mcn- 
seigneur Bergerot, without examining the book from the 
dogmatic standpoint, he was deeply touched by the glowing 
breath of charity which every page exhaled, and was even 
guilty of the imprudence of writing an approving letter to the 
author, which letter he authorised him to insert in his work 
by way of preface. And yet now the Congregation of the 
Index Expurgatorius was about to place this book, issued in 
the previous June, under interdict; and it was to ‘defend it 
that the young priest had hastened to Rome, inflamed by 
the desire to make his ideas prevail, and resolved to plead his 
cause in person before the Holy Father, having, he was con- 
vinced of it, simply given expression to the pontiff’s views. 

Pierre had not stirred whilst thus living his three last 
years afresh; he still stood erect before the parapet, before 
Rome, which he had so often dreamt of and had so keenly 
desired to see. There was a constant succession of arriving 
and departing vehicles behind him ; the slim Englishmen and 
the heavy Germans passed away after bestowing on the classia 
view the five minutes prescribed by their guide-books ; whilst 
the driver and the horse of Pierre’s cab remained waiting com- 
placently, each with his head drooping under the bright sun, 
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which was heating the valise on the seat of the vehicle. And 
Pierre, in his black cassock, seemed to have grown slimmer 
and elongated, very slight of build as he stood there motion- 
less, absorbed in the sublime spectacle. He had lost flesh 
after his journey to Lourdes, his features too had become less 
pronounced. Since his mother’s part in his nature had 
regained ascendency, the broad, straight forehead, the intel- 
lectual air which he owed to his father seemed to have grown 
less conspicuous, while his kind and somewhat large mouth, 
and his delicate chin, bespeaking infinite affection, dominated, 
revealing his soul, which also glowed in the kindly sparkle of 
his eyes. 

bh 1 how tender and glowing were the eyes with which he 
gazed upon the Rome of his book, the new Rome that he had 
dreamt of! If, first of all, the ensemble had claimed his 
attention in the soft and somewhat veiled light of that lovely 
morning, at present he could distinguish details, and let his 
glance rest upon particular edifices. Andit was with childish 
delight that he identified them, having long studied them in 
maps and collections of photographs. Beneath his feet, at 
the bottom of the Janiculum, stretched the Trastevere district 
with its chaos of old ruddy houses, whose sunburnt tiles hid 
the course of the Tiber. He was somewhat surprised by the 
flattish aspect of everything as seen from the terraced summit. 
It was as though this bird’s-eye view levelled the city, the 
famous hills merely showing like bosses, swellings scarcely 
perceptible amidst the spreading sea of housefronts. Yonder, 
on the right, distinct against the distant blue of the Alban 
mountains, was certainly the Aventine with its three churches 
half-hidden by foliage; there, too, was the discrowned Pala- 
tine, edged as with black fringe by a line of cypresses. In the 
rear, the Cœlian hill faded away, showing only the trees of 
the Villa, Mattei paling in the golden sunshine. The slender 
spire and two little domes of Sta. Maria Maggiore alone indi- 
cated the summit of the Esquiline, right in front and far 
away at the other end of the city; whilst on the heights of 
the neighbouring Viminal Pierre only perceived a confused 
mass of whitish blocks, steeped in light and streaked with fine 
brown lines—recent erections, no doubt, which at that distance 
suggested an abandoned stone quarry. He long sought the 
Capitol without being able to discover it; he had to take his 
bearings, and ended by convincing himself that the square 
tower, modestly lost among surrounding house-roofs, which 
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he saw in front of Sta. Maria Maggiore was its campanile. 
Next, on the left, came the Quirinal, recognisable by the long 
facade of the royal palace, a barrack or hospital-like facade, 
flat, crudely yellow in hue, and pierced by an infinite number 
of regularly disposed windows. However, as Pierre was 
completing the circuit, a sudden vision made him stop short. 
Without the city, above the trees of the Botanical Garden, 
the dome of St. Peter’s appeared to him. It seemed to be 
poised upon the greenery, and rose up into the pure blue sky, 
sky-blue itself and so ethereal that it mingled with the azure 
of the infinite. The stone lantern which surmounts it, white 
and dazzling, looked as though it were suspended on high. 

Pierre did not weary, and his glances incessantly travelled 
from one end of the horizon to the other. They lingered on 
the noble outlines, the proud gracefuluess of the town-sprinkled 
Sabine and Alban mountains, whose girdle limited the ex- 
panse. The Roman Campagna spread out in far stretches, 
bare and majestic, like a desert of death, with the glaucous 
green of a stagnant sea; and he ended by distinguishing ‘the 
stern round tower’ of the tomb of Cacilia Metella, behind 
which a thin pale line indicated the ancient Appian Way. 
Remnants of aqueducts strewed the short herbage amidst the 
dust of the fallen worlds. And, bringing his glance nearer in, 
the city again appeared with its jumble of edifices, on which 
his eyes lighted at random. Close at hand, by its loggia 
turned towards the river, he recognised the huge tawny cube 
of the Palazzo Farnese. The low cupola, farther away and 
scarcely visible, was probably that of the Pantheon. Then by 
sudden leaps came the freshly whitened walls of San Paolo- 
fuori-le-Mura,! similar to those of some huge barn, and the 
statues crowning San Giovanni in Laterano, delicate, scarcely 
as big as insects. Next the swarming-of domes, that of the 
Gesu, that of San Carlo, that of St’. Andrea della Valle, that of 
San Giovanni dei Fiorentini ; then a number of other sites and 
edifices, all quivering with memories, the castle of St’. Angelo 
with its glittering statue of the Destroying Angel, the Villa 
Medici dominating the entire city, the terrace of the Pincio. 
with its marbles showing whitely among its scanty verdure ; 
and the thick foliaged trees of the Villa Borghese, whose green 
crests bounded the horizon. Vainly, however, did Pierre seek 
the Colosseum. é 

The north wind, which was blowing very mildly, had now 
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begun to dissipate the morning haze. Whole districts 
vigorously disentangted themselves, and showed agains’ ee 
vaporous distance like promontories In & sunlit sea. | ae 
and. there, in the indistinct swarming of houses, a strip 0 
white wall glittered, a row of window panes flared, or à uae 
supplied a black splotch, of wondrous intensity of hue. An 
all the rest, the medley of streets and squares, the endless 
blocks of buildings, scattered about on either hand, mingled 
and grew indistinct in the living glory of the sun, whilst long 
coils of white smoke, which had ascended from the roofs, 
slowly traversed the pure sky. | 

Guided by a secret influence, however, Pierre soon ceased 
to take interest in all but three points of the mighty pano- 
rama. That line of slender cypresses which set a black 
fringe on the height of the Palatine yonder filled him with 
emotion: beyond if he only saw a void: the palaces of the 
Cæsars had disappeared, had fallen, had been razed by time ; 
and he evoked their memory, he fancied he could see them 
rise like vague, trembling phantoms of gold amidst the purple 
of that splendid morning. Then his glances reverted to St. 
Peter’s, and there the dome yet soared aloft, screening the 
Vatican which he knew was beside the colossus, clinging to 
its flanks. Andthat dome, of the same colour as the heavens, 
appeared so triumphant, so full of strength, so vast, that it 
seemed to him like a giant king, dominating the whole city 
and seen from every spot throughout eternity. Then he fixed 
his eyes on the height in front of him, on the Quirinal, and 
there the King’s palace no longer appeared aught but a flat 
low barracks bedaubed with yellow paint. 

- And for him all the secular history of Rome, with its con- 
stant convulsions and successive resurrections, found embodi- 
ment in that symbolical triangle, in those three summits 
gazing at one another across the Tiber. Ancient Rome 
blossoming forth in a piling up of palaces and temples, the 
monstrous florescence of imperial power and splendour; Papal 
Rome, victorious in the middle ages, mistress of the world, 
bringing that colossal church, symbolical of beauty regained, 
to weigh upon all Christendom; and the Rome of to-day, 
which he knew nothing of, which he had neglected, and 
whose royal palace, so bare and so cold, brought him disparaging 
ideas—the idea of some out-of-place, bureaucratic effort, some 
sacrilegious attempt at modernity in an exceptional city 
which should have been lek entirely to the dreams of the 
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future. However, he shook off the almost painful feelings 
‘which the importunate present brought to him, and would not 
let his eyes rest on a pale new district, quite a little town, in 
course of erection, no doubt, which he could distinctly see near 
St. Peter’s on the margin of the river. He had dreamt of his 
own new Rome, and still dreamt of it, even in front of the 
Palatine whose edifices had crumbled in the dust of centuries, 
of the dome of St. Peter’s whose huge shadow lulled the 
Vatican to sleep, of the Palace of the Quirinal repaired and 
repainted, reigning in homely fashion over the new districts 
which swarmed on every side, while with its ruddy roofs the 
olden city, ripped up by improvements, coruscated beneath the 
bright morning sun. 

Again did the title of his book, ‘New Rom,’ flare before 
Pierre’s eyes, and another reverie carried him off; he lived his 
book afresh even as he had just lived his life. He had 
written it amid a flow of enthusiasm, utilising the data which 
he had accumulated at random; and its division into three 
parts, past, present, and future, had at once forced itself upon 


The Past was the extraordinary story of primitive 
Christianity, of the slow evolution which had turned this 
Christianity into present-day Catholicism. He showed that 
an economical question is invariably hidden beneath each 
religious evolution, and that, upon the whole, the ever- 
lasting evil, the everlasting struggle, has never been aught 
but one between the rich and the poor. Among the Jews, 
when their nomadic life was over, and they had conquered 
the land of Canaan, and owvership and property came into 
being, a class warfare at once broke out. There were rich 
and there were poor; thence arose the social question. The 
transition had been sudden, and the new state of things go 
rapidly went from bad to worse that the poor suffered keenly, 
and protested with the greater violence as they still remem- 
bered the golden age of the:nomadic life. Until the time of 
Jesus the prophets are but rebels who surge from out the 
misery of the people, proclaim its sufferings, and vent their 
wrath upon the rich, to whom they prophesy every evil in 
punishment for their injustice and their harshness. Jesus 
Himself appears as the claimant of the rights of the poor. 
The prophets, whether socialists or anarchists, had preached 
social equality, and called for the destruction of the world if it 


were unjust. Jesus likewise brings to the wretched hatred of 
c2 
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the rich. All His teaching threatens wealth and property : 
and if by the Kingdom of Heaven which He promised one 
were-to understand peace and fraternity upon this earth, there 
would only be a question of returning to a life of pastoral 
simplicity, to the dream of the Christian community, such as 
after Him it would seem to have been realised by His disciples. 
During the first three centuries each Church was an experi- 
ment in communism, a real association whose members 
possessed all in common—wives excepted. This is shown to 
us by the apologists and early fathers of the Church. 
Christianity was then but the religion of the humble and the 
poor, a form of democracy, of socialism struggling against 
Roman society. And when the latter toppled over, rotted by 
money, it succumbed far more beneath the results of frantic 
speculation, swindling banks, and financial disasters, than 
beneath the onslaught of barbarian hordes and the stealthy, 
termite-like working of the Christians. 

The money question will always be found at the bottom of 
everything. And a new proof of this was supplied when 
Christianity, at last triumphing by virtue of historical, social, 
and human causes, was proclaimed a State religion. To 
ensure itself complete victory it was forced to range itself on 
the side of the rich and the powerful; and one should see by 
means of what artfulness and sophistry the fathers of the 
Church succeeded in discovering a defence of property and 
wealth in the Gospel of Jesus. All this, however, was a vital 
political necessity for Christianity ; it was only at this price 
that it became Catholicism, the universal religion. From that 
time forth the powerful machine, the weapon of conquest and 
rule, was reared aloft: up above were the powerful and the 
wealthy, those whose duty it was to share with the poor, but 
who did not do so; while down below were the poor, the 
toilers, who were taught resignation and obedience, and 
promised the kingdom of futurity, the divine and eternal 
reward—an admirable monument which has lasted for ages, 
and which is entirely based on the promise of life beyond life, 
on the inextinguishable thirst for immortality and justice that 
eee Seen : 

ierre had completed this first part of his book, this hist: 
of the past, by à broad sketch of Catholicism until reget 
time. First appeared St. Peter, ignorant and anxious, coming 
to aoe by an inspiration of genius, there to fulfil the ancient 
oracles which had predicted the eternity of the Capitol. Then 
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same the first popes, mere heads of burial associations, the 
slow rise of the all-powerful papacy ever struggling to conquer’ 
the world, unremittingly seeking to realise its dream of: 
universal domination. At the time of the great popes of the 
middle ages it thought for a moment that it had attained its 
goal, that it was the sovereign master of the nations. Would 
not absolute truth and right consist in the pope being both 
pontiff and ruler of the world, reigning over both the souls 
and the bodies of all men, even like the Deity whose vicar he 
is? This, the highest and mightiest of all ambitions, one, 
too, that is perfectly logical, was attained by Augustus, 
emperor and pontiff, master of all the known world; and it is 
the glorious figure of Augustus, ever rising anew from among 
the ruins of ancient Rome, which has always haunted the 
popes; it is his blood which has pulsated in their veins. 

~ But power had become divided into two parts amidst the 
crumbling of the Roman empire; it was necessary to content 
oneself with a share, and leave temporal government to the 
emperor, retaining over him, however, the right of coronation 
by divine grant. The people belonged to God, and in God’s 
name the pope gave the people to the emperor, and could take: 
it from him; an unlimited power whose most terrible weapon 
was excommunication, a superior sovereignty, which carried 
the papacy towards real and final possession of the empire. 
Looking at things broadly, the everlasting quarrel between the 
pope and the emperor was a quarrel for the people, the inert 
mass of humble and suffering ones, the great silent multitude 
whose irremediable wretchedness was only revealed by 
occasional covert growls. It was disposed of, for its good, as 
one might dispose of a child. Yet the Church really con- 
tributed to civilisation, rendered constant services to humanity, 
diffused abundant alms. In the convents, at any rate, the old 
dream of the Christian community was ever coming back: one- 
third of the wealth accumulated for the purposes of worship, 
the adornment and glorification of the shrine, one-third for 
the priests, and one-third for the poor. Was not this a 
simplification of life, a means of rendering existence possible 
to the faithful who had no earthly desires, pending the 
marvellous contentment of heavenly life? Give us, then, the 
whole earth, and we will divide terrestrial wealth into three 
such parts, and you shall see what a golden age will reign 
amidst the resignation and the obedience of all ! 

However, Pierre went on to show how the papacy was 
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assailed by the greatest dangers on emerging from its all- 
powerfulness of the middle ages. It was almost swept away 
amidst the luxury and excesses of the Renascence, the 
bubbling of living sap which then gushed from eternal nature, 
downtrodden and regarded as dead for ages past. More 
threatening still were the stealthy awakenings of the people, 
of the great silent multitude whose tongue seemed to be 
loosening. The Reformation burst forth like the protest of 
reason and justice, like a recall to the disregarded truths of 
the Gospel ; and to escape total annihilation Rome needed the 
stern defence of the Inquisition, the slow stubborn labour of 
the Council of Trent, which strengthened the dogmas and 
ensured the temporal power. And then the papacy entered 
into two centuries of peace and effacement, for the strong 
absolute monarchies which had divided Europe among them- 
selves could do without it, and had ceased to tremble at the 
harmless thunderbolts of excommunication or to look on the 
pope as aught but a master of ceremonies, controlling certain 
rites. The possession of the people was no longer subject to 
the same rules. Allowing that the kings still held the people 
from God, it was the pope’s duty to register the donation once 
for all, without ever intervening, whatever the circumstances, 
in the government of states. Never was Rome farther away 
from the realisation of its ancient dream of universal dominion. 
And when the French Revolution burst forth, it may well have 
been imagined that the proclamation of the rights of man 
would kill that papacy to which the exercise of divine right 
“over the nations had been committed. And so how great at 
first was the anxiety, the anger, the desperate resistance with 
which the Vatican opposed the idea of freedom, the new credo 
of liberated reason, of humanity regaining self-possession and 
control. It was the apparent dénouement of the long struggle 
between the pope and the emperor for possession of the 
people: the emperor vanished, and the people, henceforward 
free to dispose of itself, claimed to escape from the pope—an 
unforeseen solution, in which it seemed as though all the 
sie scaffolding of the Catholic world must fall to the very 
ground. 

At this point Pierre concluded the first part of his book by 
contrasting primitive Christianity with present-day Catholicism, 
which is the triumph of the rich and the powerful. That Roman 
society which Jesus had come to destroy in the name of the 
poor and the humble, had not Catholic Rome steadily con- 
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tinued rebuilding it through all the centuries, by its policy of 
cupidity and pride? And what bitter irony it was to find, 
after eighteen hundred years of the Gospel, that the world 
was again collapsing through frantic speculation, rotten banks, 
financial disasters, and the frightful injustice of a few men 
gorged with wealth whilst thousands of their brothers were 
dying of hunger! The whole redemption of the wretched 
had to be worked afresh. However, Pierre gave expression 
to all these terrible things in words so softened by charity, 80 
steeped in hope, that they lost their revolutionary danger. 
Moreover, he nowhere attacked the dogmas. His book, in its 
sentimental, somewhai poetic form, was but the cry of an 
apostle glowing with love for his fellow-men. 

Then came the second part of the work, the PRESENT, a 
study of Catholic society as it now exists. Here Pierre had 
painted a frightful picture of the misery of the poor, the 
misery of a great city, which he knew so well and bled for, 
through having laid his hands upon its poisonous wounds, 
The present-day injustice could no longer be tolerated, charity 
was becoming powerless, and so frightful was the suffering 

‘that all hope was dying away from the hearts of the people. 
And was it not the monstrous spectacle presented by Christen- 
‘dom, whose abominations corrupted the people, and maddened 
it with hatred and vengeance, that had largely destroyed. its 
faith ? However, after this picture of rotting and crumbling 
society, Pierre returned to history, to the period of the French 
Revolution, to the mighty hope with which the idea of free- 
dom had filled the world. The middle classes, the great 
Liberal party, on attaining power had undertaken to bring 
happiness to one:and all. But after a century’s experience it 
really seemed that liberty had failed to bring any happiness 
whatever to the outcasts. In the political sphere illusions 
were departing. At all events, if the reigning third estate 
declares itself satisfied, the fourth estate, that of the toilers,! 
still suffers and continues to demand its share of fortune. 
The ‘working classes have been proclaimed free; political 
equality has been granted them, but the gift has been valueless, 
for economically they are still bound to servitude, and only 
enjoy, as they did formerly, the liberty of dying of hunger. 
All the socialist revendications have come from that ; between 

1 In England we call the press the fourth estate, but in France and 
elsewhere the term is applied to the working classes, and in that 
sense must be taken here.— Trans. a À 


24 ROME 


labour and capital rests the terrifying problem, the solution 
of which threatens to sweep away society. When slavery 
disappeared from the olden world to be succeeded by salaried 
employment the revolution was immense, and certainly the 
Christian principle was one of the great factors in the destruc- 
tion of slavery. Nowadays, therefore, when the question is 
to replace salaried employment by something else, possibly by 
the participation of the workman in the profits of his work, 
why should not Christianity again seek a new principle of 
action.? The fatal and proximate accession of the democracy 
means the beginning of another phase in human history, the 
creation of the society of to-morrow. And Rome cannot keep 
away from the arena; the papacy must take part in the 
quarrel if it does not desire to disappear from the world like 
a piece of mechanism that has become altogether useless. 

Hence it followed that Catholic socialism was legitimate. 
On every side the socialist sects were battling with their 
various solutions for the privilege of ensuring the happiness 
of the people, and the Church also must offer her solution of 
the problem. Here it was that New Rome appeared, that 
the evolution spread into a renewal of boundless hope. Most 
certainly there was nothing contrary to democracy in the 
principles of the Roman Catholic Church. Indeed she had 
only to return to the evangelical traditions, to become once 
more the Church of the humble and the poor, to re-establish 
the universal Christian community. She is undoubtedly of 
democratic essence, and if she sided with the rich and the 
powerful when Christianity became Catholicism, she only 
did so perforce, that she might live by sacrificing some portion 
of her original purity; so that if to-day she should abandon 
the condemned governing classes in order to make common 
cause with the multitude of the wretched, she would simply 
be drawing nearer to Christ, thereby securing a new lease of 
youth and purifying herself of all the political compromises 
which she formerly was compelled to accept. Without re- 
nouncing aught of her absolutism the Church has at all times 
known how to bow to circumstances; but she reserves her 
perfect sovereignty, simply tolerating that which she cannot 
prevent, and patiently waiting, even through long centuries, for 
the ae when she shall again become the mistress of the 
world. 

Might not that time come in the crisis which was now at 
hand? Once more, all the powers aro battling for possession 
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of the people. Since the people, thanks to liberty and educa- 
tion, has become strong, since it has developed consciousness 
and will, and claimed its share of fortune, all rulers have been 
seeking to attach it to themselves, to reign by it, and even 
with it, should that be necessary. Socialism, therein lies the 
future, the new instrument of government; and the kings 
tottering on their thrones, the middle-class presidents of 
anxious republics, the ambitious plotters who dream of power, 
all dabble in socialism! They all agree that the capitalist 
organisation of the State is a return to pagan times, to the 
olden slave-market ; and they all talk of breaking for ever the 
iron law by which the labour of human beings has become so 
much merchandise, subject to supply and demand, with wages 
calculated on an estimate of what is strictly necessary to keep 
a workman from dying of hunger. And, down in the sphere 
below, the evil increases, the workmen agonise with hunger 
and exasperation, while above them discussion still goes on, 
systems are bandied about, and well-meaning persons exhaust 
themselves in attempting to apply ridiculously inadequate 
remedies. There is much stir without any progress, all the 
wild bewilderment which precedes great catastrophes. And 
among the many, Catholic socialism, quite as ardent as 
Revolutionary socialism, enters the lists and strives to 
conquer. . 

After these explanations Pierre gave an account of the 
long efforts made by Catholic socialism throughout the Chris- 
tian world. That which particularly struck one in this con- 
nection was that the warfare became keener and more victo- 
rious whenever it was waged in some land of propaganda, as 
yet not completely conquered by Roman Catholicism. For 
instance, in the countries where Protestantism confronted the 
latter, the priests fought with wondrous passion, as for dear 
life itself, contending with the schismatical clergy for posses- 
sion of the people. by dint of daring, by unfolding the most 
audacious democratic theories. In Germany, the classic land 
of socialism, Mer. Ketteler was one of the first to speak 
of adequately taxing the rich; and later he fomented a wide- 
spread agitation which the clergy now directs by means of 
numerous associations and newspapers. In Switzerland Mer. 
Mermillod pleaded the cause of the poor so loudly that the 
bishops there now almost make common cause with the demo- 
cratic socialists, whom they doubtless hope to convert when 
the day for sharing arrives. In England, where socialism 
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penetrates so very slowly, Cardinal Manning achieved con- 
siderable success, stood by the working classeson the occasion of 
a famous strike, and helped on a popular movement, which was 
signalised by numerous conversions. But it was particularly 
in the United States of America that Catholic socialism proved 
triumphant, in a sphere of democracy where the bishops, like 
Mer. Ireland, were forced to set themselves at the head of the 
working-class agitation. And there across the Atlantic anew 
Church seems to be germinating, still in confusion but over- 
flowing with sap, and upheld by intense hope, as at the 
aurora of the rejuvenated Christianity of to-morrow. 

Passing thence to Austria and Belgium, both Catholic 
countries, one found Catholic socialism mingling in the first 
instance with anti-semitism, while in the second it had no 
precise sense. And all movement ceased and disappeared 
when one came to Spain and Italy, those old lands of faith. 
The former with its intractable bishops who contented them- 
selves with hurling excommunication at unbelievers as in the 
days of the Inquisition, seemed to be abandoned to the violent 
theories of revolutionaries, whilst Italy, immobilised in the 
traditional courses, remained without possibility of initiative, 
reduced to silence and respect by the presence of the Holy 
See. In France, however, the struggle remained keen, but it 
was more particularly a struggle of ideas. On the whole, the 
war was there being waged against the revolution, and to some 
it seemed as though it would suffice to re-establish the old 
organisation of monarchical times in order to revert to the 
golden age. It was thus that the question of working-class 
corporations had become the one problem, the panacea for all 
the ills of the toilers. But people were far from agreeing; 
some, those Catholics who rejected State interference and 
favoured purely moral action, desired that the corporations 
should be free ; whilst others, the young and impatient ones, 
bent on action, demanded that they should be obligatory, 
each with capital of its own, and recognised and protected by 
the State. 

Viscount Philibert de la Choue had by pen and speech 
carried on a vigorous campaign in favour of the obligatory 
corporations ; and his great grief was that he had so far failed 
to prevail on the Pope to say whether in his opinion these cor- 
porations should be closed or open. According to the Viscount, 
herein lay the fate of society, a peaceful solution of the gocial 
question or the frightful catastrophe which must Sweep every- 
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thing away. In reality, though he refused to own it, the Vis: 
count had ended by adopting State socialism. And, despite the 
lack of agreement, the agitation remained very great ; attempts, 
scarcely happy in their results, were made; co-operative 
associations, companies for erecting workmen's dwellings, 
popular savings’ banks were started ; many more or less dis- 
guised efforts to revert to the old Christian community orga- 
nisation were tried ; while day by day, amidst the prevailing 
confusion, in the mental perturbation and political difficulties 
through which the country passed, the militant Catholic party 
felt its hopes increasing, even to the blind conviction of soon 
resuming sway over the whole world. 

The second part of Pierre’s book concluded by a picture of 
the moral and intellectual uneasiness amidst which the end 
of the century is struggling. While the toiling multitude 
suffers from its hard lot and demands that in any fresh 
division of wealth it shall be ensured at least its daily bread; 
the élite is no better satisfied, but complains of the void 
induced by the freeing of its reason and the enlargement of its 
intelligence. It is the famous bankruptcy of rationalism, of 
positivism, of science itself which is in question. Minds 
consumed by need of the absolute grow weary of groping, 
weary of the delays of science which recognises only proven 
truths; doubt tortures them, they need a complete and 
immediate synthesis in order to sleep in peace; and they fall 
on their knees, overcome by the roadside, distracted by the 
thought that science will never tell them all, and preferring 
the Deity, the mystery revealed and affirmed by faith.’ Even 
to-day, it must be admitted, science calms neither our thirst 
for justice, our desire for safety, nor our everlasting idea of 
happiness after life in an eternity of enjoyment. To 
one and all it only brings the austere duty to live, to be a 
mere contributor in the universal toil; and how well one can 
understand that hearts should revolt and sigh for the 
Christian heaven, peopled with lovely angels, full of light and 
music and perfumes! Ah! to embrace one’s dead, to tell 
oneself that one will meet them again, that oue will live with 
them once more in glorious immortality! And to possess 
the certainty of sovereign equity to enable one to support the 
abominations of terrestrial life! And in this wise to trample 
on the frightful thought of annihilation, to escape the horror 
of the disappearance of the ego, and to tranquillise oneself 
with that unshakable faith which postpones until the portal 
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of death be crossed the solution of all the problems of destiny ! 
This dream will be dreamt by the nations for ages yet. And 
this it is which explains why, in these last days of the 
century, excessive mental labour and the deep unrest of 
humanity, pregnant with a new world, have awakened 
religious feeling, anxious, tormented by thoughts of the ideal 
and the infinite, demanding a moral law and an assurance of 
superior justice. Religions may disappear, | but religious 
feelings will always create new ones, even with the help of 
science. A new religion! a new religion! Was it not the 
ancient Catholicism, which in the soil of the present day, 
where all seemed conducive to a miracle, was about to spring 
up afresh, throw out green branches and blossom in 2 young 
yet mighty florescence ? : que 
At last, in the third part of his book and in the glowing 
language of an apostle, Pierre depicted the Furure : Catho- 
licism rejuvenated, and bringing health and peace, the 
forgotten golden age of primitive Christianity, back to expir- 
ing society. He began with an emotional and sparkling 
portrait of Leo XIII, the ideal Pope, the Man of Destiny 
entrusted with the salvation of the nations. He had 
conjured up a presentment of him and beheld him thus in 
his feverish longing for the advent of a pastor who should 
put an end to human misery. It was perhaps not a close 
likeness, but it was a portrait of the needed saviour, with 
open heart and mind, and inexhaustible benevolence, such as 
he had dreamed. At the same time he had certainly 
searched documents, studied encyclical letters, based his 
sketch upon facts: first Leo’s religious education at Rome, 
then his brief nunciature at Brussels, and afterwards his long 
episcopate at Perugia. And as soon as Leo became pope in 
the difficult situation bequeathed by Pius IX, the duality of 
his nature appeared: on one hand was the firm guardian of 
dogmas, on the other the supple politician resolved to carry 
conciliation to its utmost limits. We see him flatly severing 
all connection with modern philosophy, stepping backward 
beyond the Renascence to the middle ages and reviving 
Christian philosophy, as expounded by ‘the angelic doctor,’ 
St. Thomas Aquinas, in Catholic schools. Then the dogmas 
being in this wise sheltered, he adroitly maintains himself in 
equilibrium by giving securities to every power, striving to 
utilise every opportunity. He displays extraordinary activity, 
reconciles the Holy See with Germany, draws nearer to 
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Russia, contents Switzerland, seeks the friendship of Great 
Britain, and writes to the Emparor of China begging him to 
protect the missionaries and Christians in his dominions. 
Later on, too, he intervenes in France and acknowledges the 
legitimacy of the Republic. ; : 

From the very outset an idea becomes apparent in all his 
actions, an idea which will place him among the great papal 
politicians. It is moreover the ancient idea of the papacy— 
the conquest of every soul, Rome capital and mistress of the 
world. Thus Leo XIII has but one desire, one object, that 
of unifying the Church, of drawing all the dissident com- 
munities to it in order that it may be invincible in the coming 
social struggle. He seeks to obtain recognition of the moral 
authority of the Vatican in Russia; he dreams of disarming 
the Anglican Church and of drawing it into a sort of fraternat 
truce; and he particularly seeks to come to an understanding 
with the Schismatical Churches of the Hast, which he regards 
as sisters, simply living apart, whose return his paternal 
heart entreats. Would not Rome indeed dispose of victorious 
strength if she exercised uncontested sway over all the 
Christians of the earth ? 

And here the social ideas of Leo XIII come in. Whilst 
yet Bishop of Perugia he wrote a pastoral letter in which a 
vague humanitarian socialism appeared. As soon, however, 
as he had assumed the triple crown his opinions changed, and 
he anathematised the revolutionaries whose audacity was terri- 
fying Italy. But almost at once he corrected himself, warned 
by events and realising the great danger of leaving socialism 
in the hands of the enemies of the Church. Then he listened 
to the bishops of the lands of propaganda, ceased to intervene 
in the Irish quarrel, withdrew the excommunications which 
he had launched against the American ‘ knights of labour,’ and 
would not allow the bold works of Catholic socialist writers to 
be placed in the Index. This evolution towards democracy 
may be traced through his most famous encyclical letters: 
Immortale Dei, on the constitution of States; Libertas, on 
human liberty ; Sapientie, on the duties of Christian citizens ; 
Rerum novarum, on the condition of the working classes; and 
itis particularly this last which would seem to have rejuve- 
nated the Church. The Pope herein chronicles the undeserved 
misery of the toilers, the undue length of the hours of labour, 
the insufficiency of salaries. All men have the right to live, 
and all contracts extorted by threat of starvation are unjust. 
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Elsewhere he declares that the workman must not be left 
defenceless in presence of a system which converts the misery 
of the majority into the wealth of a fow. Compelled to deal 
vaguely with. questions of organisation, he contents himself 
with encouraging the corporative movement, placing it under 
State patronage; and after thus contributing to restore the secu- 
lar power, he reinstates the Deity on the throne of sovereignty, 
and discerns the path to salvation more particularly in moral 
measures, in the ancient respect due to family ties and owner- 
ship. Nevertheless, was not the helpful hand which the august 
Vicar of Christ thus publicly tendered to the poor and the 
humble, the certain token of a new alliance, the announcement 
of anew reign of Jesus upon earth? Thenceforward the people 
Anew that it was not abandoned. And from that moment too 
how glorious became Leo XIII, whose sacerdotal jubilee and 
episcopal jubilee were celebrated by all Christendom amidst 
the coming of a vast multitude, of endless offerings, and of 
flattering letters from every sovereign ! 

Pierre next dealt with the question of the temporal power, 
and this he thought he might treat freely. Naturally, he was 
not ignorant of the fact that the Pope in his quarrel with 
Italy upheld the rights of the Church over Rome as stubbornly 
as his predecessor ; but he imagined that this was merely a 
necessary conventional attitude, imposed by political consider- 
ations, and destined to be abandoned when the times were 
ripe. For his own pari he was convinced that if the Pope 
had never appeared greater than he did now, it was to the loss 
of the temporal power that he owed it: for thence had come 
the great increase of his authority, the pure splendour of moral 
omnipotence which he diffused. 
= What along history of blunders and conflicts had been 
that of the possession of the little kingdom of Rome during 
fifteen centuries! Constantine quits Rome in the fourth 
century, only a few forgotten functionaries remaining on the 
deserted Palatine, and the Pope naturally rises to power, and 
the life of the city passes to the Lateran. However, it is only 
four centuries later that Charlemagne recognises accomplished 
facts and formally bestows the States of the Church upon the 
papacy. From that time warfare between the spiritual power 
and the temporal powers has never ceased ; though often latent 
it has at times become acute, breaking forth with blood and 
fire. And to-day, in the midst of Europe in arms, is it not 
unreasonable to dream of the papacy ruling & strip of terri- 


ROME 31 


tory where it would be exposed to every vexation, and where 
it could only maintain itself by the help of a foreign army ? 
What would become of it in the general massacre which ig 
apprehended ? Is it not far more sheltered, far more dignified,. 
far more lofty when disentangled from all terrestrial cares, 
reigning over the world of souls? . 

In the early times of the Church the papacy from being 
merely local, merely Roman, gradually became catholicised, 
universalised, slowly acquiring dominion over all Christendom. 
In the same way the Sacred College, at first a continuation of 
the Roman Senate, acquired an international character, and in 
our time has ended by becoming the most cosmopolitan of 
assemblies, in which representatives of all the nations have 
seats. And is it not evident that the Pope, thus leaning on 
the cardinals, has become the one great international power 

which exercises the greater authority since it is free from all 
monarchical interests, and can speak not merely in the name 
of country but in that of humanity itself? The solution so 
often sought amidst such long wars surely lies in this: Hither 
give the Pope the temporal sovereignty of the world, or leaye 
him only the spiritual soyereignty. Vicar of the Deity, abs: 
lute and infallible sovereign by divine delegation, he can but 
remain in the sanctuary if, ruler already of the human soul, 
lie is not recognised by every nation as the one master of the 
body also—the king of kings. 

But what a strange affair was this new incursion of the 
papacy into the field sown by the French Revolution, an in- 
cursion conducting it perhaps towards the domination, which 
it has striven for with a will that has upheld it for centuries ! 
For now it stands alone before the people. The kings are 
down. And as the people is henceforth free to give itself ‘to 
whomsoever it pleases, why should it not give, itself, to the 
Church? The depreciation which the idea of, liberty has 

-certainly undergone renders every hope permissible.. The 
liberal party appears to be vanquished in the sphere of econo- 
mics. The toilers, dissatisfied with 1789, complain of the 
aggravation of their misery, bestir themselves, seek happiness 
despairingly. On.the other hand the new régimes have in- 
creased the international power of the Church; Catholic 
members are numerous in the parliaments of the republics and 
the constitutional monarchies. All circumstances seem there- 
fore to favour this extraordinary return of fortune, Catholi- 
cism reverting to the vigour of youth in its old age. Even 


32 ROME 


science, remember, is accused of bankruptcy, a charge which 
saves the Syllabus from ridicule, troubles the minds of men, 
and throws the limitless sphere of mystery and impossibility 
open once more. And then a prophecy is recalled, a predic- 
tion that the papacy shall be mistress of the world on the day 
when she marches at the head of the democracy after reuniting 
the Schismatical Churches of the East to the Catholic, Apos- 
tolic, and Roman Church. And, in Pierre’s opinion, assuredly 
the times had come since Pope Leo XIII, dismissing the great 
and the wealthy of the world, left the kings driven from their 
thronesin exile to place himself like Jesus on the side of the food- 
less toilers and the beggars of the high roads. Yet a few more 
years, perhaps, of frightful misery, alarming confusion, fearful 
social danger, and the people, the great silent multitude which 
others have so far disposed of, will return to the cradle, to the 
unified Church of Rome, in order to escape the destruction 
which threatens human society. 

Pierre concluded his book with a passionate evocation of 
New Rome, the spiritual Rome which would soon reign over 
the nations, reconciled and fraternising as in another golden 
age. Herein he even saw the end of superstitions. Without 
making a direct attack on dogma, he allowed himself to dream 
of an enlargement of religious feeling, freed from rites, and 
absorbed in the one satisfaction of human charity. And still 
smarting from his journey to Lourdes, he felt the need of 
contenting his heart. Was not that gross superstition of 
Lourdes the hateful symptom of the excessive suffering of the 
times? On the day when the Gospel should be universally 
diffused and practised, suffering ones would cease seeking an 
illusory relief so far away, assured as they would be of finding 
assistance, consolation, and cure in their homes amidst their 
brothers, At Lourdes there was an iniquitous displacement 
of wealth, a spectacle so frightful as to make one doubt of 
God, a perpetual conflict which would disappear in the truly 
Christian society of to-morrow. Ah! that society, that Chris- 
tian, community, all Pierre’s work ended in an ardent longing 
for its speedy advent: Christianity becoming once more the 
religion of truth and justice which it had been before it al- 
lowed itself to be conquered by the rich and the powerful! 
The little ones and the poor ones reigning, sharing the wealth 
of earth, and owing obedience to nought but the levelling law 
of work! The Pope alone erect at the head of the federation 
of nations, prince of peace, with the simple mission of sup- 
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plying the moral rule, the link of charity and love which was 
to unite all men! And would not this be the speedy realisa- 
tion of the promises of Christ ? The times were near accom- 
plishment, secular and religious society would mingle so closely 
that they would form but one; and it would be the age of 
triumph and happiness predicted by all the prophets, no more 
struggles possible, no more antagonism between the mind and 
the body, but a marvellous equilibrium which would kill evil 
and set the kingdom of heaven upon earth. New Rome, the 
centre of the world, bestowing on the world the new religion ! 

Pierre felt that tears were coming to his eyes, and with an 
unconscious movement, never noticing how much he astonished 
the slim Englishmen and thick-set Germans passing along 
the terrace, he opened his arms and extended them towards 
the real Rome, steeped in such lovely sunshine and stretched 
out at his feet. Would she prove responsive to his dream ? 
Would he, as he had written, find within her the remedy for 
our impatience and our alarms? Could Catholicism be re- 
newed, could it return to the spirit of primitive Christianity, 
become the religion of the democracy, the faith which the 
modern world, overturned and in danger of perishing, awaits 
in order to be pacified and io live ? 

Pierre was full of generous passion, full of faith. He again 
beheld good Abbé Rose weeping with emotion as he read his 
book. He heard Viscount Philibert de la Choue telling him 
that such a book was worth an army. And he particularly 
felt strong in the approval of Cardinal Bergerot, that apostle 
of inexhaustible charity. Why should the Congregation of 
the Index threaten his work with interdiction ?- Since he had 
been officiously advised to go to Rome if he desired to defend 
himself, he had been turning this question over in his mind 
without being able to discover which of his pages were 
attacked. To him indeed they all seemed to glow with the 
purest Christianity. However, he had arrived quivering with 
enthusiasm and courage : he was all eagerness to kneel before 
the Pope, and place himself under his august protection, 
assuring him that he had not written a line without taking 
inspiration from his ideas, without desiring the triumph of 
his policy. Was it possible that condemnation should be 
passed on a book in which he imagined in all sincerity that 
he had exalted Leo XIII by striving to help him in his work 
of Christian reunion and universal peace ? 

For a moment longer Pierre remained standing before the 
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parapet. He had been there for nearly an hour, unable to 
drink in enough of the grandeur of Rome, which, given all 
the unknown things she hid from him, he would have liked 
to possess at once. Oh! to seize hold of her, know her, 
ascertain at once the true word which he had come to seek 
from her! This again, like Lourdes, was an experiment, but 
a graver one, a decisive one, whence he would emerge either 
strengthened or overcome for evermore. He no longer sought 
the simple, perfect faith of the little child, but the superior 
faith of the intellectual man, raising himself above rites and 
symbols, working for the greatest happiness of humanity as 
based on its need of certainty. His temples throbbed respon- 
sive to his heart. What would be the answer of Rome ? 

The sunlight hed increased and the higher districts now 
stood out more vigorously against the fiery background. 
Far away the hills became gilded and empurpled, whilst the 
nearer house-fronts grew very distinct and bright with their 
thousands of windows sharply outlined. However, some 
morning haze still hovered around; light veils seemed to rise 
from the lower streets, blurring the summits for a moment, 
and then evaporating in the ardent heavens where all was 
blue. For a moment Pierre fancied that the Palatine had 
vanished, for he could scarcely see the dark fringe of cypresses ; 
it was as though the dust of its ruins concealed the hill. But 
the Quirinal was even more obscured; the royal palace 
seemed to have faded away in a fog, so paltry did it look 
with its low flat front, so vague in the distance that he no 
longer distinguished it ; whereas above the trees on his left 
the dome of St. Peter’s had grown yet larger in the limpid 
gold of the sunshine, and appeared to occupy the whole sky 
and dominate the whole city! 

Ah! the Rome of that first meeting, the Rome of early 
morning, whose new districts he had not even noticed in the 
burning fever of his arrival—with what boundless hopes did 
she not inspirit him, this Rome which he believed he should 
find alive, such indeed as he had dreamed! And whilst he 
stood there in his thin black cassock, thus gazing on her that 
lovely day, what a shout of coming redemption seemed to 
arise from her house-roofs, what a promise of universal peace 
seemed to issue from that sacred soil, twice already Queen of 
the world! It was the third Rome, it was New Rome whose 
maternal love was travelling across the frontiers to all the 
nations to console them and reunite them in a common 
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embrace. In the passionate candour of his dream he beheld 
her, he heard her, rejuvenated, full of the gentleness of child- 
hood, soaring, as it were, amidst the morning freshness into 
the vast pure heavens. ! 

But at last Pierre tore himself away from the sublime 
spectacle. The driver and the horse, their heads drooping 
under the broad sunlight, had not stirred. On the seat the 
valise was almost burning, hot with the rays of the sun which 
was already heavy. And once more Pierre got into the vehicle 
and gave this address : 

‘Via Giulia, Palazzo Boccanera.’ 


IT 


Tur Via Giulia, which runs in a straight line over a distance 
of five hundred yards from the Farnese palace to the church 
of St. John of the Florentines, was at that hour steeped in 
bright sunlight, the glow streaming from end to end and 
whitening the small square paying stones. The street had 
no footways, and the cab rolled along it almost to the farther 
extremity, passing the old grey sleepy and deserted residences 
whose large windows were barred with iron, while their deep 
porches revealed sombre courts resembling wells. Laid out 
by Pope Julius II, who had dreamt of lining it with magnifi- 
cent palaces, the street, then the most regular and handsome 
in Rome, had served as Corso! in the sixteenth century. 
One could tell that one was in a former luxurious district, 
which had lapsed into silence, solitude, and abandonment, 
instinct with a kind of religious gentleness and discretion. 
The old house-fronts followed one after another, their shutters 
closed and their gratings occasionally decked with climbing 
plants. At some doors cats were seated, and dim shops, 
appropriated to humble trades, were installed in certain 
dependencies. But little traffic was apparent. Pierre only 
noticed some bareheaded women dragging children behind 
them, a hay cart drawn by a mule, a superb monk draped in 
drugget, and a bicyclist speeding along noiselessly, his machine 
sparkling in the sun. 

At last the driver turned and pointed to a large square 
building at the corner of a lane running towards the Tiber. 

1 The Corso was so called on account of the horse-races held in it 
at carnival time.—Trans, 

p2 


36 ROME 


‘ Palazzo Boccanera.’ - 

Pierre raised his head and was pained by the severe aspect 
of the structure, so bare and massive and blackened by age. 
Like its neighbours the Farnese and the Sacchetti palaces, it 
had been built by Antonio da Sangallo in the early part of 
the sixteenth century, and, as with the former of those 
residences, the tradition ran that in raising the pile the 
architect had made use of stones pilfered from the Colosseum 
and the Theatre of Marcellus. The vast, square-looking 
facade had three upper stories, each with seven windows, and 
the first one very lofty and noble. Down below, the only 
sign of decoration was that the high ground-floor windows, 
barred with huge projecting gratings as though from fear of 
siege, rested upon large consoles, and were crowned by 
attics which smaller consoles supported. Above the monu- 
mental entrance, with folding doors of bronze, there was 
a balcony in front of the central first-floor window. And 
at the summit of the facade against the sky appeared a 
sumptuous entablature, whose frieze displayed admirable grace 
and purity of ornamentation. This frieze, the consoles, the 
attics, and the door-case were of white marble, but marble 
whose surface had so crumbled and so darkened that it now 
had the rough yellowish grain of stone. Right and left of 
the entrance were two antique seats upheld by griffons also of 
marble; and incrusted in the wall at one corner, a lovely 
Renascence fountain, its source dried up, still lingered ; and 
on it a cupid riding a dolphin could with difficulty be 
distinguished, to such a degree had the wear and tear of time 
eaten into the sculpture. 

Pierre’s eyes, however, had been more particularly 
attracted by an escutcheon carved above one of the ground- 
floor windows, the escutcheon of the Boccaneras, a winged 
dragon venting flames, and underneath it he could plainly 
read the motto which had remained intact: ‘ Bocca nera, 
Alma rossa’ (‘Black mouth, Red Soul’). Above another 
window, as a pendant to the escutcheon, there was one of 
those little shrines which are still common in Rome, a satin 
robed statuette of the Blessed Virgin, before which a lantern 
burnt in the full daylight. 

The cabman was about to drive through the dim end 
gaping porch, according to custom, when the young priest, 
overcome by timidity, stopped him. ‘No, no,’ he said 3.‘ don’t 
go in, it’s useless.’ 
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Then he alighted from the vehicle, paid the man, and, 
valise in hand, found himself first under the vaulted roof, and 
then in the central court, without having met a living soul. 

It was a square and fairly spacious court, surrounded by 
a porticus like a cloister. Some remnants of statuary, 
marbles discovered in excavating, an armless Apollo, and the 
trunk of a Venus, were ranged against the walls under the 
dismal arcades; and some fine grass had sprouted between 
the pebbles which paved the soil as with a black and white 
mosaic. It seemed as if the sunrays could never reach that 
paving, mouldy with damp. A dimness and a silence instinct 
with departed grandeur and infinite mournfulness reigned there. 

Surprised by the emptiness of this silent mansion, Pierre 
continued seeking somebody, a porter, a servant; and, fancying 
that he saw a shadow flit by, he decided to pass through 
another arch which led to a little garden fringing the Tiber. 
On this side the facade of the building was quite plain, dis- 
playing nothing beyond its three rows of symmetrically disposed 
windows. However, the abandonment reigning in the garden 
brought Pierre yet a keener pang. In the centre some large 
box-plants were growing in the basin of a fountain which had 
been filled up; while among the mass of weeds, some orange 
trees with golden, ripening fruit alone indicated the tracery of 
the paths which they had once bordered. Between two huge 
laurel bushes, against the right-hand wall, there was a 
sarcophagus of the second century—with fauns offering violence 
to nymphs, one of those wild baccanali, those scenes of eager 
passion which Rome in its decline was wont to depict on the 
tombs of its dead; and this marble sarcophagus, crumbling 
with age and green with moisture, served as a tank into which 
a streamlet of water fell from a large tragic mask incrusted 
in the wall. Facing the Tiber there had formerly been a sort 
of colonnaded loggia, a terrace whence a double flight of steps 
descended to the river. For the consiruction of the new quays, 
-however, the river bank was being raised, and the terrace was 
already lower than the new ground level, and stood there 
crumbling and useless amidst piles of rubbish and blocks of 
stone, all the wretched chalky confusion of the improvements 
which were ripping up and overturning the district. 

Pierre, however, was suddenly convinced that he could see 
somebody crossing the court. So he returned thither and 
found a woman somewhat short of stature, who must have 
been nearly fifty, though as yet she had not a white hair, but 
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looked very bright and active. At sight of the priest, how- 
ever, an expression of distrust passed over her round face and 
clear eyes. | y 

Employing the few words of broken Italian which he knew, 
Pierre at once sought to explain matters: ‘I am Abbé Pierre 
Froment, madam. ’ he began. . : 

However, she did not let him continue, but exclaimed ih 
fluent French, with the somewhat thick and lingering accent 
of the province of the Ile-de-France: ‘Ah! yes, Monsieur 
l'Abbé, I know, I know—I was expecting you, I received orders 
about you.’ And then, as he gazed at her in amazement, she 
added: ‘Oh! I’m a Frenchwoman! I’ve been here for five 
and twenty years, but I haven’t yet been able to get used to 
their horrible lingo!’ 

Pierre thereupon remembered that Viscount Philibert de 
la Choue had spoken to him of this servant, one Victorine 
Bosquet, a native of Auneau in La Beauce, who, when two and 
twenty, had-gone to Rome with a consumptive mistress. The 
latter's sudden death had left her in as much terror and 
bewilderment as if she had been alone in some land of savages ; 
and so she had gratefully devoted herself to the Countess 
Ernesta Brandini, a Boccanera by birth, who had, so to say, 
picked her up in the streets. The Countess had at first em- 
ployed her as nurse to her daughter Benedetta, hoping in this 
way to teach the child some French ; and Victorine—remaining 
for five and twenty years with the same family—had by 
degrees raised herself to the position of housekeeper, whilst 
still remaining virtually illiterate, so destitute indeed of any 
linguistic gift that she could only jabber a little broken Italian, 
just sufficient for her needs in her intercourse with the other 
servants. 

‘And is Monsieur le Vicomte quite well?’ she resumed 
with frank familiarity. ‘He is so very pleasant, and we are 
always so pleased to see him. He stays here, you know, each 
time he comes to Rome. I know that the Princess and the 
Contessina received a letter from him yesterday announcing 
you.’ 
It was indeed Viscount Philibert de la Choue who had 
made all the arrangements for Pierre’s sojourn in Rome. Of 
the ancient and once vigorous race of the Boccaneras, there 
now only remained Cardinal Pio Boccanera, the Princess his 
sister, an old maid who from respect was called ‘Donna’ 
Serafina, their niece Benedetta—whose mother Ernesta had 
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followed her husband, Count Brandini, to the tomb—and finally 
their. nephew, Prince Dario Boccanera, whose father, Prince 
Onofrio, was likewise dead, and whose mother, a Montefiori, 
had married again. It so chanced that the Viscount de la 
Choue was connected with the family, his younger brother 
having married a Brandini, sister to Benedetta’s father; and 
thus, with the courtesy rank of uncle, he had, in Count 
Brandini’s time, frequently sojourned at the mansion in the 
Via Giulia. He had also become attached to Benedetta, 
especially since the advent of a private family drama, conse- 
quent upon an unhappy marriage which the young woman 
had contracted, and which she had petitioned the Holy Father 
toannul. Since Benedetta had left her husband to live with 
her aunt Serafina and her uncle the Cardinal, M. de la Choue 
had often written to her and sent her parcels of French books. 
Among others he had forwarded her a copy of Pierre’s book, 
and the whole affair had originated in that wise. Several 
letters on the subject had been exchanged when at last 
Benedetta sent word that the work had been denounced to 
the Congregation of the Index, and that it was advisable the 
author should at once repair to Rome, where she graciously 
offered him the hospitality of the Boccanera mansion. 

The Viscount was quite as much astonished as the young 
priest at these tidings, and failed to understand why the book 
should be threatened at all; however, he prevailed on Pierre 
to make the journey as a matter of good policy, becoming 
himself impassioned for the achievement of a victory which he 
counted in‘ anticipation as his own. And so it was easy to 
understand the bewildered condition of Pierre, on tumbling 
into this unknown mansion, launched into an heroic adven- 
is the reasons and circumstances of which were beyond 

im. 

Victorine, however, suddenly resumed: ‘ But Iam leaving 
you here, Monsieur l'Abbé. Let me conduct you to you 
rooms. Where is your luggage?’ 

Then, when he had shown her his valise which he had 
placed on the ground beside him, and explained that having 
no more than a fortnight’s stay in view he had contented 
himself with bringing a second cassock and some linen, she 
seemed very much surprised. 

‘A fortnight! You only expect to remain here a fortnight ? 
Weil, well, you'll see.’ 

And then summoning a big devil of à lackey who had 
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ended by making his appearance, she said: ‘Take that up 


into the red room, Giacomo. Will you kindly follow me, 
Monsieur l'Abbé ?’ re 

Pierre felt quite comforted and inspirited by thus Junex- 
pectedly meeting such a lively, good-natured compatriot in this 
gloomy Roman ‘ palace.’ Whilst crossing the court he listened 
to her as she related that the Princess had gone out, and that 
the Contessina—as Benedetta from motives of affection was 
still called in the house, despite her marriage—had not yet 
shown herself that morning, being rather poorly. However, 
added Victorine, she had her orders. 

The staircase was in one corner of the court, under the 
porticus. It was a monumental staircase with broad, low 
steps, the incline being so gentle that a horse might easily 
have climbed it. The stone walls, however, were quite bare, 
the landings empty and solemn, and a deathlike mournfulness 
fell from the lofty vault above. ° 

As they reached the first floor, noticing Pierre’s emotion, 
Victorine smiled. The mansion seemed to be uninhabited ; 
not a sound came from its closed chambers. Simply pointing 
to a large oaken door on the right hand, the housekeeper re- 
marked: ‘The wing overlooking the court and the river is 
occupied by his Eminence. But he doesn’t use a quarter of 
the rooms. All the reception rooms on the side of the street 
have been shut. How could one keep up such a big place, 
and what, too, would be the use of it? We should need 
somebody to lodge.’ 

With her lithe step she continued ascending the stairs. 
She had remained essentially a foreigner, a Frenchwoman, 
too different from those among whom she lived to be influ- 
enced by her environment. On reaching the second floor she 
resumed: ‘ There, on the left, are Donna Serafina’s rooms, 
those of the Contessina are on the right. This is the only 
part of the house where there’s a little warmth and life. 
Besides, it’s Monday to-day, the Princess will be receiving 
visitors this evening. You'll see.’ 

Then, opening a door, beyond which was a second and very 
narrow staircase, she went on: ‘ We others have our rooms 
on the third floor. I must ask Monsieur l’Abbé to let me go 
up before him.’ 

The grand staircase ceased at the second floor, and Victorine 
explained that the third story was reached exclusively by 
this servants’ staircase, which led from the lane running down 
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to the Tiber on one side of the mansion. There was a small 
private entrance in this lane, which was very convenient. 

At last, reaching the third story, she hurried along a pas- 
sage, again calling Pierre’s attention to various doors. ‘ These 
are the apartments of Don Vigilio, his Eminence’s secretary. 
These are mine. And these will be yours. Monsieur le Vi- 
comte will never have any other rooms when he comes to spend 
a few days in Rome. He says that he enjoys more liberty up 
here, as he can come in and go out as hepleases. I gave 
him a key to the door in the lane, and I'll give you one too. 
And, besides, you’ll see what a nice view there is from here!’ 

Whilst speaking she had gone in. The apartments com- 
prised two rooms : a somewhat spacious salon, with wall-paper 
of a large scroll pattern on a red ground, and a bed chamber, 
where the paper was of a flax grey, siudded with faded blue 
flowers. The sitting-room was in one corner of the mansion 
overlooking the lane and the Tiber, and Victorine at once went 
to the windows, one of which afforded a view over the distant 
lower part of the river, while the other faced the Trastevere 
and the Janiculum across the water. 

* Ah! yes, it’s very pleasant!’ said Pierre, who had followed 
and stood beside her. 

Giacomo, who did not hurry, came in behind them with 
the valise. It was now past eleven o'clock; and seeing that 
the young priest looked tired, and realising that he must be 
hungry after such a journey, Victorine offered to have some 
breakfast served at once in the sitting-room. He would then 
have the afternoon to rest or go out, and would only meet the 
ladies in the evening at dinner. At the mere suggestion of 
resting, however, Pierre began to protest, declaring that he 
should certainly go out, not wishing to lose an entire after- 
noon. The breakfast he readily accepted, for he was indeed 
dying of hunger. 

- However, he had to wait another full half-hour. Giacomo, 
who served him under Victorine’s orders, did everything in a 
most leisurely way. And Victorine, lacking confidence in the 
man, remained with the young priest to make sure that every- 
thing he might require was provided. | 

‘Ah! Monsieur l'Abbé,’ said she, ‘what people! What a 
country! You can’t have an idea of it. I should never get 
accustomed to it even if I were to live here for a hundred 
years. Ah! if it were not for the Contessina, but she’s so 
good and beautiful,’ , 
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Then, whilst placing a dish of figs on the table, she asto- 
nished Pierre by adding that a city where nearly everybody was 
a priest could not possibly be a good city. Thereupon the 
presence of this gay, active, unbelieving servant in the queer 
old palace again scared him. : 

* What! you are not religious ?’ he exclaimed.. 7 

‘No, no, Monsieur l'Abbé, the priests don’t suit me, said 
Victorine; ‘I knew one in France when I was very little, and 
since I’ve been here I’ve seen too many of them. It’s all 
over. Oh! I don’t say that on account of his Eminence, 
who is a holy man worthy of all possible respect. And besides, 
everybody in the house knows that I’ve nothing to reproach 
myself with. So why not leave me alone, since I’m fond of 
my employers and attend properly to my duties?’ 

She burst into a frank laugh. ‘‘ Ah!’ she resumed, ‘ when 
I was told that another priest was coming, just as if we hadn’t 
enough already, I couldn’t help growling to myself. But you 
look like a good young man, Monsieur l'Abbé, and I feel sure 
we shall get on well together. ... I really don’t know why 
I’m telling you all this—probably it’s because you’ve come 
from yonder, and because the Contessina takes an interest in 
you. At all events, you'll excuse me, won’t you, Monsieur 
l'Abbé? And takemy advice, stay here and rest to-day ; don’t 
be so foolish as to go running about their tiring city. There's 
nothing very amusing to be seen in it, whatever they may say 
to the contrary.’ 

When Pierre found himself alone, he suddenly felt over- 
whelmed by all the fatigue of his journey coupled with the 
fever of enthusiasm that had consumed him during the morn- 
ing. And as though dazed, intoxicated by the hasty meal 
which he had just made—a couple of eggs and a cutlet—he 
flung himself upon the bed with the idea of taking half an hour's 
rest. He did not fall asleep immediately, but for a time 
thought of those Boccaneras, with whose history he was 
partly acquainted, and of whose life in that deserted and silent 
palace, instinct with such dilapidated and melancholy grandeur, 
he began to dream. But at last his ideas grew confused, 
and by degrees he sank into sleep amidst a crowd of shadowy 
forms, some tragic and some sweet, with vague faces which 
gazed at him with enigmatical eyes as they whirled before him 
in the depths of dreamland. 

The Boccaneras had supplied two popes to Rome, one in 
the thirteenth, the other in the fifteenth century, and from’ 
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those two favoured ones, those all-powerful masters, the family 
had formerly derived its vast fortune—large estates in the 
vicinity of Viterbo, several palaces in Rome, enough works of 
art to fill numerous spacious galleries, and a pile of gold 
sufficient to cram a cellar. The family passed as being the 
most pious-of the Roman patriziato, a family of burning faith 
whose sword had always been at the service of the Church ; 
but if it were the most believing family it was also the most 
violent, the most disputatious, constantly ab war, and so 
fiercely savage that the anger of the Boccaneras had become 
proverbial. And thence came their arms, the winged dragon 
spitting flames, and the fierce, glowing motto, with its play on 
the name ‘ Bocca nera, Alma rossa’ (black mouth, red soul), 
the mouth darkened by a roar, the soul flaming like a brazier 
of faith and love. 

Legends of endless-passion, of terrible deeds of justice and 
vengeance still circulated. There was the duel fought by 
Onfredo, the Boccanera by whom the present palazzo had 
been built in the sixteenth century on the site of the demo- 
lished antique residence of the family. Onfredo, learning that 
his wife had allowed herself to be kissed on the lips by young 
Count Costamagna, had caused the Count to be kidnapped one 
evening and brought to the palazzo bound with cords. And 
there in one of the large halls, before freeing him, he com- 
pelled him to confess himself toa monk. Then he severed 
the cords with a stiletto, threw the limps over and extin- 
guished them, calling to the Count to keep the stiletto and 
defend himself. During more than an hour in complete 
obscurity, in this hall full of furniture, the two men sought 
one another, fled from one another, seized hold of one another, 
and pierced one another with their blades. And when the 
doors were broken down and the servants rushed: in they found 
among the pools of blood, among the overturned tables and 
broken seats, Costamagna with his nose sliced off and his hips 
pierced with two and thirty wounds, whilst Onfredo had lost 
two fingers of his right hand, and had both shoulders riddled 
with holes! The wonder was that neither died of the en- 
counter. 

A century later, on that same bank of the Tiber, a daughter 
of the Boccaneras, a girl barely sixteen years of age, the lovely 
and passionate Cassia, filled all Rome with terror and admira- 
tion. She loved Flavio Corradini, the scion of a rival and 
hated house, whose alliance her father, Prince Boccanera, 
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roughly rejected, and whom her elder brother, Ercole, 
swore to slay should he ever surprise him with her. Never- 
theless the young man came to visit her in a boat, and she 
joined him ‘by the little staircase descending to the river. 
But one evening Ercole, who was on the watch, sprang into 
the boat and planted his dagger full in Flavio’s heart. Later 
on the subsequent incidents were unravelled ; it was under- 
stood that Cassia, wrathful and frantic with despair, unwilling 
to survive her love and bent on wreaking justice, had thrown 
herself upon her brother, had seized both murderer and victim 
with the same grasp whilst overturning the.boat; for when 
the three bodies were recovered Cassia still retained her hold 
upon the two men, pressing their faces one against the other 
with her bare arms, which had remained as white as snow. 

But those were vanished times. Nowadays, if faith re- 
mained, blood violence seemed to be departing from the 
Boccaneras. Their huge fortune also had been lost in the 
slow decline which for a century past has been ruining the 
Roman patriziato. It had been necessary to sell the estates; 
the palace had emptied, gradually sinking to the mediocrity 
and bourgeois life of the new times. For their part the 
Boccaneras obstinately declined to contract any alien 
alliances, proud as they were of the purity of their Roman 
blood. And poverty was as nothing to them; they found 
contentment in their immense pride, and without a plaint 
sequestered themselves amidst the silence and gloom in which 
their race was dwindling away. = 

Prince Ascanio, dead since 1848, had left four children b 
his wife, a Corvisieri ; first Pio, the Cardinal ; then Serafina, 
who, in order to remain with her brother, had not married ; 
and finally Ernesta and Onofrio, both of whom were deceased. 
As Ernesta had merely left a daughter, Benedetta, behind 
her, it followed that the only male heir, the only possible con- 
tinuator of the family name was Onofrio’s son, young Prince 
Dario, now some thirty years of age. Should he die without 
posterity, the Boccaneras, once so full of life and whose deeds 
had filled Roman history in papal times, must fatally dis- 
appear. 

Dario and his cousin Benedetta had been drawn together 
by a deep, smiling, natural passion ever since childhood. 
They seemed born one for the other ; they could not imagine 
that they had been brought into the world for any other pur- 
pose than that of becoming husband and wife as soon as they 
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should be old enongh to marry. When Prince Onofrio—an 
amiable man of forty, very popular in Rome, where he spent his 
modest fortune as his heart listed—espoused La Montefiori’s 
daughter, the little Marchesa Flavia, whose superb beauty, 
suggestive of a youthful Juno, had maddened him, he went 
to reside at the Villa Montefiori, the only property, indeed 
the only belonging, that remained to the two ladies. It was 
in the direction of St’. Agnese-fuori-le-Mura,! and there were 
vast grounds, a perfect park in fact, planted with centenarian 
trees, among which. the villa,a somewhat sorry building of 
the seventeenth century, was falling into ruins. 

Unfavourable reports were circulated about the ladies, the 
mother having almost lost caste since she had become a widow, 
and the girl having too bold a beauty, too conquering an air. 
Thus the marriage had not met with the approval of Serafina, 
who was very rigid, or of Onofrio’s elder brother Pio, at that 
time merely a Cameriere segreto of the Holy Father and a 
Canon of the Vatican basilica. Only Ernesta kept up a regular 
intercourse with Onofrio, fond of him as she was by reason 
of his gaiety of disposition; and thus, later on, her favourite 
diversion was to go each week to the Villa Montefiori with 
her daughter Benedetta, there to spend the day. And what 
a delightful day it always proved to Benedetta and Dario, she 
ten years old and he fifteen, what a fraternal loving day in 
that vast and almost abandoned garden with its parasol pines, 
its giant box plants, and its clumps of evergreen oaks, amidst 
which one lost oneself as in a virgin forest. 

The poor stifled soul of Ernesta was a soul of pain and 
passion. Born with a mighty longing for life, she thirsted for 
the sun—for a free, happy, active existence in the full day- 
light. She was noted for her large limpid eyes and the 
charming oval of her gentle face. Extremely ignorant, like 
allthe daughters of the Roman nobility, having learnt the little 
she knew in a convent of French nuns, she had grown up 
cloistered in the black Boccanera palace, having no knowledge 
of the world than by those daily drives to the Corso and the 
Pincio on which she accompanied her mother. Eventually, 
when she was five and twenty, and was already weary and 
desolate, she contracted the customary marriage of her caste, 
espousing Count Brandini, the last-born of a very noble, very 
numerous and poor family, who had to come and live in the Via 
Giulia mansion, where an entire wing of the second floor was 

1 $t. Agnes without the Walls, N.E. of Rome. 
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gotreadyfor the young couple. And nothing changed, Ernesta 
continued to live in the same cold gloom, in the midst of the 
same dead past, the weight of which, like that of a tombstone, 
she felt pressing more and more heavily upon her. 

The marriage was, on either side, a very honourable one. 
Count Brandini soon passed as being the most foolish and 
haughty man in Rome. A strict, intolerant formalist in 
religious matters, he became quite triumphant when, after 
innumerable intrigues, secret plottings which lasted ten long 
years, he at last secured the appointment of grand equerry to 
the Holy Father. With this appointment it seemed as if all 
the dismal majesty of the Vatican entered his household. 
However, Ernesta found life still bearable in the time of 
Pius IX—that is until the latter part of 1870—for she might 
still venture to open the windows overlooking the street, 
receive a few lady friends otherwise than in secrecy, and 
accept invitations to festivities. But when the Italians had 
conquered Rome and the Pope declared himself a prisoner, the 
mansion in the Via Giulia became a sepulchre. The great 
doors were closed and bolted, even nailed together in token of 
mourning; and during ten years the inmates only went out 
and came in by the little staircase communicating with the 
lane. It was also forbidden to open the window shutters of 
the façade. This was the sulking, the protest of the black 
world, the mansion sinking into deathlike immobility, com- 
plete seclusion; no more receptions, barely a few shadows, 
the intimates of Donna Serafina who on Monday evenings 
slipped in by the little door in the lane which was scarcely 
set ajar. And during those ten lugubrious years, overcome 
by secret despair, the young woman wept every night, suffered 
untold agony at thus being buried alive. 

Ernesta had given birth to her daughter Benedetta rather 
late in life, when three and thirty years of age. At first the 
little one helped to divert her mind. But afterwards her 
wonted existence, like a grinding mill-stone, again seized hold 
of her, and she had to place the child in the charge of the 
French nuns, by whom she herself had been educated, at tho 
convent of the Sacred Heart of La Tyinit’ de’ Monti. When 
Benedetta left the convent, grown up, nineteen years of age, 
she was able to speak and write French, knew a little arith- 
metic and her catechism, and possessed a few hazy notions of 
history. Then the life of the two women was resumed, the 
life of a gynaæceum, suggestive of the Orient; never an excur- 
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sion with husband or father, but day after day spent in closed, 
secluded rooms, with nought to cheer one but the sole, ever- 
lasting, obligatory promenade, the daily drive to the Corso and 
the Pincio. | 

At home, absolute obedience was the rule; the tie of 
relationship ‘possessed an authority, a strength, which made 
both women bow to the will of the Count, without possible 
thought of rebellion ; and to the Count’s wiil was added that 
of Donna Serafina and that of Cardinal Pio, both of whom 
were stern defenders of the old-time customs. Since the 
Pope had ceased to show himself in Rome, the post of grand 
equerry had left the Count considerable leisure, for the number 
of equipages in the pontifical stables had been very largely 
reduced; nevertheless, he was constant in his attendance at 
the Vatican, where his duties were now a mere matter of 
parade, and ever increased his devout zeal as a mark of protest 
against the usurping: monarchy installed at the Quirinal. 
However, Benedetta had just attained her twentieth year, 
when one evening her father returned coughing and shivering 
from some ceremony at St. Peter’s, A week later he died, 
carried off by inflammation of the lungs. And despite their 
mourning, the loss was secretly considered a deliverance by 
both women, who now felt that they were free. 

Thenceforward Ernesta had but one thought, that of 
saving her daughter from that awful life of immurement and 
entombment. She herself had sorrowed too deeply: it was no 
longer possible for her to remount the current of existence; 
but she was unwilling that Benedetta should in her turn lead a 
life contrary to nature, in a voluntary grave. Moreover, 
similar lassitude and rebellion were showing themselves 
among other patrician families, which, after the sulking of the 
first years, were beginning to draw nearer to the Quirinal. 
Why indeed should the children, eager for action, liberty, and 
sunlight, perpetually keep up the quartel of the-fathers? And 
so, though no reconciliation could take place between the 
black world and the white world,! intermediate tints were 
already appearing, and some unexpected matrimonial alliances 
were contracted. 

: -Emesta for her part was indifferent to the political ques- 

tion ; she knew next to nothing about it; but that which she 
‘passionately desired was that her race might at last emerge 


! The ‘blacks’ are the supporters of the Papacy, the ‘ whites’ those 
of the King of Italy.— Trans. : 
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from that hateful sepulchre, that black, silent Boccanera 
mansion, where her woman’s joys had been frozen by so long 
a death. She had suffered very grievously in her heart, as 
girl, as lover, and as wife, and yielded to anger at the thought 
that her life should have been so spoiled, so lost through idiotic 
resignation. Then, too, her mind was greatly influenced by the 
choice of a new confessor at this period ; for she had remained 
very religious, practising all the rites of the Church, and ever 
docile to the advice of her spiritual director. To free herself 
the more, however, she now quitted the Jesuit Father whom 
her husband had chosen for her, and in his stead took Abbé 
Pisoni, the rector of the little church of Sta. Brigida, on the 
Piazza Farnese, close by. He was a man of fifty, very gentle, 
and very good-hearted, of a benevolence seldom found in the 
Roman world; and archæology, a passion for the old stones of 
the past, had made him an ardent patriot. Humble though 
his position was, folks whispered that he had on several occa- 
sions served as an intermediary in delicate matters between 
the Vatican and the Quirinal. And, becoming confessor not 
only of Ernesta but of Benedetta also, he was fond of dis- 
coursing to them about the grandeur of Italian unity, the 
triumphant sway that Italy would exercise when the Pope and 
the King should agree together. 

Meantime Benedetta and Dario loved as on the first day, 
patiently, with the strong, tranquil love of those who know that 
they belong to one another. But it happened that Ernesta 
ihrew herself between them and stubbornly opposed their 
marriage. No, no! her daughter must not espouse that 
Dario, that cousin, the last of the name, who in his tum 
would immure his wife in the black sepulchre of the 
Boccanera palace! Their union would be a prolongation of 
entombment, an aggravation of ruin, a repetition of the 
haughty wretchedness of the past, of the everlasting peevish 
sulking which depressed and benumbed one! She was well 
acquainted with the young man’s character; she knew that 
he was egotistical and weak, incapable of thinking and acting, 
predestined to bury his race with a smile on his lips, to let 
the last remnant of the house crumble about his head without 
attempting the slightest effort to found a new family. And 
that which she desired was fortune in another guise, a new 
birth for her daughter with wealth and the florescence of life 
amid the victors and powerful ones of to-morrow. 

From that moment the mother did not cease her stubborn 
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efforts to ensure her daughter’s happiness despite herself. 
She told her of her tears, entreated her not to renew her own 
* deplorable career. Yet she would have failed, such was the 
calm determination of the girl who had for ever given her 
heart, if certain circumstances had not brought her into con- 
nection with such a son-in-law as she dreamt of. At that 
very Villa Montefiori where Benedetta and Dario had plighted 
their troth, she met Count Prada, son of Orlando, one of the 
heroes of the reunion of Italy. Arriving in Rome from Milan, 
with his father, when eighteen years of age, at the time of the 
occupation of the city by the Italian Government, Prada .had 
first entered the Ministry of Finances as a mere clerk, whilst 
the old warrior, his sire, created a senator, lived scantily on a 
petty income, the last remnant of a fortune spent in his 
country’s service. The fine, warlike madness of the former 
comrade of Garibaldi had, however, in the son turned into a 
fierce appetite for booty, so that the young man became one 
of the real conquerors of Rome, one of those birds of prey 
that dismembered and devoured the city. Engaged in vast 
speculations on land, already wealthy according to popular 
report, he had—at the time of meeting Ernesta—just become 
-intimate with Prince Onofrio, whose head he had turned by sug- 
gesting to him the idea of selling the far-spreading grounds of 
the Villa Montefiori for the erection of a new suburban district 
on the site, Others averred that he was the lover of the 
princess, the beautiful Flavia, who, although nine years his 
senior, was still superb. And, truth to tell, he was certainly 
a man of violent desirés, with an eagerness to rush on the 
spoils of conquest which rendered him utterly unscrupulous 
with regard either to the wealth or to the wives of others. - . 
From the first day that he beheld Benedetta he desired her. 
But she, at any rate, could only become his by marriage, 
And he did not for a moment hesitate, but broke off all connec- 
tion with Flavia, eager as he was for the pure virgin beauty, 
the patrician youth of the other. When he realised that 
Ernesta, the mother, favoured him, he asked her daughter's 
hand, feeling certain of success. And the surprise was great, 
for he was some fifteen years older than the girl. However, 
he was a count, he bore a name which was already historical, 
he was piling up millions, he was regarded with favour at the 
Quirinal, and none could tell to what heights he might not 
attain. All Rome became impassioned, 4 
Never afterwards was Benedetta able to explain to herself 
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_how it happened that she had eventually consented. Six 
moriths sooner, six months later, such a marriage would cer- 
tainly have been impossible, given the fearful scandal which | 
it raised in the black world. A Boccanera, the last maiden of 
that antique papal race, given to a Prada, to ono of the de- 
spoilers of the Church! Was it credible? In order that the 
wild project might prove successful it had been necessary that 
it should be formed at a particular brief moment—a moment 
when a supreme effort was being made to conciliate the Vatican 
and the Quirinal. A report circulated that an agreement was 
on the point of being arrived at, that the King consented to 
recognise the Pope’s absolute sovereignty over the Leonine 
City,! and a narrow band of territory extending to the sea. 
And if such were the case would not the marriage of Benedetta 
and Prada become, so to say, a symbol of union, of national 
reconciliation? That lovely girl, the pure lily of the black 
world, was she not the acquiescent sacrifice, the pledge granted 
to the whites? 

For a fortnight nothing else was talked of; people dis- 
cussed the question, allowed their emotion rein, indulged in 
all sorts of hopes. The girl, for her part, did not enter into 
the political reasons, but simply listened to‘her heart, which she 
could not bestow since it was hersno more. From morn till 
night, however, she had to encounter her mother’s prayers 
entreating her not to refuse the fortune, the life which offered. 
And she was particularly exercised by the counsels of her con- 
fessor, good Abbé Pisoni, whose patriotic zeal now burst forth. 
He weighed upon her with all his faith in the Christian desti- 
nies of Italy, and returned heartfelt thanks to Providence for 
having chosen one of his penitents as the instrument for 
hastening the reconciliation which would work God’s triumph 
throughout the world. And her confessor’s influence was 

-certainly one of the decisive factors in shaping Benedetta’s 
decision, for she was very pious, very devout, especially with 
regard to a certain Madonna whose image she went to adore 
every Sunday at the little church on the Piazza Farnese. 
One circumstance in particular struck her: Abbé Pisoni 
related that the flame of the lamp before the image in question 
whitened each time that he himself lmelt there to beg the 


1 The Vatican suburb of Rome, called the Civitas Leonina, because 
Leo IV, to protect it from the Saracens and Arabs, enclosed it with walls 
in the 9th century.— Trans. 
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Virgin to incline his penitent to the all-redeeming merriago. 
And thus superior forces intervened ; and she yielded in obe- 
dience to her mother, whom the Cardinal and Donna Serafina 
had at first opposed, but whom they left free to act when the 
religious question arose. 
‘ Benedetta, had grown up in such absolute purity and 
ignorance, knowing nothing of herself, so shut off from 
existence, that marriage with another than Dario was to her 
simply the rupture of a long-kept promise of life in common. 
It was not the violent wrenching of heart and flesh that it 
would have been in the case of a woman who knew the facts 
of life. She wept a good deal, and then in a day of self-sur- 
render she married Prada, lacking the strength to continue 
resisting everybody, and yielding to a union which all Rome 
had conspired to bring about. 
it the clap of thunder came on the very night of the 

nuptials. Was it that Prada, the Piedmontese, the Italian of 
the North, the man of conquest, displayed towards his bride 
the same brutality that he had shown towards the city he 
had sacked? Or was it that the revelation of married life 
filled Bénedetta with repulsion since nothing in her own heart 
responded to the passion of this man? On that point she 
never clearly explained herself; but with violence she shut 
the door of her room, locked it and bolted it, and refused to 
admit her husband. For a month Prada was maddened by 
her scorn. He felt outraged ; both his pride and his passion 
bled ; and he swore to master her, even as one masters a colt, 
with the whip. But all his virile fury was impotent against 
the indomitable determination which had sprung up one 
evening behind Benedetta’s small and lovely brow. ‘The spirit 
of the Boccaneras had awoke within her; nothing in the world, 
not even the fear of death, would have induced her to become 
her husband’s wife! And then, love being at last revealed 
to her, there came a return of her heart to Dario, a conviction 
that she must reserve herself for him alone, since it was ta 
him that she had promised herself. 

Ever since that marriage, which he had borne like a 
bereavement, the young man had been travelling in France. 


* Many readers will doubtless remember that the situation as here 
described is somewhat akin to that of the earlier part of M. George 
Ohnet’s Ironmaster, which, in its form as a novel, I translated into English 
many years ago. However, all resemblance between Rome and the Zron- 
master is confined to this one point.—Trans. 
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She did not hide the truth from him, but wrote to him, again 
vowing that she would never be another’s. And meantime, 
her piety increased, her resolve to reserve herself for the lover 
she had chosen mingled in her mind with constancy of 
religious faith. The ardent heart of a great amorosa had 
ignited within her, she was ready for martyrdom for faith’s 
sake. And when her despairing mother with clasped hands 
entreated her to resign herself to her conjugal duties, she 
replied that she owed no duties, since she had known nothing 
when she married. Moreover, the times were changing ; the 
attempts to reconcile the Quirinal and the Vatican had failed, 
so completely, indeed, that the newspapers of the rival parties 
had, with renewed violence, resumed their campaign of mutual 
ingult and outrage; and thus that triumphal marriage, to 
which everyone had contributed as to a pledge of peace, 
crumbled amid the general smash-up, became but a ruin the 
more added to so many others. . 

Ernesta died of it. She had made a mistake. Her spoilt 
life—the life of a joyless wife—had culminated in this supreme 
maternal error. And the worst was that she alone had to 
bear all the responsibility of the disaster, for both her brother, 
the Cardinal, and her sister, Donna Serafina, overwhelmed 
her with reproaches. For consolation she had but the despair 
of Abbé Pisoni, whose patriotic hopes had been destroyed, and 
who was consumed with grief at having contributed to such a 
catastrophe. And one morning Ernesta was found, icy white 
and cold, in her bed. Folks talked of the rupture of a blood- 
vessel, but grief had been sufficient, for she had suffered 
frightfully, secretly, without a plaint, as indeed she had 
suffered all her life long. 

At this time Benedetta had been married about a twelve- 
month: still strong in her resistance to her husband, but 
remaining under the conjugal roof in order to spare her 
mother the terrible blow of a public scandal. However, her 
aunt Serafina had brought influence to bear on her, by opening 
to her the hope of a possible nullification of her marriage, 
should she throw herself at the feet of the Holy Father and 
entreat his intervention. And Serafina ended by persuading 
her of this, when, deferring to certain advice, she removed her 
from the spiritual control of Abbé Pisoni, and gave her the 
same confessor as herself. This was a Jesuit father named 
Lorenza, a man scarce five and thirty, with bright eyes, 
grave and amiable manners, and great persuasive powers. 
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However, it was only on the morrow of her mother’s death 
that Benedetta made up her mind, and returned to the 
Palazzo Boccanera, to occupy the apartments where she had 
been born, and where her mother had just passed away. 

Immediately afterwards proceedings for annulling the 
marriage were instituted, in the first instance, for inquiry, 
before the Cardinal Vicar charged with the diocese of Rome. 
It was related that the Contessina had only taken this step 
after a secret audience with his Holiness, who had shown her 
the most encouraging sympathy. Count Prada at first spoke 
of applying to the law courts to compel his wife to return to 
the conjugal domicile; but, yielding to the entreaties of his 
old father Orlando, whom the affair greatly grieved, he even- 
tually consented to accept the ecclesiastical jurisdiction. He 
was infuriated, however, to find that the nullification of the 
marriage was solicited on the ground of its non-consummation 
through impotentia mariti; this being one of the most valid 
and decisive pleas on which the Church of Rome consents to 
part those whom she has joined. And far more unhappy 
marriages than might be imagined are severed on these grounds, 
though the world only gives attention to those cases m which 
people of title or renown are concerned, as it did, for instance, 
with the famous Martinez Campos suit. 

In Benedetta’s case, her counsel, Consistorial-Advocate 
Morano, one of the leading authorities of the Roman bar, sim- 
ply neglected to mention, in his memoir, that if she was still 
merely a wife in name, this was entirely due to herself. In 
addition to the evidence of friends and servants, showing on 
what terms the husband and wife had lived since their mar- 
riage, the advocate produced a certificate of a medical charac- 
ter, showing that the non-consummation of the union was 
certain. And the Cardinal Vicar, acting as Bishop of Rome, 
had thereupon remitted the case to the Congregation of the 
Council. This was a first success for Benedetta, and matters 
remained in this position. She was waiting for the Congrega- 
tion to deliver its final pronouncement, hoping that the eccle- 
siastical dissolution of the marriage would prove an irresistible 
argument in favour of the divorce which she meant to solicit 
of the civil courts. And meantime, in the icy rooms where 
her mother Ernesta, submissive and desolate, had lately died, 
the Contessina resumed her girlish life, showing herself calm, 
et very firm in her passion, having vowed that she would 
elong to none but Dario, and that she would not belong to 
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him until the day when a priest should have joined them 
fogether in God’s holy name. : . 

As it happened, some six months previously, Dario also 
had taken up his abode at the Boccanera palace in conse- 
quence of the death of his father and the catastrophe which 
had ruined him. Prince Onofrio, after adopting Prada’s 
advice and selling the Villa Montefiori to a financial company 
for ten million Uire,! had, instead of prudently keeping his 
money in his pockets, succumbed to the fever of speculation 
which was consuming Rome. He began to gamble, buying 
back his own land, and ending by losing everything in the 
formidable Krach which was swallowing up the wealth of the 
entire city. Totally ruined, somewhat deeply in debt even, 
the Prince nevertheless continued to promenade the Corso, 
like the handsome, smiling, popular man he was, when he 
accidentally met his death through falling from his horse ; and 
four months later his widow, the ever-beautiful Flavia—who 
had managed to save a modern villa and a personal income of 
forty thousand lire ? from the disaster—was re-married to a man 
of magnificent presence, her junior by some ten years. This 
was a Swiss named Jules Laporte, originally a sergeant in the 
Papal Swiss Guard, then a traveller for a shady business in 
‘ relics,’ and finally Marchese Montefiore, having secured that 
title in securing his wife, thanks to a special brief of the Holy 
Father. Thus the Princess Boccanera had again become the 
Marchioness Montefiori. 

It was then that Cardinal Boccanera, feeling greatly hurt, 
insisted on his nephew Dario coming to live with him, in a 
small apartment on the first floor of the palazzo. In the 
heart of that holy man, who seemed dead to the world, there 
still lingered pride of name and lineage, with a feeling of 
affection for his young slightly-built nephew, the last of the 
race, the only one by whom the old stock might blossom 
anew. Moreover, he was not opposed to Dario’s marriage with 
Benedetta, whom he also loved with a paternal affection ; and 
so proud was he of the family honour, and so convinced of the 
young people’s pious rectitude, that, in taking them to live with 
him, he absolutely scorned the abominable rumours which 
Count Prada’s friends in the white world had begun to 
circulate ever since the two cousins had resided under the 
same roof. Donna Serafina guarded Benedetta, like he, the 
Cardinal, guarded Dario, and in the silence and the gloom of 
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the vast deserted mansion, ensanguined of olden time by so 
many tragic deeds of violence, there now only remained these 
four with their restrained, stilled passions, last survivors of a 
crumbling world upon the threshold of a new one. 

When Abbé Pierre Froment all at once awoke from sleep, 

his-head heavy with painful dreams, he was worried to find 
that the daylight was already waning. His watch, which he 
hastened to consult, pointed to six o’clock. Intending to rest 
for an hour at the utmost, he had slept on for nearly seven 
hours, overcome beyond power of resistance. And even on 
awaking he remained on the bed, helpless, as though he were 
conquered before he had fought. Why, he wondered, did he 
experience this prostration, this unreasonable discouragement, 
this quiver of doubt which had come he knew not whence 
during his sleep, and which was annihilating his youthful enthu- 
siasm of the morning? Had the Boccaneras any connection 
with this sudden weakening of his powers? He had espied 
dim disquieting figures in the black night of his dreams; and 
the anguish which they had brought him continued, and he 
again evoked them, scared as he was at thus awaking in a 
strange room, full of uneasiness in presence of the unknown. 
Things no longer seemed natural: to him. He could not 
understand why Benedetta should have written to Viscount 
Philibert de la Choue to tell him that his, Pierre’s, book had 
been denounced to the Congregation of the Index. What 
“interest too could she have had in his coming to Rome to 
defend himself; and with what object had she carried her 
amiability so far as to desire that he should take up his 
quarters in the mansion ?. Pierre’s stupefaction indeed arose 
from his being there, on that bed in-that strange room, in 
that palace whose deep, death-like silence encompassed him. 
As he lay there, his limbs still overpowered and his brain 
seemingly empty, a flash of light suddenly came to him, and 
he realised that there must be certain circumstances that he 
knew nothing .of—that, simple though things appeared, they 
must really hide some complicated: intrigue. However, it 
was only a fugitive gleam of enlightenment; his suspicions 
faded; and he rose up shaking himself and accusing the 
gloomy twilight of being the sole cause of the shivering and 
the despondency of which he felt ashamed. 

In order to bestir himself, Pierre began to examine the two 
rooms. They were furnished simply, almost meagrely, in 
mehogany, there being scarcely any two articles alike, though 
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all dated from the beginning of the century. Neither the bed 
nor the windows nor the doors had any hangings. On the 
floor of bare tiles, coloured red and polished, there were merely 
some little foot-mats in front of the various seats. And at 
sight of this middle-class bareness and coldness Pierre ended by 
remembering a room where he had slept in childhood—a room 
at Versailles, at the abode of his grandmother, who had kept 
a little grpcer’s shop there in the days of Louis Philippe. 
However ie became interested in an old painting which hung 
in the bedroom, on the wall facing the bed, amidst some 
childish and valueless engravings. But partially discernible 
in the waning light, this painting represented a woman seated 
on some projecting stone work, on the threshold of a great 
stern building, whence she seemed to have been driven forth. 
The folding doors of bronze had for ever closed behind her, 
yet she remained there in a mere drapery of white linen; 
whilst scattered articles of clothing, thrown forth chancewise 
with a violent hand, lay upon the massive granite steps. Her 
feet were bare, her arms were bare, and her hands, distorted 
by bitter agony, were pressed to her face—a face which one 
saw not, veiled as it was by the tawny gold of her rippling, 
streaming hair. What nameless grief, what fearful shame, 
what hateful abandonment was thus being hidden by that 
rejected one, that lingering victim of love, of whose unknown 
story one might for ever dream with tortured heart? It 
could be divined that she was adorably young and beautiful 
in her wretchedness, in the shred of linen draped about her 
shoulders; butmystery enveloped everything else—her passion, 
possibly her misfortune, perhaps even her transgression—un- 
less, indeed, she were there merely as a symbol of all that 
shivers and that weeps visageless before the ever-closed 
portal of the unlmown. For a long time Pierre looked at 
her, and so intently that he at last imagined he could dis- 
tinguish her profile, divine in its purity and expression of 
suffering. But this was only an illusion; the painting had 
greatly suffered, blackened by time and neglect ; and he asked 
himself whose work it might be that it should move him so 
intensely f On the adjoining wall a picture of a Madonna, a 
bad copy of an eighteenth-century painting, irritated him by 
the banality of its smile. 

Night was falling faster and faster, and, opening the sitting- 
room window,.Pierre leant out. On the other bank of the 
Tiber facing him arose the Janiculum, the height whence 
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he had gazed upon Rome that morning. But at this dim 
hour Rome was no longer the city of youth and dream- 
land soaring into the early sunshine. The night was raining 
down, grey and ashen; the horizon was becoming blurred, 
vague, and mournful. Yonder, to the left, beyond the sea of 
roofs, Pierre could still divine the presence of the Palatine; 
and yonder, to the right, there still arose the Dome of St. 
Peter’s, now grey like slate against the leaden sky; whilst 
behind him the Quirinal, which he could not see, must also 
be fading away into the misty night. A few minutes went by, 
and everything became yet more blurred; he realised that 
Rome was fading, departing in its immensity of which he 
lmew nothing. Then his causeless doubt and disquietude 
again came on him so painfully that he could no longer remain 
at the window. He closed it and sat down, letting the dark- 
ness submerge him with its flood of infinite sadness. And 
his despairing reverie only ceased when the door gently 
opened and the glow of a lamp enlivened the room. 

It was Victorine who came in quietly, bringing the 
‘Ah! so you are up, Monsieur l'Abbé; said she; ‘I came in 
at about four o’clock but I let you sleep on. You have done 
quite right to take all the rest you required.’ 

Then, as he complained of pais and shivering, she became 
anxious. ‘Don’t go catching their nasty fevers,’ she said. 
‘Tt isn’t at all healthy near their river, you know. Don 
Vigilio, his Eminence’s secretary, is always having the fever, 
and I assure you that it isn’t pleasant.’ 

She accordingly advised him to remain upstairs and 
liedown again. She would excuse his absence to the Prineess 
and the Contessina. And he ended by letting her do as she 
desired, for he was in no state to have any will of his own. 
By her advice he dined, partaking of some soup, a wing of 
a chicken, and some preserves, which Giacomo, the big 
lackey, brought up to him. And the food did him a great 
deal of good ; he felt so restored that he refused to go to bed, 
desiring, said he, to thank the ladies that very evening for 
their kindly hospitality. As Donna Serafina received on 
Mondays he would present himself before her. 

_ Very good,’ said Victorine approvingly. ‘As you are all 
right again it can do you no harm, it will even enliven you. 
The best thing will be for Don Vigilio to come for you at 
nine o’elock and accompany you. Wait for him here.’ 

Pierre had just washed and put on the new cassock he had 
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brought with him, when, at nine o’elock precisely, he heard 
a discreet knock at his door. A little priest came in, a man 
searcely thirty years of age, but thin and debile of build, with 
a long, seared, saffron-coloured face. For two years past 
attacks of fever, coming on every day at the same hour, had 
been consuming him. Nevertheless, whenever he forgot to 
control the black eyes which lighted his yellow face, they 
shone out ardently with the glow of his fierysoul. He bowed, 
and then in fluent French introduced himself in this simple 
fashion: ‘Don Vigilio, Monsieur l'Abbé, who is entirely at 
your service. If you are willing, we will go down.’ 

Pierre immediately followed him, expressing his thanks, 
and Don Vigilio, relapsing into silence, answered his remarks 
with a smile. Having descended the small staircase, they 
found themselves on the second floor, on the spacious landing 
of the grand staircase. And Pierre was surprised and sad- 
dened by the scanty illumination, which, as in some dingy 
lodging-house, was limited to a few gas-jets, placed far apart, 
their yellow splotches but faintly relieving the deep gloom of 
the lofty, endless corridors. All was gigantic and funereal. 
Even on the landing, where was the entrance to Donna 
Serafina’s apartments, facing those occupied by her niece, 
nothing indicated that a reception was being held that 
evening.. The door remained closed, not a sound came from 
the rooms, a death-like silence arose from the whole palace. 
And Don Vigilio did not even ring, but, after a fresh bow, 
discreetly turned the door-handle. 

A single petroleum lamp, placed on a table, lighted the 
anteroom, a large ‘apartment with bare fresco-painted walls, 
simulating hangings of red and gold, draped regularly all 
around in the antique fashion. A few men’s overcoats and 
two ladies’ mantles lay on the chairs, whilst a pier table was 
littered with hats, and a servant sat there dozing, with his 
back to the wall. 

However, as Don Vigilio stepped aside to allow Pierre to 
enter a first reception room, hung with red brocatelle, a room 
but dimly lighted and which he imagined to be empty, the 
young priest found himself face to face with an apparition in 
black, a woman whose features he could not at first distinguish. 
Fortunately he heard his companion say, with a low bow, 
‘Contessina, I have the honour to present to you Monsieur 
l'Abbé Pierre Froment, who arrived from France this morning.’ 

Then, for a moment, Pierre remained alone with Benedetta 
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in that deserted salone, in the sleepy glimmer of two lace- 
veiled lamps. At present, however, a sound of voices came 
from a room beyond, a larger apartment whose doorway, with 
folding doors thrown wide open, described a parallelogram of 
brighter light. 

The young woman at once showed herself very affable, 
with perfect simplicity of manner: ‘Ah! I am happy to see 
you, Monsieur l’Abbé. I was afraid that your indisposition 
might be serious. You are quite recovered now, are you 
not?’ 

.. Pierre listened to her, fascinated by her slow and rather 
thick voice, in which restrained passion seemed to mingle 
with much prudent good sense. And at last he saw her, with 
her hair so heavy and so dark, her skin so white, the white- 
ness of ivory. She had a round face, with somewhat full lips, 
a small refined nose, features as delicate as a child’s, But it 
was especially her eyes that lived, immense eyes, whose infinite 
depths none could fathom. Was she slumbering? Was she 
dreaming ? Did her motionless face conceal the ardent ten- 
sion of a great saint and a great amorosa? So white, 80 
young, and so calm, her every movement was harmonious, 
her appearance at once very staid, very noble, and very rhyth- 
mical, In her ears she wore two large pearls of matchless 
purity, pearls which had come from a-famous necklace of her 
mother’s, known thoughout Rome. | 

Pierre apologised and thanked her. ‘You see me in con- 
fusion, madame,’ said he; ‘I should have liked to express to 
you this morning my gratitude for your great kindness.’ 

He had hesitated to call her madame, remembering the 
plea brought forward in the suit for the dissolution of her 
marriage. But plainly enough everybody must call her. 
madame. Moreover, her face had retained its calm and 
kindly expression. 7 

‘Consider yourself at home here, Monsieur l’Abbé,’ she 
responded, wishing to put him at his ease. ‘It is sufficient 
that our relative, Monsieur de la Choue, should be fond of you, 
and take interest in your work. I have, you know, much 
affection for him.’ Then her voice faltered slightly, for she 
realised that she ought to speak of the book, the one reason 
of Pierre’s journey and her proffered hospitality. ‘Yes,’ she 
added, ‘ the Viscount sent me your book. I read it and found 
it very beautiful. It disturbed me. But I am only an 
_ ignoramus, and certainly failed to understand everything in it, 
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We must talk it over together; you will explain your ideas to 
me, won't you, Monsieur l'Abbé?” _ : 

In her large clear eyes, which did not know how to lie, 
Pierre then read the surprise and emotion of a child’s soul 
when confronted by disquieting and undreamt-of problems. So 
it was not she who had become impassioned and had desired 
to have him near her that she might sustain him and assist 
his victory. Once again, and this time very keenly, he 
suspected a secret influence, a hidden hand which was direct- 
ing everything towards some unknown goal. However, he 
was charmed by so much simplicity and frankness in so 
beautiful, young, and noble a creature; and he gave himself 
to her after the exchange of those few words, and was about 
to tell her that she might absolutely dispose of him, when 
he was interrupted by the advent of another woman, whose 
tall, slight figure, also clad in black, stood out strongly 
against the luminous background of the further reception 
room as seen through the open doorway. : 

‘ Well, Benedetta, have you sent Giacomo up to see ?’ asked 
the newcomer. ‘Don Vigilio has just come down and he is 
quite alone. It is improper.’ 

‘No, no, aunt. Monsieur l'Abbé is here,’ was the reply of 
Benedetta, hastening to introduce the young priest. ‘ Mon- 
sieur l'Abbé Pierre Froment—The Princess Boccanera.” 

Ceremonious salutations were exchanged. The Princess 
must have been nearly sixty, but she laced herself so tightly 
that from behind one might have taken her for a young 
woman. This tight lacing, however, was her last coquetry. 
Her hair, though still plentiful, was quite white, her eyebrows 
alone remaining black in her long, wrinkled face, from which 
projected the large obstinate nose of the family. She had 
never been beautiful, and had remained a spinster, wounded 
to the heart by the selection of Count Brandini, who had 
preferred her younger sister, Ernesta. From that moment 
she had resolved to seek consolation and satisfaction in family 
pride alone, the hereditary pride of the great name which she 
bore. The Boccaneras had already supplied two Popes to the 
Church, and she hoped that before she died her brother 
would become the third. She had transformed herself into 
his housekeeper, as it were, remaining with him, watchin 
over him, and advising him, managing all the howgahioll 
affairs herself, and accomplishing miracles in order to conceal 
the slow ruin which was bringing the ceilings about their 
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heads. If every Monday for thirty years past she had con- 
tinued receiving a few intimates, all of them folks of the 
Vatican, it was from high political considerations, so that her 
drawing-room might remain a meeting place of the black 
world, a power and a threat. 

And Pierre divined by her greeting that she deemed him 
of little account, petty foreign priest that he was, not even 
a prelate. This too again surprised him, again brought the 
puzzling question to the fore: Why had he been invited, 
what was expected of him in this society from which the 
humble were usually excluded? Knowing the Princess to be 
austerely devout, he at last fancied that she received him solely 
out of regard for her kinsman, the Viscount, for in her turn 
she only found these words of welcome: ‘ We are so pleased 
to receive good news of Monsieur de la Choue! He brought 
us such a beautiful pilgrimage two years ago.’ 

Passing the first through the doorway, she at last ushered 
the young priest into the adjoining reception room. It was 
a spacious square apartment, hung with old yellow brocatelle 
of a flowery Louis XIV pattern. The lofty ceiling was 
adorned with a very fine panelling, carved and coloured, with 
gilded roses in each compartment. The furniture, however, 
was of all sorts. There were some high mirrors, a couple of 
superb gilded pier-tables, and a few handsome seventeenth- 
century armchairs ; but all the rest was wretched. A heavy 
round table of first-empire style, which had come nobody knew 
whence, caught the eye, with a medley of anomalous articles 
picked up at some bazaar, and a quantity of cheap photo- 
graphs littered the costly marble tops of the pier-tables. No 
interesting article of viré was to be seen. The old paintings 
on the walls were with two exceptions feebly executed. There 
was a delightful example of an unknown primitive master, a 
fourteenth-century Visitation, in which the Virgin had the 
stature and pure delicacy of a child of ten, whilst the Arch- 
angel, huge and superb, inundated her with a stream of dazzling, 
-superhuman love ; and in front of this hung an antique family 
portrait, depicting a very beautiful young girl in a turban, 
who was thought to be Cassia Boccanera, the amorosa 
and avengeress who had flung herself into the Tiber with her 
brother Ercole and the corpse of her lover, Flavio Corradini. 
Four lamps threw a broad, peaceful glow over the faded room, 
and, like à melancholy sunset, tinged it with yellow. It looked 
grave and bare, with not even a flower in a vase to brighten it. 
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In a few words Donna Serafina at once introduced Pierre to 
the company ; and in the silence, the pause which ensued in 
the conversation, he felt that every eye was fixed upon him 
as upon a promised and expected curiosity. There were 
altogether some ten persons present, among them being 
Dario, who stood talking with little Princess Celia Buongio- 
vanni, whilst the elderly relative who had brought the latter 
sat whispering to a prelate, Monsignor Nani, in a dim corner. 
Pierre, however, had been particularly struck by the name of 
Consistorial-Advocate Morano, of whose position in the house 
Viscount de la Choue had thought proper to inform him in 
order to avert any unpleasant blunder. For thirty years past 
Morano had been Donna Serafina’s amico. Their connection, 
formerly a guilty one, for the advocate had wife and children 
of his own, had in course of time, since he had been left a 
widower, become one of those Liaisons which tolerant people 
excuse and except. Both parties were extremely devout and 
had certainly assured themselves of all needful ‘indulgences.’ 
And thus Morano was there in the seat which he had always 
taken for a quarter of a century past, a seat beside the chimney- 
piece, though as yet the winter fire had not been lighted, and 
when Donna Serafina had discharged her duties as mistress 
of the house, she returned to her own place in front of him, 
on the other side of the chimney. 

When Pierre in his turn had seated himself near Don 
Vigilio, who, silent and discreet, had already taken a chair, 
Dario resumed in a louder voice the story which he had been 
relating to Celia. Dario was a handsome man, of average 
height, slim and elegant. He wore a full beard, dark and 
carefully tended, and had the long face and pronounced nose 
of the Boccaneras, but the impoverishment of the family 
blood over a course of centuries had attenuated, softened as it 
were, any sharpness or undue prominence of feature. 

‘Oh! a beauty, an astounding beauty!’ he repeated 
emphatically. 

‘ Whose beauty ?’ asked Benedetta, approaching him. 

Celia, who resembled the little Virgin of the primitive 
master hanging above her head, began to laugh. ‘Oh! 
Dario’s speaking of poor girl, a work girl whom he met to- 
day,’ she explained. 

Thereupon Dario had to begin his narrative again It 
appeared that while passing along a narrow street near the 
Piazza Navona, he had perceived a tall, shapely girl of 
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twenty, who was weeping and sobbing violently, prone 
upon a flight of steps. Touched particularly by her beauty, 
he had approached her and learnt that she had been working 
in the house outside which she was, a manufactory of wax 
beads, but that, slack times having come, the workshops had 
closed and she did not dare to return home, so fearful was 
the misery there. finit the downpour of her tears she 
raised such beautiful eyes to his that he ended by drawing 
some money from his pocket. But at this, crimson with 
confusion, she sprang to her feet, hiding her hands in the 
folds of her skirt, and refusing to take anything. She added, 
however, that he might follow her if it so pleased him, and 
give the money to her mother. And then she hurried off 
towards the Ponte St’. Angelo.! 

‘Yes, she was a beauty, a perfect beauty,’ repeated Dario 
with an air of ecstasy: ‘Taller than IJ, and slim though sturdy, 
with the bosom of a goddess. In fact, a real antique, a Venus 
of twenty, her chin rather bold, her mouth and nose of perfect 
form, and her eyes wonderfully pure and large! And she was 
bare-headed too, with nothing but a crown of heavy black hair, 
and a dazzling face, gilded, so to say, by the sun.’ 

They had all begun to listen to him, enraptured, full of 
that passionate admiration for beauty which, in spite of every 
change, Rome still retains in her heart. 

‘Those beautiful girls of the people are becoming very 
rare,’ remarked Morano. ‘You might scour the Trastevere 
without finding any. However, this proves that there is at 
least one of them left.’ 

‘And what was your goddess’s name?’ asked Benedetta, 
smiling, amused and enraptured like the others. 

‘Pierina,’ replied Dario, also with a laugh. 

‘And what did you do with her ?’ : 

At this question the young man’s excited face assumed an 
expression of discomfort and fear, like the face of a child on 
suddenly encountering some ugly creature amidst its play. 

‘Oh! don’t talk of it,’ said he. ‘I ‘felt very sorry after- 
wards. I saw such misery—enough to make one ill.’ 

: Yielding to his curiosity, it seemed, he had followed the 
girl across the Ponte St’. Angelo into the new district which 
was being built over the former castle meadows; ? and there, 

1 Bridge of St. Angelo. 

2 The meadows around the Castle of St. Angelo. The district, now 
covered with buildings, is quite flat, and was formerly greatly subject to 
floods. It is known as the Quartiere dei Prati.—Trans. 
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on the first floor of an abandoned house which was already 
falling into ruins, though the plaster was scarcely dry, he had 
come upon a frightful spectacle which still stirred his heart: 
a whole family, father and mother, children, and an infirm old 
uncle, dying of hunger and rotting in filth! He selected the 
most dignified words he could think of to describe the scene, 
waving his hand the while with a gesture of fright, as if to 
ward off some horrible vision. 

‘ At last,’ he concluded, ‘I ran away, and you may be sure 
that I shan’t go back again.’ . 

A general wagging of heads ensued in the cold, irksome 
silence which fell upon the room. Then Morano summed up 
the matter in a few bitter words, in which he accused the 
despoilers, the men of the Quirinal, of being the sole cause 
of all the frightful misery of Rome. Were not people even 
talking of the approaching nomination of Deputy Sacco as 
Minister of Finances—Sacco, that intriguer who had engaged 
in all sorts of underhand practices? His appointment would 
be the climax of impudence ; bankruptcy would speedily and 
infallibly ensue. 

Meantime Benedetta, who had fixed her eyes on Pierre, 
with his book in her mind, alone murmured : ‘ Poor people, 
how very sad! But why not go back to see them?’ 

Pierre, out of his element and absent-minded during the 
earlier moments, had been deeply stirred by the latter part of 
Dario’s narrative. His thoughts reverted to his apostolate 
amidst the misery of Paris, and his heart was touched with 
compassion at being confronted by the story of such fearful 
sufferings on the very day of his arrival in Rome. Unwit- 
tingly, impulsively, he raised his voice, and said aloud: ‘Oh! 
we will go to see them together, madame; you will take me. 
These questions impassion me so much.’ 

The attention of everybody was then again turned upon the 
young priest. The others questioned him, and he realised that 
they were all anxious about his first impressions, his opinion 
of their city and of themselves. He must not judge Rome by 
mere outward appearances, they said. What effect had the 
city produced on him? How had he found it, and what did 
he think of it? Thereupon he politely apologised for his 
inability to answer them. He had not yet gone out, said he, 
and had seen nothing. But this answer was of no avail ; they 
pressed him all the more keenly, and he fully understood that 
their object was to gain him over to admiration and love. 
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They advised him, adjured him not to yield to any fatal disil- 
lusion, but to persist and wait until Rome should have revealed 
to him her soul. : 

‘How long do you expect to remain among us, Monsieur 
l'Abbé ?’ suddenly inquired a courteous voice with a clear but 
gentle ring. 

It was Monsignor Nani, who, seated in the gloom, thus 
raised his voice for the first time. On several occasions it had 
seemed to Pierre that the prelate’s keen blue eyes were steadily 
fixed upon him, though all the while he pretended to be atten- 
tively listening to the drawling chatter of Celia’s aunt. And 
before replying Pierre glanced at him. In his crimson-edged 
cassock, with à violet silk sash drawn tightly around his waist, 
Nani still looked young, although he was over fifty. His hair 
had remained blond, he had a straight refined nose, a mouth 
als firm yet very delicate of contour, and beautifully white 
teeth, 

‘Why, a fortnight or perhaps three weeks, monsignor,’ 
replied Pierre. : 

But everybody protested. What, three weeks! It was 
his pretension to know Rome in three weeks! Why, six, weeks, 
twelve months, ten years were required! The first impression 
was always a disastrous one, and a long sojourn was needed 
for a visitor to recover from it. 

‘ Three weeks ! ’ repeated Donna Serafina with her disdain- 
ful air. ‘Is it possible for people to study one another and 
get fond of one another in three weeks? Those who come 
back to us are those who have learned to know us.’ _ | 

Instead of launching into exclamations like the others, 
Nani had at first contented himself with smiling, and gently 
waving his shapely hand, which bespoke his aristocratic origin, 
Then, as Pierre modestly explained himself, saying that he had 
come to Rome to attend to certain matters and would leave 
again as soon as those matters should have been concluded, 
the prelate, still smiling, summed up the argument with the 
remark: ‘Oh! Monsieur l'Abbé will stay with us for more 
than three weeks ; we shall have the happiness of his presence 
here for a long time, I hope.’ 

. These words, though spoken with quiet cordiality, strangely 
disturbed the young priest. What was known, what was 
meant? He leant towards Don Vigilio, who had remained 
near him, still and ever silent, and in a whisper inquired: 


‘Who is Monsignor Nani?’ 
F 
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The secretary, however, did notat oncereply. His feverish 
face became yet more livid. Then his ardent eyes glanced 
round to make sure that nobody was watching him, and in 
a breath he responded: ‘He is the Assessor of the Holy 
Office.’! 

This information sufficed, for Pierre was not ignorant of 
the fact that the assessor, who was present in silence at the 
meetings of the Holy Office, waited upon his Holiness every : 
Wednesday evening after the sitting, to render him an account 
of the matters dealt with in the afternoon. This weekly 
audience, this hour spent with the Pope in a privacy which 
allowed of every subject being broached, gave the assessor an 
exceptional position, one of considerable power. Moreover 
the office led to the cardinalate ; the only ‘rise’ that could 
be given to the assessor was his promotion to the Sacred 
College. > : 5 - 

Monsignor Nani, who seemed 50 perfectly frank and amiable, 
continued to look atthe young priest with such an encouraging 
air that the latter felt obliged to go and occupy the seat beside 
him, which Celia’s old aunt at last vacated. After all, was 
there not an omen of victory in meeting, on the very day of 
his arrival, a powerful prelate whose influence would perhaps 
open every door to him? He therefore felt very touched when 
Monsignor Nani, immediately after the first words, inquired in 
a tone of deep interest, ‘And so, my dear child, you have 
published a book ?’ 

After this, gradually mastered by his enthusiasm and for- 
getting where he was, Pierre unbosomed himself, and recounted 
the birth and progress of his burning love amidst the sick and 
the humble, gave voice to his dream of a return to the olden 
Christian community, and triumphed with the rejuvenescence 
of Catholicism, developing into the one religion of the universal 
democracy. Little by little he again raised his voice, and 
silence fell around hin in the stern, antique reception room, 
every one lending ear to his words with increasing surprise, 
with a growing coldness of which he remained unconscious. 

At last Nani gently interrupted him, still wearing his per- 
petual smile, the faint irony of which, however, had departed. 
‘No doubt, no doubt, my dear child,’ he said, ‘it is very 
beautiful, oh ! very beautiful, well worthy of the pure and noble 
oi of a Christian. But what do you count on doing 
now 

1 Otherwise the Inquisition, 
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“I shall go straight to the Holy Father to defend myself,’ 
snswered Pierre. 

A light, restrained laugh went round, and Donna Serafina 
expressed the general opinion by exclaiming : ‘The Holy 
Father isn’t seen as easily as that.’ 

Pierre, however, was quite impassioned. ‘Well, for my part, 

he rejoined, ‘I hope I shall see him, Have I not expressed 
his views ? Have I not defended his policy? Can he let my 
book be condemned when I believe that I have taken i inspira- 
tion from all that is best in him?’ 
_ ‘No doubt, no doubt,’ Nani again hastily replied, as if he 
feared that the others might be too brusque with the young 
enthusiast. ‘The Holy Father has such a lofty mind. And 
of course it would be necessary to see him. Only, my dear 
child, you must not excite yourself so much; reflect a little; 
take your time.’ And, turning to Benedetta, he added, ‘ Of 
course his Eminence has not seen Abbé Frément yet. It would 
be well, however, that he should receive him to-morrow morn- 
ing to guide him with his wise counsel.’ 

“Cardinal Boccanera never attended his sister’s Monday- 
evening receptions. Still, he was always there in the spirit, 
like some absent sovereign master. 

“To tell the truth,’ ‘replied the Contessina, hesitating, ‘I 
fear that my uncle does not share Monsieur l’Abbé’s views.’ 

Nani again smiled, ‘Exactly ; he will tell him things which 
it is good he should hear.’ 

“Thereupon it was at once settled with Don Vigilio that the 
latter would put down the young priest's name for an audience 
on the following morning at ten o’clock. 

_ However, at that moment a cardinal came in, clad in 
town costume—his sash and his stockings red, but his simar 
black, with a red edging and red buttons, It was Cardinal 
Sarno, a very old intimate of the Boccaneras; and whilst he 
apologised for arriving so late, through press of work, the 
company became silent and defer entially clustered round ‘him, 
This was the first cardinal Pierre had seen, and he felt greatly 
disappointed, ‘for the newcomer had none of the majesty, none 
cf the fine port and presence to which he had looked forward. 
On the contrary, he was short and somewhat deformed, with 
the left shoulder higher than the right, and a worn, ashen 
face with lifeless eyes. To Pierre he looked like some old 
clerk of seventy, half stupefied by fifty years of office work, 


dulled and bent by incessantly leaning over his writing “desk 
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ever since his youth. And indeed that was Sarno’s story. 
The puny child of a petty middle-class family, he had been 
educated at the Seminario Romano. Then later he had for 
ten years professed Canon Law at that same seminary, after- 
wards becoming one of the secretaries of the Congregation for 
the Propagation of the Faith. Finally, five-and-twenty years 
ago, he had been created a cardinal, and the jubilee of his 
cardinalate had recently been celebrated. Born in Rome, he 
had always lived there ; he was the perfect type of the prelate : 
who, through growing up in the shade of the Vatican, has 
become one of the masters of the world. Although he had 
never occupied any diplomatic post, he had rendered such 
important services to the Propaganda, by his methodical habits 
of work, that he had become president of one of the two com- 
missions which furthered the interests of the Church in those 
vast countries of the west which are not yet Catholic. And 
thus, in the depths of his dim eyes, behind his low, dull-look- 
ing brow, the huge map of Christendom was stored away. 
Nani himself had risen, full of covert respect for the un- 
obtrusive but terrible man whose hand was everywhere, even 
in the most distant corners of the earth, although he had never 
left his office. As Nani knew, despite his apparent nullity, 
Sarno, with his slow, methodical, ably organised work of con- 
quest, possessed sufficient power to set empires in confusion. 
‘Has your Eminence recovered from that cold which dis- 
tressed us so much ?’ asked Nani. 
‘No, no, I still cough. There isa most malignant passage 
at the offices. I feel as cold as ice as soon as I leave my room.’ 
From that moment Pierre felt quite little, virtually lost. 
He was not even introduced to the Cardinal. And yet he had 
to remain in the room for nearly another hour, looking around 
and observing. That antiquated world then seemed to him 
puerile, as though it had lapsed into a mournful second child- 
hood. Under all the apparent haughtiness and proud reserve 
he could divine real timidity, unacknowledged distrust, born 
of great ignorance. If the conversation did not become 
general, it was because nobody dared to speak out frankly ; 
and what he heard in the corners was simply so much childish 
chatter, the petty gossip of the week, the trivial echoes of 
sacristies and drawing-rooms. People saw but little of one 
another, and the slightest incidents assumed huge propor- 
tions. At last Pierre ended by feeling as though he were 
transported into some salon of the time of Charles X, in one of 
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the episcopal cities of the French provinces. Norefreshments 
were served. Celia’s old aunt secured possession of Cardinal 
Sarno; but, instead of replying to her, he simply wagged his 
head from time to time. Don Vigilio had not opened his 
mouth the whole evening. However, a conversation in a very 
low tone was started by Nani and Morano, to whom Donna 
Serafina listened, leaning forward and expressing her 
approval by slowly nodding her head. They were doubtless 
speaking of the dissolution of Benedetta’s marriage, for they 
glanced at the young woman gravely from time totime. And 
in the centre of the spacious room, in the sleepy glow of the 
lamps, there were only the young people, Benedetta, Dario, 
and Celia, who seemed to be at all alive, chattering in under- 
tones and occasionally repressing a burst of laughter. 

‘All at once Pierre was struck by the great resemblance 
between Benedetta and the portrait of Cassia hanging on the 
wall. Hach displayed the same delicate youth, the same 
passionate mouth, the same large, unfathomable eyes, set in 
the same round, sensible, healthy-looking face. In each 
there was certainly the same upright soul, the same heart of 
flame. Then a recollection came to Pierre, that of a painting 
by Guido Reni, the adorable, candid head of Beatrice Cenci, 
which, at that moment and to his thinking, the portrait of 
Cassia closely resembled. This resemblance stirred him and 
he glanced at Benedetta with anxious sympathy, as if all the 
fierce fatality of race and country were about to fall on her. 
But no, it eguld not be; she looked so calm, so resolute, and 
so patient i Besies, ever since he had entered that room he 
had noticed none other than signs of gay fraternal tenderness 
between her and Dario, especially on her side, for her face 
ever retained the bright serenity of a love which may be 
openly confessed. Atone moment, it is true, Dario in a joking 
way had caught hold of her hands and pressed them ; but while 
he began to laugh rather nervously, with a brighter gleam 
darting from his eyes, she on her side, all composure, slowly 
freed her hands, as though theirs was but the play of old and 
affectionate friends. She loved him, though, it was visible, 
with her whole being and for her whole life. 

At last when Dario, after stifling a slight yawn and glan- 
cing at his watch, had slipped off to join some friends who 
were playing cards at a lady’s house, Benedetta and Celia sat 
down together on a sofa near Pierre; and the latter, without 
wishing to listen, overheard a few words of their confidential 
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chat. ‘The little Princess was the eldest daughter of Prince 
Matteo Buongiovanni, who was already the father of five 
children by an English wife, a Mortimer, to whom he was 
indebted for a dowry of two hundred thousand pounds, In- 
deed, the Buongiovannis were known as one of the few 
patrician families of Rome that were still rich, still erect 
among the ruins of the past, now crumbling on every side. 
They also numbered two popes among their forerunners, yet 
this had not prevented Prince Matteo from lending support 
to the Quirinal without quarrelling with the Vatican. Son of an 
American woman, no longer having the pure Roman blood in hig 
yeins; he was a more supple politician than other aristocrats, 
‘and was also, folks said, extremely grasping, struggling to be 
one of the last to retain the wealth and power of olden times, 
which he realised were condemned to death. Yet it was in his 
family, renowned for its superb pride and its continued magni- 
ficence, that a love romance had lately taken birth, a romance 
which was the subject of endless gossip : Celia had suddenly 
fallen in love with a young lieutenant to whom she had never 
#poken ; her love was reciprocated, and the passionate attach- 
ment of the officer and the girl only found vent in the glances 
they exchanged on meeting each day during the usual drive 
through the Corso. Nevertheless Celia displayed a tenacious 
will, and after declaring to her father that she would never 
take any other husband, she was waiting, firm and resolute, 
in the certainty that she would ultimately secure the man of 
her choice. The worst of the affair was that the lieutenant, 
Attilio Sacco, happened to be the son of Deputy Sacco, a 
parvenu whom the black world looked down upon, as upon 
one sold to the Quirinal and ready to undertake the very 
dirtiest jobs. | 

‘It was for me that Morano spoke just now,’ Celia mur- 
mured in Benedetta’s ear. ‘Yes, yes, when he spoke so 
harshly of Attilio's father and that ministerial appointment 
pales people are talking about. He wanted to give me a 
esson.” 

The two girls had sworn eternal affection in their school- 
days, and Benedetta, the elder by five years, showed herself 
maternal, ‘And so,’ she said, ‘you’ve not become a whit 
more reasonable. You still think of that young man ?' 

‘What! are you going to grieve me too, dear ?’ replied 
Celia. ‘I love Attilio and mean to have him. Yes, him and 
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not another! I want him and I'll have him, because I love 
him and he loves me. It’s simple enough.’ ; 

Pierre glanced at her thunderstruck.. With her gentle 
virgin face she was like a candid, budding lily. A brow and 
a nose of blossom-like purity ; a mouth all innocence with its 
lips closing over pearly teeth, and eyes like spring water, 
clear .and fathomless. And not a quiver passed over her 
cheeks of satiny freshness, no sign, however faint, of anxiety 
or inquisitiveness appeared in her candid glance. Did she 
think? Did she know? Who could have answered? She 
Was virginity personified with all its redoubtable mystery. 

‘Ah! my dear,’ resumed Benedetta, ‘don’t begin my sad 
story over again. One doesn’t succeed in marrying the Pope 
‘and the King.’ i — 

All tranquillity, Celia responded: ‘But you didn’t love 
> whereas I love Attilio. Life lies in that: one must 
ove.” 

These words, spoken so naturally by that ignorant child, 
disturbed Pierre to such a point that he felt tears rising to 
his eyes. Love! yes, therein lay the solution of every quarrel, 
the alliance between the nations, the reign of peace and joy 
throughout the world! However, Donna Serafina had now 
risen, shrewdly suspecting the nature of the conversation which 
was impassioning the two girls... And she gave Don Vigilio.a 
glance, which the latter understood, for he came to tell Pierre 
in an undertone that it was time to retire. Eleven o’clock was 
striking, and Celia went off with her aunt. . Advocate Morano, 
however, doubtless desired to retain Cardinal Sarno and Nani 
for a few moments in order that they might privately discuss 
some difficulty which had arisen in the divorce proceedings. 
On reaching the outer reception room, Benedetta, after kissing 
Celia on both cheeks, took leave of Pierre with much good 
grace, rip, 

‘In answering the Viscount to-morrow morning,’ said she, 
‘T shall tell him how happy we are to have you with us, and 
for longer than you think. Don’t forget to come down at ten 
o'clock to see my uncle, the Cardinal.’ 

Having climbed to the third floor again, Pierre and Don 
Vigilio, each carrying a candlestick which the servant had 
handed to them, were about to part for the night, when the 
former could not refrain from asking the secretary a question 
which had been worrying him for hours: ‘Is Monsignor Nani 
a very influential personage?’ : 
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Don Vigilio again became quite scared, and simply replied 
by a gesture, opening his arms as if to embrace the world. 
Then his eyes flashed, and in his turn he seemed to yield to 
‘inquisitiveness. ‘You already knew him, didn't you?’ he 
inquired. 

‘I? not at all!’ 

‘Really! Well, he knows you very well. Last Monday 
I heard him speak of you in such precise terms that he seemed 
to be acquainted with the slightest particulars of your career 
and your character.’ 

‘Why, I never even heard his name before.’ 

‘Then he must have procured information.’ ; 

Thereupon Don Vigilio bowed and entered his room; 
whilst Pierre, surprised to find his door open, saw Victorine 
come out with her calm active air. 

* Ah! Monsieur l'Abbé, I wanted to make sure that you 
had everything you were likely to want. There are candles, 
water, sugar, and matches. And what do you take in the 
morning, please? Coffee? No, a cup of milk with a roll. 
Very good; at eight o’clock, eh? And now rest and sleep 
well. Iwas awfully afraid of ghosts during the first nights 
I spent in this old palace! But I never saw a trace of one. 
The fact is, when people are dead, they are too well pleased, 
and don’t want to break their rest!’ 

Then off she went, and Pierre at last found himself alone, 
glad to be able to shake off the strain imposed on him, to free 
himself from the discomfort which he had felt in that recep- 
tion room, among those people who in his mind still mingled 
and vanished like shadows in the sleepy glow of the lamps. 
Ghosts, thought he, are the old dead ones of long ago whose 
distressed spirits return to love and suffer in the breasts of the 
living of to-day. And, despite his long afternoon rest, he had 
never felt so weary, so desirous of slumber, confused and foggy 
as was his mind, full of the fear that he had hitherto not 
understood things aright. When he began to undress, his 
astonishment at being in that room returned tohim with such 
intensity that he almost fancied himself another person. 
What did all those people think of his book? Why had he 
been brought to this cold dwelling whose hostility he could 
divine? Was it for the purpose of helping him or conquering 
him? And again in the yellow glimmer, the dismal sunset 
of the drawing-room, he perceived Donna Serafina and Advo- 
cate Morano on either side of the chimney-piece, whilst behind 
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the calin yet passionate visage of Benedetta appeared the 
smiling face of Monsignor Nani, with cunning eyes and lips 
bespeaking indomitable energy. | 

He went to bed, but soon got up again, stifling, feeling 
such a need of fresh, free air that he opened the window wide 
in order to lean out. But the night was black as ink, the 
darkness had submerged the horizon. A mist must have 
hidden the stars in the firmament; the vault above seemed 
opaque and heavy like lead; and yonder in front the houses 
of the Trastevere had long since been asleep. Not one of all 
their windows glittered; there was but a single gas-light 
shining, all alone and far away, like a lost spark. In vain did 
Pierre seek the Janiculum. In the depths of that ocean of 
nihility all sunk and vanished, Rome’s four and twenty cen- 
turies, the ancient Palatine and the modern Quirinal, even 
the giant dome of St. Peter's, blotted out from the sky by the 
flood of gloom. And below him he could not see, he could 
not even hear the Tiber, the dead river flowing past the dead 
city. 


III 


AT a quarter to ten o’elock on the following morning Pierre 
came down to the first floor of the mansion for his audience 
with Cardinal Boccanera. He had awoke free of all fatigue 
and again full of courage and candid enthusiasm; nothing 
remaining of his strange despondeney of the previous night, 
the doubts and suspicions which had then come over him. The 
morning was so fine, the sky so pure and sc bright, that his 
heart once more palpitated with hope. — 

’ On the landing he found the folding doors of the first 
anteroom wide open. While closing the gala saloons which 
overlooked the street, and which were rotting with old age and 
neglect, the Cardinal still used the reception rooms of one of 
his grand-uncles, who in the eighteenth century had risen to 
the same ecclesiastical dignity as himself. There was a suite 
of four immense rooms, each sixteen feet high, with windows 
facing the lane which sloped down towards the Tiber ; and the 
sun never entered them, shut off as it was by the black houses 
across the lane. Thus the installation,in point of space, was 
in keeping with the display and pomp of the old-time princely 
dignitaries of the Church. But no repairs were ever made, 
no care was taken of anything, the hangings were frayed and 
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ragged, and dust preyed on the furniture, amidst an unconcern 
which seemed to betoken some proud resolve to stay the course 
of time. 

Pierre experienced a slight shock as he entered the first 
room, the servants’ antechamber. Formerly two pontifical 
gente d’armi in full uniform had always stood there amidst a 
stream of lackeys; and the single servant now on duty seemed 
by his phantom-like appearance to increase the melancholiness 
of the vast and gloomy hall. One was particularly struck by 
an altar facing the windows, an altar with red drapery sur- 
mounted bya baldacchino with red hangings, on which appeared 
the escutcheon of the Boccaneras, the winged dragon spitting 
flames with the device, Bocca nera, Alma rossa. And the 
grand-uncle’s red hat, the old huge ceremonial hat, was also 
there, with the two cushions of red silk, and the two antique 
parasols which were taken in the coach each time his Eminence 
went out. And in the deep silence it seemed as if one could 
almost hear the faint noise of the termites preying for a 
century past upon all this dead splendour, which would have 
fallen into dust at the slightest touch of a feather broom. 

The second anteroom, that was formerly occupied by the 
secretary, was also empty, and it was only in the third one, 
the anticamera nobile, that Pierre found Don Vigilio. With 
his retinue reduced to what was strictly necessary, the Cardinal 
had preferred to have his secretary near him—at the door, so to 
say, of the old throne-room, where he gave audience. And 
Don Vigilio, so thin and yellow, and quivering with fever, sat 
there like one lost, at a small, common, black table covered 
with papers. Raising his head from among a batch of docu- 
ments, he recognised Pierre, and in a low voice, a faint 
murmur amidst the silence, he said, ‘His Eminence is 
engaged. Please wait.’ 

Then he again turned to his reading, doubtless to escape 
all attempts at conversation. 

Not daring to sit down, Pierre examined the apartment. 
It looked perhaps yet more dilapidated than the others, with 
its hangings of green damask worn by age and resembling the 
faded moss on ancient trees. The ceiling, however, had 
remained superb. Within a frieze of gilded and coloured orna- 
ments was a fresco representing the Triumph of Amphitrite, 
the work of one of Raffaelle’s pupils. And, according to antique 
usage, it was here that the berretta, the red cap, was placed, 
on 2 credence, below a large crucifix of ivory and ebony, 
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As Pierre grew used to the half-light, however, his atien- 
tion was more particularly attracted by a recently painted 
full-length portrait of the Cardinal in ceremonial costume— 
cassock of red moire, rochet of lace, and cappa thrown like a 
royal mantle over his shoulders. In these vestments of the 
Church the tall old man of seventy retained the proud bearing 
of a prince, clean shaven, but still boasting an abundance of 
white hair which streamed in curls over his shoulders, He 
had the commanding visage of the Boccaneras, a large nose 
and a large thin-lipped mouth in a long face intersected by 
broad lines; and the eyes which lighted his pale countenance 
were indeed the eyes of his race, very dark, yet sparkling with 
ardent life under bushy brows which had remained quite black. 
With laurels about his head hewould have resembled a Roman 
emperor, very handsome and master of the world, as though 
indeed the blood of Augustus pulsated in his veins. __ : 

Pierre knew his story which this portrait recalled. ÆEdu- 
cated at the College of the Nobles, Pio Boccanera had but 
once absented himself from Rome, and that when very young, 
hardly a deacon, but nevertheless appointed ablegate to convey 
a berretia to Paris. On his return his ecclesiastical career had 
continued in sovereign fashion. Honours had fallen on him 
naturally, as by right of birth. Ordained by Pius IX him- 
self, afterwards becoming a Canon of the Vatican Basilica, 
and Cameriere segreto, he had risen to the post of Majordomo 
about the time of the Italian occupation, and in 1874 had been 
created a Cardinal. For the last four years, moreover, he had 
been Papal Chamberlain (Camerlingo), and folks whispered 
that Leo XIII had appointed him to that post, even as 
he himself had been appointed to it by Pius IX, in order 
to lessen his chance of succeeding to the pontifical throne ; for 
although the conclave in choosing Leo had set aside the old 
tradition.that the Camerlingo was ineligible for the papacy, it 
as not probable that it would again dare to infringe that rule, 
Moreover, people asserted that, even as had been the case in 
the reign of Pius, there was a secret warfare between the.Pope 
and his Camerlingo, the latter remaining on one side, con- 
demning the policy of the Holy See, holding radically different 
opinions on all things, and silently waiting for the death of 
Leo, which would place power in his hands with the duty of 
summoning the conclave, and provisionally watching over the 
affairs and interests of the Church until a new Pope should 
be elected. Behind Cardinal Pio’s broad, stern brow, how- 
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ever, in the glow of his dark eyes, might there not also be the 
ambition of actually rising to the papacy, of repeating the 
career of Gioachino Pecci, Camerlingo and then Pope, all 
tradition notwithstanding ? With the pride of a Roman prince 
Pio knew but Rome ; he almost gloried in being totally ignorant 
of the modern world ; and verily he showed himself very pious, 
austerely religious, with a full firm faith into which the faintest 
doubt could never enter. ie 

But a whisper drew Pierre from his reflections. Don 
Vigilio, in his prudent way, invited him to sit down: ‘You 
may have to wait some time: take a stool.’ . 

Then he began to cover a large sheet of yellowish paper 
with fine writing, while Pierre seated himself on one of the 
stools ranged alongside the wall in front of the portrait. 
And again the young man fell into a reverie, picturing in his 
mind a renewal of all the princely pomp of the old-time 
cardinals in that antique room. To begin with, as soon as 
nominated, a cardinal gave public festivities, which were some- 
times very splendid. During three days the reception rooms 
remained wide open, all could enter, and from room to room 
ushers repeated the names of those who came—patricians, 
people of the middle class, poor folks, all Rome indeed, whom 
the new cardinal received with sovereign kindliness, as a king 
might receive his subjects. Then there was quite a princely 
retinue; some cardinals carried five hundred people about 
with them, had no fewer than sixteen distinct offices in their 
households, lived, in fact, amidst a perfect court. Even when 
life subsequently became simplified, a cardinal, if he were a 
prince, still had a right to a gala train of four coaches drawn 
by black horses. Four servants preceded him in liveries, 
emblazoned with his arms, and carried his hat, cushion, and 
parasols. He was also attended by a secretary in a mantle 
of violet silk, à train-bearer in a gown of violet woollen stuff, 
and a gentleman in waiting, wearing an Elizabethan style of 
costume, and bearing the berretta with gloved hands. Although 
the household had then become smaller, it still comprised 
an auditore specially charged with the congregational work, 
a secretary employed exclusively for correspondence, a chief 
usher who introduced visitors, a gentleman in attendance for 
the carrying of the berretta, a train-bearer, a chaplain, a 
majordomo and a valet de chambre, to say nothing of a flock 
of underlings, lackeys, cooks, coachmen, grooms, quite a 
population, which filled the vast mansions with bustle. And 
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with these attendants Pierre mentally sought to fill the three 
spacious anterooms now s0 deserted; the stream of lackeys 
in blue liveries broidered with emblazonry, the world of abbés 
and prelates in silk mantles appeared before him, again setting 
magnificent and passionate life under the lofty ceilings, illu- 
mining all the semi-gloom with resuscitated splendour. 

But nowadays—particularly since the Italian occupation of 
Rome—nearly all the great fortunes of the Roman princes 
have been exhausted, and the pomp of the great dignitaries 
of the Church has disappeared. The ruined patricians have 
kept aloof from badly remunerated ecclesiastical offices to which 
little renown attaches, and have left them to the ambition of 
the petty bourgeoisie. Cardinal Boccanera, the last prince of 
ancient nobility invested with the purple, received scarcely 
more than 80,000 lire! a year to enable him to sustain his 
rank, that is 22,000 lire,? the salary of his post as Camerlingo, 
and various small sums derived from other functions. And 
he would never have made both ends meet had not Donna 
Serafina helped him with the remnants of the former family 
fortune which he had long previously surrendered to his sisters 
and his brother. Donna Serafina and Benedetta lived apart, 
in their own rooms, having their own table, servants and per- 
sonal expenses. The Cardinal only had hisnephew Dario with 
him, and he never gave adinner or held a publie reception. 
His greatest source of expense was his carriage, the heavy pair- 
horse coach, which ceremonial usage compelled him to retain, 
for a cardinal cannot go on foot through the streets of Rome. 
However, his coachman, an old family servant, spared him the 
necessity of keeping a groom by insisting on taking entire 
charge of the carriage and the two black horses, which, like 
himself, had grown old in the service of the Boccaneras. 
There were two footmen, father and son, the latter born in 
the house. And the cook’s wife assisted in the kitchen. 
However, yet greater reductions had been made in the ante- 
rooms, where the staff, once so brilliant and numerous, was 
now simply composed of two petty priests, Don Vigilio, who 
was at once secretary, auditore, and majordomo, and Abbé 
Paparelli, who acted as train-bearer, chaplain, and chief usher. 
There, where a crowd of salaried people of all ranks had once 
moved to and fro, filling the vast halls with bustle and colour, 
one now only beheld two little black cossacks gliding noise- 
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lessly along, two unobtrusive shadows flitting about amidst 
the deep gloom of the lifeless rooms. 

And Pierre now fully understood the haughty unconcern of 
the Cardinal, who suffered time to complete its work of destruc- 
tion in that ancestral mansion, to which he was powerless to 
restore the glorious life of former times! Built for that shining 
life, for the sovereign display of a sixteenth-century prince, 
it was now deserted and empty, crumbling about the head of 
its last master, who had no servants left him to fill it, and 
would not have known how to pay for the materials which 
repairs would have necessitated. And so, since the modern 
world was hostile, since religion was no longer soveréign, since 
men had changed, and one was drifting into the unknown, 
amidst the hatred and indifference of new generations, why 
not allow the old world to collapse in the stubborn, motionless - 
pride born of its ancient glory ? Heroes alone died standing, 
without relinquishing aught of their past, preserving the same 
faith until their final gasp, beholding, with painfraught bravery 
and infinite sadness, the slow last agony of their divinity, 
And the Cardinal’s tall figure, his pale, proud face, so full of 
sovereign despair and courage, expressed that stubborn detcr- 
mination to perish’ beneath the ruins of the old social edifice 
rather than change a single one of its stones. ay 

Pierre was roused by a rustling of furtive steps, a little 
mouse-like trot, which made him raise his head. A door in 
the wall had just opened, and to his surprise there stood before 
him an abbé of some forty years, fat and short, looking like an 
old maid in a black skirt, a very old maid in fact, so numerous 
were the wrinkles on his flabby face. It was Abbé Paparelli, 
the train-bearer and usher, and on seeing Pierre he was about 
to question him, when Don Vigilio explained matiers. 

‘Ah! very good, very good, Monsieur l'Abbé Froment. 
His Eminence will condescend to receive you, but you must 
wait, you must wait.’ 

Then, with his silent rolling walk, he returned to the second 
anteroom, where he usually stationed himself. 

Pierre did not like his face—the ‘face of an old female 
devotee, whitened by celibacy, and ravaged by stern observance 
of the rites; and so, as Don Vigilio—his head weary and hig 
hands burning with fever—had not resumed his work, the 
young man ventured to question him. Oh! Abbé Paparelli, 
he was a man of the liveliest faith, who from simple humility 
remained in a modest post in his Eminence’s service, On the 
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other hand, his Eminence was pleased to reward him for his 
devotion by occasionally condescending to listen to his advice. 

As Don Vigilio spoke, a faint gleam of irony, a kind of 
veiled anger appeared in his ardent eyes. However, he con- 
tinued to examine Pierre, and- gradually seemed reassured, 
appreciating the evident frankness of this foreigner who could 
hardly belong to any clique. And so he ended by departing 
somewhat from his continual sickly distrust, and even engaged 
in a brief chat. 

‘Yes, yes,’ he said, ‘ there is a deal of work sometimes, and 
rather hard work too. His Eminence belongs to several Con- 
gregations, the Consistorial, the Holy Office, the Index, the 
Rites. And all the documents concerning the business which 
falls to him come into my hands. I have to study each affair, 
prepare a report on it, clear the way, so tosay. Besides which 
all the correspondence is carried on through me. Fortunately 
his Eminence is a holy man, and intrigues neither for him- 
self nor for others, and this enables us to taste a little peace.’ 

Pierre took a keen interest in these particulars of the life 
led by a prince of the Church. He learnt that the Cardinal 
rose at six o’clock, summer and winter alike. He said his 
mass in his chapel, a little room which simply contained an 
altar of painted wood, and which nobody but himself ever 
entered. His private apartments were limited to three rooms— 
a bedroom, dining-room, and study—all very modest and small, 
contrived indeed by partitioning off portions of one large hall. 
And he led a very retired life, exempt from all luxury, like one 
who is frugal and poor. At eight in the morning he drank a 
cup of cold milk for his breakfast. Then, when there were 
sittings of the Congregations to which he belonged, he attended 
them ; otherwise he remained at home and gave audience. 
Dinner was served at one o'clock, and afterwards came the 
siesta, lasting until five in summer and until four at other 
seasons—a sacred moment when a servant would not have 
dared even to knock at the door. On awaking, if it were fine, 
his Eminence drove out towards the ancient Appian Way, 
returning at sunset when the Ave Maria began to ring. And 
finally, after again giving audience between seven and nine, 
he supped and retired into his room, where he worked all alone 
or went to bed. The cardinals wait upon the Pope on fixed 
days, two or three times each month, for purposes connected 
with their functions. For nearly a year, however, the Camer- 
lingo had not been received in private audience by his Holiness, 
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and this was a sign of disgrace, a proof of secret warfare, of 
which the entire black world spoke in prudent whispers. __ 

‘His Eminence is sometimes a little rough,’ continued 
Don Vigilio in a soft voice. ‘But you should see him smile 
when his niece the Contessina, of whom he is very fond, comes 
down to kiss him. If you have a good reception, you know, 
you will owe it to the Contessina.’ 

At this moment the secretary was interrupted. A sound 
of voices came from the second anteroom, and forthwith he 
rose to his feet, and bent very low at sight of a stout man in 
a black cassock, red sash, and black hat, with twisted cord of 
red and gold, whom Abbé Paparelli was ushering in with a 
great display of deferential genuflections. Pierre also had risen 
at a sign from Don Vigilio, who found time to whisper to him, 
‘Cardinal Sanguinetti, Prefect of the Congregation of the 
Index.’ 

Meantime Abbé Paparelli was lavishing attentions on the 
prelate, repeating with an expression of blissful satisfaction : 
‘Your most reverend Eminence was expected. I have orders 
to admit your most reverend Eminence at once. His Emi- 
nence the Grand Penitentiary is already here.’ 

Sanguinetti, loud of voice and sonorous of tread, spoke out 
with sudden familiarity, ‘Yes, yes, I know. A number of 
importunate people detained me! One can never do as one 
desires. But I am here at last.’ 

He was a man of sixty, squat and fat, with a round and 
highly-coloured face distinguished by a huge nose, thick 
lips, and bright eyes which were alwayson the move. But he 
more particularly struck one by his active, almost turbulent, 
youthful vivacity, scarcely a white hair as yet showing among 
his brown and carefully tended locks, which fellin curls about 
his temples. Born at Viterbo, he had studied at the seminary 
there before completing his education at the Université Gre- 
goriana in Rome. His ecclesiastical appointments showed 
how rapidly he had made his way, how supple was his mind: 
first of all secretary to the nunciature at Lisbon; then 
created titular Bishop of Thebes, and intrusted with a delicate 
mission in Brazil; on his return appointed nuncio first at 
Brussels and next at Vienna; and finally raised to the 
cardinalate, to say nothing of the fact that he had lately secured 
the suburban episcopal see of Frascati! Trained to business, 
having dealt with every nation in Europe, he had nothing 
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against him but his ambition, of which he made too open a 
display, and his spirit of intrigue, which was ever restless. It 
was said that he was now one of the irreconcilables who de- 
manded that Italy should surrender Rome, though formerly 
he had made advances to the Quirinal. In his wild passion 
to become the next Pope he rushed from one opinion to 
the other, giving himself no end of trouble to gain people 
from whom he afterwards parted. He had twice already fallen 
out with Leo XIII, but had deemed it politic to make his sub- 
mission. In point of fact, given that he was an almost openly 
declared candidate to the papacy, he was wearing himself out 
by his perpetual efforts, dabbling in too many things, and 
setting too many people agog. 

Pierre, however, had only seen in him the Prefect of the 
Congregation of the Index; and the one idea which struck 
him was that this man would decide the fate of his book. And 
80, when the Cardinal had disappeared and Abbé Paparelli had 
returned to the second anteroom, he could not refrain from 
asking Don Vigilio, ‘Are their Eminences Cardinal San- 
guinetti and Cardinal Boccanera very intimate, then?’ 

An irrepressible smile contracted the secretary’s lips, while 
his eyes gleamed with an irony which he could no longer 
subdue; ‘ Very intimate—oh ! no, no—they see one another 
when they can’t do otherwise.’ 

Then he explained that considerable deference was shown 
to Cardinal Boccanera’s high birth, and that his colleagues 
often met at his residence, when, as happened to be the case 
that morning, any grave affair presented itself, requiring an 
interview apart from the usual official meetings. Cardinal 
Sanguinetti, he added, was the son of a petty medical man of 
Viterbo. ‘No, no,’ he concluded, ‘ their Eminences are not 
at all intimate. It is difficult for men to agree when they 
have neither the same ideas nor the same character, especially 
too when they are in each other’s way.’ 

Don Vigilio spoke these last words in a lower tone, as if 
talking to himself and still retaining his sharp smile. But 
Pierre scarcely listened, absorbed as he was in his own worries: 
‘Perhaps they have met to discuss some affair connected with 
the Index ?’ said he. 

Don Vigilio must have known the object of the meeting, 
However, he merely replied that, if the Index had been in 
question, the meeting would have taken place at the residence 
of the Prefect of that Congregation. Thereupon Pierre, yield- 
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ing to his impatience, was obliged to put a straight question. 
‘You know of my affair—the affair of my book,’ he said. 
‘Well, as his Eminence is a member of the Congregation, and 
all the documents pass through your hands, you might beable 
to give me some useful information. I know nothing as yet 
and am so anxious to know!’ one 

At this Don Vigilio relapsed into scared disquietude. He 
stammered, saying that he had not seen any documents, 
which was true. ‘Nothing has yet reached us,’ he added; ‘I 
assure you I know nothing.’ 

Then, as the other persisted, he signed to him to keep 
quiet, and again turned to his writing, glancing furtively 
towards the second anteroom as if he believed that Abbé 
Paparelli was listening. He had certainly said too much, he 
thought, and he made himself very small, crouching over the 
table, and melting, fading away in his dim corner. 

Pierre again fell into a reverie, a prey to all the mystery 
which enveloped him—the sleepy, antique sadness of his sur- 
roundings. Long minutes went by ; it was nearly eleven when 
the sound of a door opening and a buzz of voices roused him. 
Then he bowed respectfully to Cardinal Sanguinetti, who went 
off accompanied by another cardinal, a very thin and tall 
man, with a grey, bony, ascetic face. Neither of them, how- 
ever, seemed even to see the petty foreign priest who bent 
low as they went by. They- were chatting aloud in familiar 
fashion. 

‘Yes! the wind is falling ; it is warmer than yesterday.’ 

‘We shall certainly have the sirocco to-morrow.’ 

Then solemn silence again fell on the large, dim room. Don 
Vigilio was still writing, but his pen made no noise as it 
travelled over the stiff yellow paper. However, the faint 
tinkle of a cracked bell was suddenly heard, and Abbé 
Paparelli, after hastening into the throne-room for a moment, 
returned to summon Pierre, whom he announced in a restrained 
voice : ‘Monsieur l'Abbé Pierre Froment.’ 

The spacious throne-room was like the other apartments, 
a virtual ruin. Under the fine ceiling of carved and gilded 
woodwork, the red wall-hangings of brocatelle, with a large 
palm pattern, were falling into tatters. A few holes had been 
patched, but long wear had streaked the dark purple of the 
silk—once of dazzling magnificenco—with pale hues. The 
curiosity of the room was its old throne, an arm-chair 
upholstered in red silk, on which the Holy Father had sat 
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‘when visiting Cardinal Pio’s grand-uncle. This chair was 
surmounted by a canopy, likewise of red silk, under which hung 
the portrait of the reigning Pope. And, according to custom, 
the chair was turned towards the wall, to show that none 
might sit on it, The other furniture of the apartment was 
made up of sofas, armchairs, and chairs, with a marvellous 
Louis Quatorze table of gilded wood, having a top of mosaic 
work representing the rape of Europa. 

But at first Pierre only saw Cardinal Boccanera standing 
by the table which he used for writing. In his simple black 
cassock, with red edging and red buttons, the Cardinal seemed 
to him yet taller and prouder than in the portrait which 
showed him in ceremonial costume. There was the same 
curly white hair, the same long, strongly-marked -face, with 
large nose and thin lips, and the same ardent eyes, illumining 
the pale countenance from under bushy brows which had 
remained black. But the portrait did not express the lofty, 
tranquil faith which shone in this handsome face, a complete 
certainty ef what truth was, and an absolute determination to 
abide by it for ever. @ 

Boccanera had not stirred, but with black, fixed glance 
remained watching his visitor’s approach; and the young 
priest, acquainted with the usual ceremonial, knelt and kissed 
the large ruby which the prelate wore on his hand. However, 
the Cardinal immediately raised him. CS 

‘You are welcome here, my dear son. My niece spoke to 
me about you with so much sympathy that I am happy to 
receive you.’ With these words Pio seated himself near the 
table, as yet not telling Pierre to take a chair, but still examin- 
ing him whilst speaking slowly and with studied politeness : 
aon arrived yesterday morning, did you not, and were very 

ired ?’ : oat ae 

‘Your Eminence is too kind—yes, I was worn out, as 
much ‘through emotion as fatigue. This journey is one of such 
gravity for me.’ ‘ 

The Cardinal seemed indisposed to speak of serious matters 
so soon. ‘No doubt; itis a long way from Paris to Rome,’ 
he replied. ‘ Nowadays the journey may be accomplished with 
fair rapidity, but formerly how interminable it was!’ Then 
speaking yet more slowly: ‘I went to Paris once—oh ! a long 
time ago, nearly fifty years ago—and then for barely a week. A 
large and handsome city; yes, yes, a great many people in the 
streets, extremely well-bred people, a nation which has accom- 
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plished great and admirable things. Even in these sad times 
one cannot forget that France was the eldest daughter of the 
Church. But since that one journey I have not left 
Rome-——’ 

Then he made a gesture of quiet disdain, expressive of all 
he left unsaid. What was the use of journeying to a land of 
doubt and rebellion? Did not Rome suffice—Rome, which 
governed the world—the Eternal City which, when the times 
should be accomplished, would become the capital of the world 
once more ? 

Silently glancing at the Cardinal’s lofty stature, the 
stature of one of the violent warlike princes of long ago, now 
reduced to wearing that simple cassock, Pierre deemed him 
superb with his proud conviction that Rome sufficed unto 
herself. But that stubborn resolve to remain in ignorance, 
that determination to take no account of other nations except- 
ing to treat them as vassals, disquieted him when he reflected 
on the motives that had brought him there. And as silence 
had again fallen he thought it politic to approach the subject 
he had at heart by words of homage. 

‘Before taking any other steps,’ said he, ‘I desired to 
express my profound respect for your Eminence; for in your 
Eminence I place my only hope; and I beg your Eminence 
to be good enough to advise and guide me.’ 

With a wave of the hand Boccanera thereupon invited 
‘Pierre to take a chair in front of him. ‘I certainly do not 
refuse you my counsel, my dear son,’ he replied. ‘I owe my 
counsel to every Christian who desires to do well. But it 
would be wrong for you to rely on my influence. I have none. 
I live entirely apart from others; I cannot and will not ask 
for anything. However, this will not prevent us from chat- 
ting.’ Then, approaching the question in all frankness, with- 
out-the slightest artifice, like one of brave and absolute mind 
who fears no responsibility however great, he continued: ‘You 
have written a book, have you not ?—‘ New Rome,” J believe— 
and you have come to defend this book which has been 
denounced to the Congregation of the Index. For my own 
part I have not re it. You will understand that I can- 
not read everything. I only see the works that are sent to 
me by the Congregation, which I have belonged to since last 
year; and, besides, I often content myself with the reports 
which my secretary draws up for me. However, my niece 
Benedetta has read your book, and has told me that it is not 
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lacking in interest. It first astonished her somewhat, and 
then greatly moved her. So I promise you that I will go 
through it and study the incriminated passages with the 
greatest care.’ 

Pierre profited by the opportunity to begin pleading his 
cause. And it occurred to him that it would be best to give 
his references at once. ‘Your Eminence will realise how 
stupefied I was when I learnt that proceedings were being 
taken against my book,’ he said. ‘Monsieur le Vicomte 
Philibert de la Choue, who is good enough to show me some 
friendship, does not cease repeating that such a book is worth’ 
the best of armies to the Holy See.’ 

‘Oh! De la Choue, De la Choue!" repeated-the Cardinal 
with a pout of good-natured disdain. ‘I know that De la 
Choue considers himself a good Catholic. He is in a slight 
degree our relative, as you know. And when he comes to 
Rome and stays here, I willingly see him, on condition, how- 
ever, that no mention is made of certain subjects on which it 
would be impossible for us to agree. To tell the truth, the 
Catholicism preached by De la Choue—worthy, clever man 
though he is—his Catholicism, I say, with his corporations, 
his working-class clubs, his cleansed democracy and his 
vague socialism, is after all merely so much literature ! ’ 

This pronouncement struck Pierre, for he realised all the 
disdainful irony contained in it—an irony which touched him- 
self. And so he hastened to name his other reference, whose 
authority he imagined to be above discussion: ‘His Eminence’ 
Cardinal Bergerot has been kind enough to signify his full 
approval of my book.’ 

At this Boccanera’s face suddenly changed. It no longer 
wore an expression of derisive blame, tinged with the pity 
that is prompted by a child’s ill-considered action fated to 
certain failure. A flash of anger now lighted up the Cardinal's 
dark eyes, and a pugnacious impulse hardened his entire 
countenance. ‘In France,’ he slowly resumed, ‘ Cardinal 
Bergerot no doubt has a reputation for great piety. We know 
little of himin Rome. Personally, I have only seen him once, 
when he came to‘receive his hat. And I would not therefore 
allow myself to judge him if his writings and actions had not 
recently saddened my believing soul. Unhappily, I am not 
the only one ; you will find nobody here, of the Sacred College, 
who approves of his doings.’ Boccanera paused, then in a firm 
voice concluded; ‘ Cardinal Bergerot is a Revolutionary!’ 
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This time Pierre’s surprise for a moment forced him to 
silence. A Revolutionary—good Heavens ! a Revolutionary— 
that gentle pastor of souls, whose charity was inexhaustible, 
whose one dream was that Jesus might return to earth to 
insure at last the reign of peace and justice! So words did 
not have the same signification in all places; into what, 
religion had he now tumbled that the faith of the poor and the 
humble should be looked upon as à mere insurrectional, con- 
demnable passion? As.yet unable to understand things aright, 
Pierre nevertheless realised that discussion would be both 
discourteous and futile, and his only remaining desire was to 
give an account of his book, explain and vindicate it. But at 
his first words the Cardinal interposed. 

‘No, no, my dear son. It would take us too long and I 
wish to read the passages. Besides, there is an absolute rule. 
All books which meddle with the faith are condemnable and 
pernicious. Does your book show perfect respect for dogma ?’ 

‘I believe so, and I assure your Eminence that I have had 
no intention of writing a work of negation.’ 

“Good : Imay be on your side if that is true. Only, in 
the contrary case, I have but one course to advise you, which 
is to withdraw your work, condemn it, and destroy it without 
waiting until a decision of the Index compels you to do so. 
Whosoever has given birth to scandal must stifle it and 
expiate it, even if he have to cut into his own flesh. The 
only duties of a priest are humility and obedience, the 
complete annihilation of self before the sovereign will of the 
Church. And, besides, why write at all? For there is 
already rebellion in expressing an opinion of one’s own. It 
is always the temptation of the devil which puts a pen in an 
author’s hand. Why, then, incur the risk of being for ever 
damned. by yielding to the pride of intelligence and domina- 
tion? Your book again, my dear son—your book is literature, 
literature!’ 

This expression again repeated was instinct with so much 
contempt that Pierre realised all the wretchedness that 
would fall upon the poor pages of his apostolate on meeting 
the eyes of this prince who had become a saintly man. With 
increasing fear and admiration he listened to him, and beheld 
him growing greater and greater. ; 

‘Ah! faith, my dear son, everything is in faith—perfect, 
disinterested _faith—which believes for the sole happiness of 
believing! How restful it is to bow down before the mysteries 
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without seeking to penetrate them, full of the tranquil con- 
viction that, in accepting them, one possesses both the 
certain and the finall Is not the highest intellectual satis- 
faction that which is derived from the victory of the divine 
over the mind, which it disciplines, and contents so completely 
that it knows desire no more? And apart from that perfect 
equilibrium, that explanation of the unknown by the divine, 
no durable peace is possible for man. If one desires that 
truth and justice should reign upon earth, it is in God that 
one must place them. He that does not believe is like a 
battlefield, the scene of every disaster. Faith alone: can 
tranquillise and deliver.’ 

For an instant Pierre remained silent before the great 
figure rising up in front of him. At Lourdes he had only 
seen suffering humanity rushing thither'for health of the 
body and consolation of the soul ; but here was the intellectual 
believer, the mind that needs ccrtainty, finding satisfaction, 
tasting the supreme enjoyment of doubting no more. He 
had never previously heard such a cry of joy at living in 
obedience without anxiety as to the morrow of death. He 
knew that Boccanera’s youth: had been somewhat stormy, 
traversed by acute attacks of sensuality, a flaring of the red 
blood of his ancestors; and he marvelled at the calm majesty 
which faith had at last implanted in this descendant of so 
violent a race, who had no passion remaining in him but that 
of pride. ; 

‘And yet,’ Pierre at last ventured to say in a timid, gentle 
voice, ‘if faith remains essential and immutable, forms 
change. From hour to hour evolution goes on in all things— 
the world changes.’ - 

‘That is not true!’ exclaimed the Cardinal, ‘the world 
does not change. It continually tramps over the same 
ground, loses itself, strays into the most abominable courses; 
and it continually has to be brought back into the right path, 
That is the truth. In order that the promises of Christ may 
be fulfilled, is it not necessary that the world should return 
to its starting point, its original innocence? Is not the end of 
time fixed for the day when men shall be in possession of the 
full truth of the Gospel? Yes, truth is in the past, and it is 
always to the past that one must cling if one would avoid 
the pitfalls which evil imaginations create. All those fina 
novelties, those mirages of that famous so-called progress, are 
simply traps and snares of the eternal tempter, causes of 
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perdition and death. Why seek any further, why constantly - 
incur the risk of error, when for eighteen hundred years the 
truth has been known? ‘Truth! why it is in Apostolic 
and Roman Catholicism as created by a long succession of 
generations! What madness to desire to change it when so 
many lofty minds, so many pious souls have made of it the 
most admirable of monuments, the one instrument of order in 
this world, and of salvation in the next!’ 

Pierre, whose heart had contracted, refrained from further 
protest, for he could no longer doubt that he had before him 
an implacable adversary of his most cherished ideas. Chilled 
by a covert fear, as though he felt a faint breath, as of a dis- 
tant wind from a land of ruins, pass over his face, bringing 
with it the mortal cold of a sepulchre, he bowed respectfully 
whilst the Cardinal, rising to his full height, continued in his 
obstinate voice, resonant with proud courage: ‘ And if Catho- 
licism, as its enemies pretend, be really stricken unto death, 
it must die standing and in all its glorious integrality. You 
hear me, Monsieur l’Abbé—not one concession, not one surren- 
der, not a single act of cowardice! Catholicism is such as it 
is, and cannot be otherwise. No modification of the divine 
certainty, the entire truth, is possible. The removal of the 
smallest stone from the edifice could only prove a cause of 
instability. Is this not evident? You cannot save old houses 
by attacking them with the pickaxe under pretence of deco-. 
rating them. Youonly enlarge the fissures. Even if it were 
true that Rome were on the eve of falling into dust, the only 
result of all the repairing and patching would be to hasten 
the catastrophe. And instead of a noble death, met unflinch- 
ingly, we should then behold the basest of agonies, the death 
throes of a coward who struggles and begs for mercy! For 
my part I wait. Iam convinced that all that people say is 
but so much horrible falsehood, that Catholicism has never 
been firmer, that it imbibes eternity from the one and only 
source of life. But should the heavens indeed fall, on that 
day I should be here, amidst these old and crumbling walls. 
under these old ceilings whose beams are being devoured by 
the worms, and it is here erect, among the ruins, that I 
should meet my end, repeating my credo for the last time.’ 

His final words fell more slowly, full of haughty sadness, 
whilst with a sweeping gesture he waved his arms towards 
the old, silent, deserted palace around him, whence life was 
withdrawing day by day. Had an involuntary presentiment 
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come to him, did the faint cold breath from the ruins also 
fan his own cheeks? All the neglect into which the vast 
rooms had fallen was explained by his words ; and a superb, 
despondent grandeur enveloped this prince and cardinal, this 
uncompromising Catholic who, withdrawing into the dim 
half-light of the past, braved with a soldier’s heart the inevi- 
table downfall of the olden world. . ; 

Deeply impressed, Pierre was about to take his leave when, 
to his surprise, a little door opened in the hangings. ‘ What 
is it? Can’t I be left in peace for a moment?’ exclaimed 
Boccanera with sudden impatience. . 

Nevertheless, Abbé Paparelli, fat and sleek, glided into the 
room without the faintest sign of emotion. And he whispered 
a few words in the ear of the Cardinal, who, on seeing him, 
had become calm again. ‘What curate?’ asked Boccanera. 
‘Oh! yes, Santobono, the curate of Frascati. I know—tell 
him I cannot see him just now.’ 

Paparelli, however, again began whispering in his soft voice, 
though not in so low a key as previously, for some of his words 
could be overheard. The affair was urgent, the curate was 
compelled to return home, and had only a word or two to say. 
And then, without awaiting consent, the train-bearer ushered 
in the visitor, a protégé of his, whom he had left just outside 
the little door. And for his own part he withdrew with the 
tranquillity of a retainer who, whatever the modesty of his 
office, knows himself to be all powerful. 

Pierre, who was momentarily forgotten, looked at the 
visitor—a big fellow of a priest, the son of a peasant evidently, 
and still near to the soil. He had an ungainly, bony figure; 
huge feet and knotted hands, with a seamy tanned face lighted 
by extremely keen black eyes. Five and forty and still robust, 
his chin and cheeks bristling, and his cassock, overlarge, 
hanging loosely about his big projecting bones, he suggested 
a bandit in disguise. Still there was nothing base about him; 
the expression of his face was proud. And in one hand he 
os a small wicker basket carefully covered over with fig- 
eaves. 

_ Santobono at once bent his knees and kissed the Cardinal’s 
ring, but with hasty unconcern, as though only some ordinary 
piece of civility were in question. Then, with that commingling 
of respect and familiarity which the little ones of the world 
often evince towards the great, he said, ‘I beg your most, 
reverend Eminence’s forgiveness for having insisted. But 
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there were people waiting, and I should not have been received 
if my old friend Paparelli had not brought me by way of that 
door. Oh! I have a very great service to ask of your Emi- 
nence, a real service of the heart. But first of all may I be 
allowed to offer your Eminence a little present ?’ 

The Cardinal listened with a grave expression. He had 
been well acquainted with Santobono in the years when he 
had spent the summer at Frascati, at a princely residence 
which the Boccaneras had possessed there—a villa rebuilt in 
the seventeenth century, surrounded by a wonderful park, 
whose famous terrace overlooked the Campagna, stretching 
far and bare like the sea. This villa, however, had since been 
sold, and on some vineyards, which had fallen to Benedetta’s 
share, Count Prada, prior to the divorce proceedings, had begun 
to erect quite a district of little pleasure houses. In former 
times, when walking out, the Cardinal had condescended to 
enter and rest in the dwelling of Santobono, who officiated at 
an antique chapel dedicated to St. Mary of the Fields, without 
the town. The priest had his home in a half-ruined building 
adjoining this chapel, and the charm of the place was a walled 
garden which he cultivated himself with the passion of a true 
peasant. 

‘As is my rule every year,’ said he, placing his basket on 
the table, ‘I wished that your Eminence might taste my figs. 
They are the first of the season. I gathered them expressly 
thismorning. You used to be so fond of them, your Eminence; 
when you condescended to gather them from the tree itself. 
You were good enough to tell me that there wasn’t another 
tree in the world that produced such fine figs.’ 

The Cardinal could not helpsmiling. He was indeed very 
fond of figs, and Santobono spoke truly, his fig-tree was re- 
nowned throughout the district. ‘Thank you, my dear Abbé,’ 
said Boccanera, ‘ you remember my little failings. Well, and 
what can I do for you?’ 

Again he became grave, for, in former times, there had 
been unpleasant discussions between him and the curate, a 
lack of agreement which had angered him. Born at Nemi, in 
the core of a fierce district, Santobono belonged to a violent 
family, and his eldest brother had died of a stab. He himself 
had always professed ardently patriotic opinions. It was said 
that he had all but taken up arms for Garibaldi; and, on the 
day when the Italians had entered Rome, force had been needed 
to prevent him from raising the flag of Italian unity above his 
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roof. His passionate dream was to behold Rome mistress 
of the world, when the Pope and the King should have em- 
praced and made cause together. Thus the Cardinal looked 
on him as a dangerous revolutionary, a renegade who imperilled 
Catholicism. 

‘Oh! what your Eminence can do for me, what your 
Eminence can do if only condescending and willing t’ repeated 
Santobono in an ardent voice, clasping his big knotty hands, 
And then, breaking off, he inquired, ‘ Did not his Eminence 
Cardinal Sanguinetti explain my affair to your most reverend 
Eminence ?’ no 5 

‘No, the Cardinal simply advised me of your visit, saying 
that you had something to ask of me.’ | 

Whilst speaking Boccanera’s face had clouded over, and it 
was with increased sternness of manner that he again waited. 
He was aware that the priest had become Sanguinetti’s ‘client’ 
since the latter had been in the habit of spending weeks together 
at his suburban see of Frascati. Walking in the shadow of 
every cardinal who is a candidate to the papacy, there are 
familiars of low degree who stake the ambition of their life on 
the possibility of that cardinal’s election. If he becomes Pope 
some day, if they themselves help him to the throne, they enter 
the great pontifical family in his train. It was related that 
Sanguinetti had once already extricated Santobono from a 
nasty difficulty : the priest having one day caught a marauding 
urchin in the act of climbing his wall, had beaten the little 
fellow with such severity that he had ultimately died of it. 
However, to Santobono’s credit it must be added that his 
fanatical devotion to the Cardinal was largely based upon the 
hope that he -would prove the Pope whom men awaited, 
the dre who would make Italy the sovereign nation of the 
world. 

‘Well, this is my misfortune,’ he said. ‘Your Eminence 
knows my brother Agostino, who was gardener at the villa for 
two years in your Eminence's time. He is certainly a very 
pleasant and gentle young fellow, of whom nobody has ever 
complained. And so it is hard to understand how such an 
accident can have happened to him, but it seems that he has 
killed a man with a knife at Genzano, while walking in the 
street in the evening. I am dreadfully distressed about it, and 
would willingly give two fingers of my right hand to extricate 
him from prison. However, it occurred to me that your Emi- 
nence would not refuse me a certificate stating that Agostino 
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was formerly in your Eminence’s service, and that your Emi- 
nence was always well pleased with his quiet disposition.’ 

But the Cardinal flatly protested : ‘ I was not at all pleased 
with Agostino. He was wildly violent, and I had to dismiss 
him precisely because he was always quarrelling with the other 
servants.” 

‘Oh! how grieved I am to hear your Eminence say that | 
So it is true, then, my poor little Agostino’s disposition has 
really changed! Stillthere is always a way outof a difficulty, 
is there not? You can still give me a certificate, first arrang- 
ing the wording of it. A certificate from your Eminence 
would have such a favourable effect upon the law officers.’ 

‘No doubt,’ replied Boceanera ; ‘I can understand that, but 
I will give no certificate.’ 

‘What! does your most reverend Eminence refuse my 
prayer ?’ 

‘Absolutely! I know that you are a priest of perfect mo- 
rality, that you discharge the duties of your ministry with strict 
punctuality, and that you would be deserving of high commen- 
dation were it not for your political fancies. Only your fraternal 
affection is now leading you astray. I cannot tell alie to please 

ou.’ 
. Santobono gazed at him in real stupefaction, unable to 
understand that a prince, an all-powerful cardinal, should be 
influenced by such petty scruples, when the entire question 
was a mere knife thrust, the most commonplace and frequent 
of incidents in the yet wild land of the old Roman castles. 

‘A lie! a lie!’ he muttered ; ‘but surely it isn’t lying just 
to say what is good of a man, leaving out all the rest, especially 
when a man has good points as Agostino certainly has. Ina 
certificate, too, everything depends on the words one uses.’ 

He stubbornly clung to that idea; he could not conceive 
that a person should refuse to soften the rigour of justice 
by an ingenious presentation of the facts. However, on ac- 
quiring acertainty that he would obtain nothing, he made a 
gesture of despair, his livid face assuming an expression of 
violent rancour, whilst his black eyes flamed with restrained 
passion. 

‘Well, well! each looks on truth in his own way,’ he said. 
‘I shall go back to tell his Eminence Cardinal Sanguinetti. 
And I beg your Eminence not to be displeased with me for 
having disturbed your Eminence to no purpose. By the way, 
perhaps the figs are net yet quite ripe; but I will take the 
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liberty to bring another basketful towards the end of the 
season, when they will be quite nice and sweet. A thousand 
thanks and a thousand felicities to your most reverend 
Eminence.’ 

Santobono went off backwards, his big bony figure bend- 
ing double with repeated genuflections. Pierre, whom the 
scene had greatly interested, in him beheld à specimen of the 
petty clergy of Rome and its environs, of whom people had 
told him before his departure from Paris. This was not the 
scagnozzo, the wretched famished priest whom some nasty 
affair brings from the provinces, who seeks his daily bread on 
the pavements of Rome; one of the herd of begowned beggars 
searching for a livelihood among the crumbs of Church life, 
voraciously fighting for chance masses, and mingling with the 
lowest orders in taverns of the worst repute. Nor was this 
the country priest of distant parts, a man of crasg ignorance 
and superstition, a peasant among the peasants, treated as an 
equal by his pious flock, which is careful not to mistake him 
for the Divinity, and which, whilst kneeling in all humility 
before the parish saint, does not bend before the man who 
from that saint derives his livelihood. At Frascati the offici- 
ating minister of a little church may receive a stipend of some 
nine hundred lire a year,! and he has only bread and meat to 
buy if his garden yields him wine and fruit and vegetables, 
This one, Santobono, was not without education; he knew 7: 
little theology and a little history, especially the history of 
the past grandeur of Rome, which had inflamed his patriotic 
heart with the mad dream that universal domination would 
soon fall to the portion of renascent Rome, the capital of 
united Italy. But what an insuperable distance still remained 
between this petty Roman clergy, often very worthy and 
intelligent, and the high clergy, the high dignitaries of the 
pui Nobody that was not at least a prelate seemed to 
count, 

‘A thousand thanks to your most reverend Eminence, and 
may success attend all your Eminence’g desires,’ 

With these words Santobono finally disappeared, and the 
Cardinal returned to Pierre, who also bowed preparatory to 
taking his leave, 

‘To sum up the matter, Monsieur l'Abbé) said Boccanera, 
‘the affair of your book presents certain difficulties. As Ihave 
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told you, I have no precise information, I have seen no docu- 
ments. But knowing that my niece took an interest in you, 
I said a few words on the subject to Cardinal Sanguinetti, the 
Prefect of the Index, who was here just now. And he knows 
little more than I do, for nothing has yet left the secretary's 
hands. Still he told me that the denunciation emanated from 
personages of rank and influence, and applied to numerous 
pages of your work, in which it was said there were passages 
of the most deplorable character as regards both disciplme 
and dogma.’ 

Greatly moved by the idea that he had hidden foes, secret 
adversaries who pursued him in the dark, the young priest 
responded : ‘Oh! denounced, denounced! If your Eminence 
only knew how that word pains my heart! And denounced, 
too, for offences which were certainly involuntary, since my 
one ardent desire was the triumph of the Church! AllIcan 
do, then, is to fling myself at the feet of the Holy Father and 
entreat him to hear my defence.’ 

Boccanera suddenly became very grave again. A stern 
look rested on his lofty brow as he drew his haughty figure 
to its fullheight. ‘His Holiness,’ said he, ‘can do everything, 
even receive you, if such be his good pleasure, and absolve 
you also. But listen tome. I again advise you to withdraw 
your book yourself, to destroy it, simply and courageously, 
before embarking in a struggle in which you will reap the 
shame of being overwhelmed. Reflect on that.’ 

Pierre, however, had no sooner spoken of the Pope than he 
had regretted it, for he realised that an appeal to the sovereign 
authority was calculated to wound the Cardinal’s feelings. 
Moreover, there was no further room for doubt. Boccanera 
would be against his book, and the utmost that he could hope 
for was to gain his neutrality by bringing pressure to bear on 
him through those about him. At the same time he had 
found the Cardinal very plain spoken, very frank, far removed 
from all the secret intriguing in which the afiair of his book 
was involved, as he now began to realise; and so it was with 
deep respect and genuine admiration for the prelate’s strong 
and lofty character that he took leave of him. ° 

‘Iam infinitely obliged to your Eminence,’ he said, ‘and 
I promise that I will carefully reflect upon all that your 
Eminence has been kind enough to say to me.’ 

_ On returning to the anteroom, Pierre there found five or 
six persons who had arrived during his audience, and were 
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now waiting. There was a bishop, a domestic prelate, and 
two old ladies, and as he drew near to Don Vigilio before 
retiring, he was surprised to find him conversing with a tall, 
fair young fellow, a Frenchman, who, also in astonish- 
ment, exclaimed, ‘What! are you here in Rome, Monsieur 
l'Abbé ?’ j 

For a moment Pierre had hesitated. ‘Ah! I must ask 
your pardon, Monsieur Narcisse Habert,’ he replied, ‘I did not 
at first recognise you! It was the less excusable as I knew 
that you bad been an atiaché at our embassy here ever since 
last year.’ : 

Tall, slim, and elegant of appearance, Narcisse Habert had 
a clear complexion, with eyes of a bluish, almost mauvish, hue, 
a fair frizzy beard, and long curling fair hair cut short over 
the forehead in the Florentine fashion. Of a wealthy family 
of militant Catholics, chiefly members of the bar or bench, he 
had an uncle in the diplomatic profession, and this had decided 
his own career. Moreover, a place at Rome was marked out 
for him, for he there had powerful connections. He was a 
nephew by marriage of Cardinal Sarno, whose sister had 
married another of his uncles, a Paris notary; and he was 
also cousin german of Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo, a cameriere 
segreto, and son of one of his aunts, who had married an 
Italian colonel. And in some measure for these reasons he 
had been attached to the embassy to the Holy See, his superiors 
tolerating his somewhat fantastic ways, his everlasting passion 
for ari which sent him wandering hither and thither through 
Rome. He was moreover very amiable and extremely well- 
bred; and it occasionally happened, as was the case that 
morning, that with his weary and somewhat mysterious air 
he came to speak to one or another of the cardinals on some 
real matter of business in the ambassador’s name. 

So as to converse with Pierre at his ease, he drew him into 
the deep embrasure of one of the windows. ‘Ah! my dear 
Abbé, how pleased I am to see you!’ said he. ‘You must 
remember what pleasant chats we had when we met at Cardinal 
Bergerot’s! I told you about some paintings which you were 
to see for your book, some miniatures of the fourteenth and 
fifteenth centuries, And now, you know, I mean to take 
possession of you. I’ll show you Rome as nobody else 
could show it to you. I’ve seen and explored everything, 
Ah! there are treasures, such treasures! But in truth there 
is only one supreme work; one always comes back to one’s 
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particular passion, The Botticelli in the Sixtine Chapel—ah, 
the Botticelli!’ : : 

His voice died away, and he made a faint gesture as if 
overcome by admiration. Then Pierre had to promise that he 
would place himself in his hands and accompany him to the 
Sixtine Chapel. ‘You know why I am here,’ at last said the 
young priest. ‘Proceedings have been taken against my book ; 
it has been denounced to the Congregation of the Index.’ 

‘Your book! is it possible ?” exclaimed Narcisse: ‘a book 
like that with pages recalling the delightful St. Francis of 
Assisi!’ And thereupon he obligingly placed himself at 
Pierre’s disposal. ‘ But our ambassador will be very useful to 
you,’ he said. ‘He is the best man in the world, of charming 
affability, and full of the old French spirit. I will present 
you to him this afternoon or to-morrow morning at the latest ; 
and since you desire an immediate audience with the Pope, he 
will endeavour to obtain one for you. His position naturally 
designates him as your intermediary. Still, I must confess that 
things are not always easily managed. Although the Holy 
Father is very fond of him, there are times when his Excellency 
fails, for the approaches are so extremely intricate.’ 

Pierre had not thought of employing the ambassador's 
good offices, for he had naively imagined that an accused priest 
who came to defend himself wowld find every dooropen. How- 
ever, he was delighted with Naitisse’s offer, and thanked him 
as warmly as if the audience wére already obtained. 

‘ Besides,’ the young man fontinued, ‘if we encounter any 
difficulties I have relatives af the Vatican, as you know. I 
don’t mean my uncle the Cafdinal, who would be of no use to 
us, for he never stirs out of ‘his office at the Propaganda, and 
will never apply for anything. But my cousin, Monsignor 
Gamba del Zoppo, is very obliging, and he lives in intimacy 
with the Pope, his duties requiring his constant attendance 
on him. So, if necessary, I will take you to see him, and he 
will no doubt find a means of procuring you an interview, 
though his extreme prudence keeps him perpetually afraid of 
compromising himself. However, it’s understood, you may 
rely on me in every respect.’ 

‘Ah! my dear sir,’ exclaimed Pierre, relieved and happy, 
‘T heartily accept your offer. You don’t know what balm 
your words have brought me; for ever since my arrival every- 
body has been discouraging me, and you are the first to restore 
my strength by looking at things in the true French way.’ 
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Then, lowering his voice, ke told the attaché of his inter- 
view with Cardinal Boccanera, of his conviction that the latter 
would not help him, of the unfavourable information which 
had been given by Cardinal Sanguinetti, and of the rivalry 
which he had divined between the two prelates. Narcisse 
listened, smiling, and in his turn began to gossip confidentially. 
The rivalry which Pierre had mentioned, the premature con- 
test for the tiara which Sanguinetti and Boccanera were 
waging, impelled to it by a furious desire to become the next 
Pope, had for a long time been revolutionising the black 
world. There was incredible intricacy in the depths of the 
affair; none could exactly tell who was pulling the strings, 
conducting the vast intrigue. As regards generalities, it was 
simply known that Boccanera represented absolutism—the 
Church freed from all compromises with modern society, and 
waiting in immobility for the Deity to triumph over Satan, for 
Rome to be restored to the Holy Father, and for repentant 
Italy to perform penance for its sacrilege; whereas Sangui- 
netti, extremely politic and supple, was reported to harbour 
bold and novel ideas: permission to vote to be granted to all 
true Catholics,! a majority to be gained by this means in the 
Legislature; then, as a fatal corollary, the downfall of the 
House of Savoy, and the proclamation of a kind of republican 
federation of all the former petty States of Italy under the 
august protectorate of the Pope. On the whole, the struggle 
was between these two antagonistic elements—the first bent on 
upholding the Church by a rigorous maintenance of the old 
traditions, and the other predicting the fall of the Church if it 
did not follow the bent of the coming century. But all was 
steeped in so much mystery that people ended by thinking 
that, if the present Pope should live a few years longer, his 
successor would certainly be neither Boccanera nor Sanguinetti. 

All at once Pierre interrupted Narcisse : ‘And Monsignor 
Nani, do youkmow him? I spoke with him yesterday evening. 
And there he is coming in now!’ 

Nani was indeed just entering the anteroom with his usual 

* Since the occupation of Rome by the Italian authorities, the sup- 
porters of the Church, obedient to the prohibition of the Vatican, have 
abstained from taking part in the political elections, this being their 
protest against the new order of things which they do not recognise. 
Various attempts have been made, however, to induce the Pope to give 
them permission to vote, many members of the Roman aristocracy 


considering the present course impolitic and even harmful in- 
terests of the Church.— Trans. : es ee 
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smile on his amiable pink face. His cassock of fine texture, 

and his gash of violet silk shone with discreet soft luxury. 

And he showed himself very amiable to Abbé Paparelli, who 

accompanying him ?a all humility, begged him to be kind 

aes to wait until his Eminence should be able to receive 
im. 

‘Oh! Monsignor Nani,’ muttered Narcisse, becoming seri- 
ous, ‘he is a man whom it is advisable to have for a friend.’ 

Then, knowing Nani’s history, he related it in an under- 
tone. Born at Venice, of a noble but ruined family which had 
produced heroes, Nani, after first studying under the Jesuits, 
had come to Rome to perfect himself in philosophy and theo- 
logy at the Collegio Romano, which was then also under Jesuit 
management. Ordained when three-and-twenty, ke had at 
once followed a nuncio to Bavaria as private secretary; and 
then had gone as auditore to the nunciatures of Brussels and 
Paris, in which latter city he had lived for five years. Jivery- 
thing seemed to. predestine him to diplomacy, his brilliant 
beginnings and his keen and encyclopedical intelligence, but 
all at once he had been recalled to Rome, where he was soon 
afterwards appointed Assessor to the Holy Office. It was 
asserted at the time that this was done by the Pope himself, 
who, being well acquainted with Nani, and desirous of having 
a person he could depend upon at the Holy Office, had given 
instructions for his recall, saying that he could render far 
more services at Rome than abroad. Already a domestic pre- 
late, Nani had also lately become a Canon of St. Peter’s and 
an apostolic prothonotary, with the prospect of obtaining a 
cardinal’s hat whenever the Pope should find some other 
favourite who would please him better as assessor. 

‘Oh, Monsignor Nani!’ continued Narcisse. ‘He's a 
superior man, thoroughly well acquainted with modern 
Europe, and at the same time a very saintly priest, a sincere 
believer, absolutely devoted to the Church, with the snb- 
stantial faith of an intelligent politician—a belief different, it is 
true, from the narrow, gloomy theological faith which we know 
so wellin France. And this is one of the reasons why you will 
hardly understand things here at first, The Roman prelates 
leave the Deity in the sanctuary and reign in His name, 
convinced that Catholicism is the human expression of the 
government of God, the only perfect and eternal government, 
beyond the pales of which nothing but falsehood and social 
danger can bo found. While we in our country lag behind, 
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iously arguing whether there be a God or not, they do not 
et that God's existence can be doubted, since they them- 
selves are His delegated ministers; and they entirely devote 
themselves to playing their parts as ministers whom none 
can dispossess, exercising their power for the greatest good of 
humanity, and devoting all their intelligence, all their energy 
to maintaining themselves as the accepted. masters of the 
nations. As for Monsignor Nani, after. being mixed up in 
the politics of the whole world, he has for ten years been 
“discharging the most delicate functions in Rome, taking part 
in the most varied and most important affairs, He sees all 

the foreigners who come to Rome, dmows everything, has a 
hand in everything. Add to this-that.he is extremely discreet 
and amiable, with a modesty which seems perfect, though 
none can tell whether, with his light silent footstep, he is not 
really marching towards the highest ambition, the purple of 
govereignty . 

‘ Another candidate for the tiara,’ thought Pierre, who had 
listened passionately; for this man Nani interested him, 
catised bim an instinctive disquietude, as though behind his 
pink and smiling face he could divine an infinity of obscure 
things. At the same time, however, the young priest but ill 
understood his friend, for he again felt bewildered by all 
this strange Roman world, so different from what he had 
expected, a os 

Nani had perceived the two young men, and came towards 
them with his hand cordially outstretched : ‘Ah! Monsieur 
VAbbé Froment, I am happy to meet you again, I won’t'ask 
you if you have slept well, for people always sleep well at 
Rome. Good-day, Monsieur Habert; your health has kept 
good, I hope, since I met you in front cf Bernini’s Santa 
Teresa, which you admire so much.’ I seo that you know 
one another, ‘That is very nice. I must tell you, Monsieur 
l'Abbé, that Monsieur Habert is a passionate lover of our city; 
he will be able to show you all its finest sights,’ 

_ Then, in his affectionate way, he at once asked for informa- 
tion respecting Pierre’s interview with the Cardinal. He 
listened attentively to the young man’s narrative, nodding 
his head ab certain passages, and occasionally restraining hig 
sharp smile, The Cardinal's severity and Pierre's: conviction 

! The allusion is to a statue representing St. Theresa i i wi 
the Angel of Death descending Lu We with nace Do 
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that he would accord him no support did not at all astonish 
Nani. It seemed as if he had expected that result. How- 
ever, on hearing that Cardinal Sanguinetti had been there 
that morning, and had pronounced the affair of the book to 
be very serious, he appeared to lose his self-control for a 
moment, for he spoke out with sudden vivacity : 

‘Tt can’t be helped, my dear child, my intervention came 
too late. Directly I heard of the proceedings I went to his 
Eminence Cardinal Sanguinetti to tell him that the result 
would be an immense advertisement for your book. Was it 
sensible ? What was the use of it? We know that you are 
inclined to be carried away by your ideas, that you are an 
enthusiast, and are prompt to do battle. So what advantage 
should we gain by embarrassing ourselves with the revolt of 
a young priest who might wage war against us with a book 
of which some thousands of copies have been sold already ? 
For my part I desired that nothing should be done. And I 
must say that the Cardinal, who is a man of sense, was of the 
same mind. He raised his arms to heaven, went into a 
passion, and exclaimed that he was never consulted, that the 
blunder was already committed beyond recall, and that it was 
impossible to prevent process from taking its course since the 
matter had already been brought before the Congregation, in 
consequence of denunciations from authoritative sources, 
based on the gravest motives. Briefly, as he said, the 
ea was committed, and I had to think of something 
else.’ 

All at once Nani paused. He had just noticed that 
Pierre’s ardent eyes were fixed upon his own, striving to 
penetrate his meaning. A fainé flush then heightened the 
pinkiness of his complexion, whilst in an easy way he 
continued, unwilling to reveal how annoyed he was at having 
said too much: ‘ Yes, I thought of helping you with all the 
little influence I possess, in order to extricate you from the 
worries in which this affair will certainly land you.’ 

An impulse of revolt was stirring Pierre, who vaguely felt 
that he was perhaps being made game of. Why should he not 
be free to declare his faith, which was so pure, so free from 
personal considerations, so full of glowing Christian charity ? 
‘ Never,’ said he, ‘ will I withdraw ; never will I myself suppress 
my book, as I am advised to do. It would be an act of 
cowardice and falsehood, for I regret nothing, I disown nothing. 
If I believe that my book brings a little truth to light I cannot 
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destroy it without acting criminally both towards myself and 
towards others. No, never! You hear me—never! . 

Silence fell. But almost immediately he resumed : ‘It 
is at the knees of the Holy Father that I desire to make 
that declaration, He will understand me, he will approve 
me.’ : 

Nani no longer smiled ; henceforth his face remained ag 
it were closed. He seemed to be studying the sudden violence 
of the young priest with curiosity ; then sought to calm him 
with his own tranquil kindliness. ‘No doubt, no doubt,’ said 
he. ‘There is certainly great sweetness in obedience and 
humility. Still I can understand that, before anything else, 
you should desire to speak to his Holiness. And afterwards 
you will see—is that not so ?—you will see——’ : 

Then he evinced a lively interest in the suggested applica- 
tion for an audience. He expressed keen regret that Pierre 
had not forwarded that application from Paris, before even 

coming to Rome: in that course would have rested the best 
chance of a favourable reply. Pother of any kind was not 
liked at the Vatican, and if the news of the young priest’s 
presence in Rome should only spread abroad, and the motives 
of his journey be discussed, all would be lost. Then, on 
learning that Narcisse had offered to present Pierre to the 
French ambassador, Nani seemed full of anxiety, and depre- 
cated any such proceeding: ‘No, no! don’t do that—it would 
be most imprudent. In the first place you would run the risk 
of embarrassing the ambassador, whose position is always 
delicate in affairs of this kind. And then, too, if he failed— 
and my fear is that he might fail—yes, if he failed it would be 
all over ; you would no longer have the slightest chance of 
obtaining an audience by any other means, For the Vatican 
would not like to hurt the ambassador’s feelings by yielding 
to other influence after resisting his.’ 

Pierre anxiously glanced at Narcisse, who wagged his head, 
embarrassed and hesitating. ‘''he fact is,’ the attaché at last 
murmured, ‘ we lately solicited an audience for a high French 
personage and it was refused, which was very unpleasant for us, 

Onsignor is right. We must keep our ambassador in reserve, 
and only utilise him when we have exhausted all other 
means.’ Then, noticing Pierre’s disappointment, he added 
obligingly : ‘Our first visit therefore shall be for my cousin at 
the Vatican.’ 


Nani, his attention again roused, looked at the young man 
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in astonishment. ‘At the Vatican? You have a cousin 
there?’ 
‘* Why, yes—Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo.’ 

‘Gamba! Gamba! Yes, yes, excuse me, I remember 
now. Ah! so you thought of Gamba to bring influence to 
bear on his Holiness? That's an idea, no doubt; one must 
see—one must see.’ : 

He repeated these words again and again as if to securo 
time to see into the matter himself, to weigh the pros and cons 
of the suggestion. Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo wasa worthy 
man who played no part at the Papal Court, whose nullity 
indeed had become a byword at the Vatican. His childish 
stories, however, amused the Pope, whom he greatly flattered, 
and who was fond of leaning on his arm while walking in the 
gardens. It was during these strolls that Gamba easily secured 
all sorts of little favours. However, he was a remarkable pol- 
troon, and had such an intense fear of losing his influence that 
he never risked a request without having convinced himself by 
long meditation that no possible harm could come to him 
through it. 

‘Well, do you know, the idea is not a bad one,’ Nani at 
last declared. ‘Yes, yes, Gamba can secure the audience for 
you, if he is willing. I will see him myself and explain the 
matter.’ 

At the same time Nani did not cease advising extreme 
caution, He even ventured to say that it was necessary to be 
on one’s guard with the papal entourage, for, alas! it was a 
fact his Holiness was so good, and had such a blind faith in 
the goodness of others, that he had not always chosen his 
familiars with the critical care which he ought to have dis- 
played. Thus one never knew to what sort of man one might 
be applying, or in what trap one might be setting one’s foot. 
Nani even allowed it to be understood that on no account 
ought any direct application to be made to his Eminence the 
Secretary of State, for even his Eminence was not a free 
agent, but found himself encompassed by intrigues of such 
intricacy that his best intentions were paralysed. And as 
Nani went on discoursing in this fashion, in a very gentle, 
extremely unctuous manner, the Vatican appeared like somo 
enchanted castle, guarded by jealous and treacherous dragons— 
a castle where one must not take a step, pass through a door- 
way, risk a limb, without having carefully assured oneself that 
one would not leave one’s whole body there to be devoured, 
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Pierre continued listening, feeling colder and colder at 
heart, and again sinking into uncertainty. ‘Mon Dieu!’ ho 
exclaimed, ‘I shall never know how to act. You discourage 
me, Monsignor.’ | 

At this Nani’s cordial smile reappeared. ‘I, my dear 
child? I should be sorry to do so. I only want to repeat to 
you that you must wait and do nothing. Avoid all feverish- 
ness especially, There is no hurry, I assure you, for it was 
only yesterday that a consultore was chosen to report upon 
your book, so you have a good full month before you. Avoid 
everybody, live in such a way that people shall be virtually 
ignorant of your existence, visit Rome in peace and quietness 
—that is the best course you can adopt to forward your 
interests.’ Then, taking one of the priest’s hands between both 
his own, 80 aristocratic, soft, and plump, he added : ‘ You will 
understand that Ihave my reasons for spéaking to you like this. 
I should have offered my own services ; I should have made it 
a point of honour to take you straight to his Holiness, had I 
thought it advisable. But1 do not wish to mix myself up in the 
matter at this stage ; Irealise only too well that at the present 
moment we should simply make sad work of it. Later on—you 
hear me—later on, in the event of nobody else succeeding, I 
myself will obtain you an audience ; I formally promiseit. But 
meanwhile, I entreat you, refrain from using those words “à 
new religion,” which, unfortunately, occur in yout book, and 
which I heard you repeat again only last night. There can be no 
new religion, my dear child; there is but one eternal religion, 
which is beyond all surrender and compromise—the Catholic, 
Apostolic, and Roman religion. And at the same time leave 
your Paris friends to themselves. Don’t rely too much on 
Cardinal Bergerot, whose lofty piety is not sufficiently 
appreciated in Rome. I assure you that I am speaking to 
you as a friend.’ 

Then, secing how disabled Pierre appeared to be, half 
overcome already, no longer knowing in what direction to 
begin his campaign, he again strove to comfort him: ‘ Comé, 
come, things will right themselves; everything will end for 
the best, both for the welfare of the Church and your own. 
And now you must excuse me, I must leave you; I shall not 
be able to see his Eminence to-day, for it is impossible for me 
to wait any longer.’ 

__ Abbé Paparelli, whom Pierre had noticed prowling around 
with his ears cocked, now hastened forward and declared to 
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Monsignor Nani that there were only two persons to be received 
before him, But the prelate very graciously replied that he 
would come back again at another time, for the affair which 
he wished to lay before his Eminence was in no wise pressing. 
Then he withdrew, courteously bowing to everybody. 

Narcisse Habert’s turn came almost immediately after- 
wards. However, before entering the throne-room he pressed 
Pierre’s hand, repeating, ‘So it is understood. I will go to 
see my cousin at the Vatican to-morrow, and directly I get a 
reply I will let you know. We shall meet again soon, I hope.’ 

It was now past twelve o’clock, and the only remaining 
visitor was one of the two old ladies who seemed to have 
fallen asleep. At his little secretarial table Don Vigilio still 
sat covering huge sheets of yellow paper with fine hand- 
writing, from which he only lifted his eyes at intervals to 
glance about him distrustfully, and make sure that nothing 
threatened him. 

In the mournful silence which fell around, Pierre lingered 
for yet another moment in the deep embrasure of the window. 
Ah! what anxiety consumed his poor tender, enthusiastic 
heart! On leaving Paris things had seemed so simple, so 
natural to him! He was unjustly accused, and he started off 
to defend himself, arrived and flung himself at the feet of the 
Holy Father, who listened to him indulgently. Did not the 
Pope personify living religion, intelligence to understand, 
justice based upon truth? And was he not, before aught else, 
the Father, the delegate of Divine forgiveness and mercy, 
with arms outstretched towards all the children of the Church, 
even the guilty ones? Was it not meet, then, that he should 
leave his door wide open so that the humblest of his sons 
might freely enter to relate their troubles, confess their trans- 
gressions, explain their conduct, imbibe comfort from the 
source of eternal lovingkindness ? And yet on the very first 
day of his, Pierre’s, arrival, the doors closed upon him with a 
bang ; he felt himself sinking into a hostile sphere, full of traps 
and pitfalls. One and all cried out to him ‘ Beware!’ as if he 
were incurring the greatest dangers in setting one foot before 
the other. His desire to see the Pope became an extraordinary 
pretension, so difficult of achievement that it sot the interests 
and passions and influences of the whole Vatican agog. And 
there was endless conflicting advice, long discussed manœu- 
vring, all the strategy of generals leading an army to victory, 
and fresh complications ever arising in the midst of a dim. 
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stealthy swarming of intrigues. Ah! good Lord! how dif. 
ferent all this was from the charitable reception that Pierre 
had anticipated: the pastor’s house standing open beside 
the high road for the admission of all the sheep of the flock, 
both those that were docile and those that had gone astray ! 

That which began to frighten Pierre, however, was the 
evil, the wickedness, which he could divine vaguely stirring 
inthe gloom: Cardinal Bergerot suspected, dubbed a Revolu- 
tionary, deemed so compromising that he, Pierre, was advised 
not to mention his name again! The young priest once more 
saw Cardinal Boccanera’s pout of disdain while speaking of 
his colleague. And then Monsignor Nani had warned him not 
to repeat those words ‘a new religion,’ as if it were not clear to 
everybody that they simply signified the return of Catholicism 
to the primitive purity of Christianity! Was that one of the 
crimes denounced to the Congregation of the Index? He had 
begun to suspect who his accusers were, and felt alarmed, for 
he was now conscious of secret subterranean plotting, a great 
stealthy effort to strike him down and suppress his work. All 
that surrounded him became suspicious. If he listened to 
advice and temporised, it was solely to follow the same politic 
course as his adversaries, to learn to know them before acting. 
He would spend a few days in meditation, in surveying and 
studying that black world of Rome which to him had proved 
so unexpected. But, at the same time, in the revolt of his 
apostle-like faith, he swore, even as he had said to Nani, that 
he would never yield, never change either a page or a line 
of his book, but maintain it in its integrity in the broad 
daylight as the unshakable testimony of his belief. Even 
were the book condemned by the Index, he would not tender 
submission, withdraw aught of it. And should it become 
necessary he would quit the Church, he would go even as far 
as schism, continuing to preach the new religion and writing 
a new book, ‘ Real Rome,’ such as he now vaguely began to 
espy. 

eue Don Vigilio had ceased writing, and gazed so 

fixedly at Pierre that the latter at last stepped up to him 
politely in order to take leave. And then the secretary, 
yielding, despite his fears, to a desire to confide in him, mur- 
mured, ‘He came simply on your account, you know; he 
wanted to ascertain the result of your interview with his 
Eminence.’ | 

Tt was not necessary for Don Vigilio to mention Nani by 
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name; Pierre understood. ‘Really, do you think so?’ ho 
asked, 

‘Oh ! there is no doubt of it. And if you take my advice 
you will do what he desires with a good grace, for it is abso- 
lutely certain that you will do it later on.’ | 

These words brought Pierre’s disquietude and exasperation 
to a climax. He went off with a gesture of defiance. They 
would see if he would ever yield. | 

The three anterooms which he again erossed appeared to 
him blacker, emptier, more lifeless than ever. In the second 
one Abbé Paparelli saluted him with a little silent bow; in 
the first the sleepy lackey did not even seemto see him. A 
spider was weaving its web between the tassels of the great 
red hat under the baldacchino. Would not the better course 
have been to set the pick at work amongst all that rotting 
past, now crumbling into dust, so that the sunlight might 
stream in freely and restore to the purified soil the fruitfulness 
of youth ? 


IV 


On the afternoon of that same day Pierre, having leisure before 
him, at once thought of beginning his peregrinations through 
Rome by a visit on which he had set his heart. Almost 
immediately after the publication of ‘New Rome’ he had been 
deeply moved and interested by a letter addressed to him from 
the Eternal City by old Count Orlando Prada, the hero of 
Italian independence and reunion, who, although unacquainted 
with him, had written spontaneously after a first hasty perusal 
of his book. And the-letter had been a flaming protest, a ery 
of the patriotic faith still young in the heart of that aged 
man, who accused him of having forgotten Italy and claimed 
Rome, the new Rome, for the country which was at last free and 
united. Correspondence had ensued, and the priest, while 
clinging to his dream of Neo-Catholicism saving the world, had 
from afar grown attached to the man who wrote to him with 
such glowing love of country and freedom. He had eventually 
informed him of his journey, and promised to call upon 
him. But the hospitality which he had accepted at the 
Boccanera mansion now seemed to him somewliat of an 
impediment ; for after Benedetta’s kindly, almost affectionate, 
greeting, he felt that he could not, on the very first day and 
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without warning her, sally forth to visit the father of the man 
from whom she had fled and from whom she now asked the 
Church to part her for ever. Moreover, old Orlando was 
actually living with his son in a little palazzo which the latter 
had erected at the farther end of the Via Venti Settembre. 

Before venturing on any step Pierre resolved to confide in 
the Contessina herself; and this seemed the easier as Viscount 
Philibert de la Choue had told him that the young woman 
still retained a filial feeling, mingled with admiration, for the 
old hero. And indeed, at the very first words which he 
uttered after lunch, Benedetta promptly retorted: ‘But go, 
Monsieur l'Abbé, go at once! Old Orlando, you know, is one 
of our national glories—you must not be surprised to hear me 
call him by his Christian name. All Italy does so, from pure 
affection and gratitude. For my part I grew up among 
people who hated him, who likened him to Satan. It was 
only later that I learned to know him, and then I loved him, 
for he is certainly the most just and gentle man in the world.’ 

She had begun to smile, but timid tears were moistening 
her eyes at the recollection, no doubt, of the year of suffering 
she had spent in her husband’s house, where her only peace- 
ful hours had been those passed with the old man. And 
in @ lower and somewhat tremulous voice she added: ‘ As 
you are going to see him, tell him from me that I still love 
him, and, whatever happens, shall never forget his goodness.’ 

So Pierre set out, and whilst he was driving in a cab 
towards the Via Venti Settembre, he recalled to mind the 
heroic story of old Orlando’s life which had been told him in 
Paris. It was like an epic poem, full of faith, bravery, and 
the disinterestedness of another age. 

Born of a noble house of Milan, Count Orlando Prada had 
learnt to hate the foreigner at such an early age that, when 
scarcely fifteen, he already formed part of a secret society, one 
of the ramifications of the antique Carbonarism. This hatred 
of Austrian domination had been transmitted from father to 
son through long years, from the olden days of revolt against 
servitude, when the conspirators met by stealth in abandoned 
huts, deep in the recesses of the forests ; and it was rendered 
the keener by the eternal dream of Italy delivered, restored to 
herself, transformed once more into a great sovereign nation, 
the worthy daughter of those who had’ conquered and ruled 
the world. Ah! that land of whilom glory, that unhappy, 
dismembered, parcelled Italy, the prey of a crowd of petty 
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tyrants, constantly invaded and appropriated by neighbouring 
nations—how superb and ardent was that dream to free her 
from such long opprobrium! To defeat the foreigner, drive 
out the despots, awaken the people from the base misery of 
slavery, to proclaim Italy free and Italy united—such was the 
passion which then inflamed the young with inextinguishable 
ardour, which made the youthful Orlando’s heart leap with 
enthusiasm. He spent his early years consumed by holy 
indignation, proudly and impatiently longing for an oppor- 
tunity to give his blood for his country, and to die for her if 
he could not deliver her. 

Quivering under the yoke, wasting his time in sterile con- 
spiracies, he was living in retirement in the old family residence 
at Milan, when, shortly after his marriage and his twenty- 
fifth birthday, tidings came to him of the flight of Pius IX 
and the Revolution of Rome.! And at once he quitted every- 
thing, wife and hearth, and hastened to Rome as if summoned 
thither by the call of destiny. This was the first time 
that he set out scouring the roads for the attainment of 
independence; and how frequently, yet again and again, was 
he to start upon fresh campaigns, never wearying, never dis- 
heartened! And now it was that he became acquainted with 
Mazzini, and for a moment was inflamed with enthusiasm 
for that mystical unitarian republican. He himself indulged 
in an ardent dream of a Universal Republic, adopted the 
Mazzinian device, ‘Dio e popolo’ (God and the people), and 
followed the procession which wended its way with great 
pomp through insurrectionary Rome. The time was one of 
vast hopes, one when people already felt a need of renovated 
religion, and looked to the coming of a humanitarian Christ 
who would redeem the world yet once again. But before long 
a man, a captain of the ancient days, Giuseppe Garibaldi, 
whose epic glory was dawning, made Orlando entirely his own, 
transformed him into a soldier whose sole cause was freedom 
and union. Orlando loved Garibaldi as though the latter 
were a demi-god, fought beside him in defence of Republican 
Rome, took part in the victory of Rieti over the Neapolitans, 
and followed the stubborn patriot in his retreat when he 
sought to succour Venice, compelled as he was to relinquish 
the Eternal City to the French army of General Oudinot, who 


1 It was on November 24, 1848, that the Pope fled to Gaeta, consequent 
ae the|insurrection which had broken out nine days previously.— 
Tans. 
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came thither to reinstate Pius IX. And what an extraordi- 
nary and madly heroic adventure was that of Garibaldi and 
Venice! Venice, which Manin, another great patriot, a 
martyr, had again transformed into a republican city, and 
which for long months had been resisting the Austrians! 
And Garibaldi starts with a handful of men to deliver the 
city, charters thirteen fishing barks, loses eight in a naval 
engagement, is compelled to return to the Roman shores, and 
there in all wretchedness is bereft of his wife, Anita, whose 
eyes he closes before returning to America, where, once before, 
he had awaited the hour of insurrection. Ah! that land of 
Italy, which in those days rumbled from end to end with the 
internal fire of patriotism, where men of faith and courage 
arose in every city, where riots and insurrections burst forth 
on all sides like eruptions—it continued, in spite of every check, 
its invincible march to freedom ! 

Orlando returned to his young wife at Milan, and for two 
years lived there, almost in concealment, devoured by impa- 
tience for the glorious morrow which was so long in coming. 
Amidst his fever a gleam of happiness softened his heart; a 
son, Luigi, was born to him, but the birth killed the mother, 
and joy was turned into mourning. Then, unable to remain 
any longer at Milan, where he was spied upon, tracked by the 
police, suffering also too grievously from the foreign occupa- 
tion, Orlando decided to realise the little fortune remaining to 
him, and to withdraw to Turin, where an aunt of his wife 
took charge of the child. Count di Cavour, like a great states- 
man, was then already seeking to bring about independence, 
preparing Piedmont for the decisive rôle which it was destined 
to play. It was the time when King Victor Emmanuel 
evinced flattering cordiality towards all the refugees who came 
to him from every part of Italy, even those whom he knew to 
be republicans, compromised and flying the consequences of 
popular insurrection. The rough, shrewd House of Savoy 
had long been dreaming of bringing about Italian unity to the 
profit of the Piedmontese monarchy, and Orlando well knew 
under what master he was taking service; butin him the repub- 
lican already went behind the patriot, and indeed he had 
begun to question the possibility of a united republican Italy, 
placed under the protectorate of a liberal Pope, as Mazzini 
had at one time dreamed. Was that not indeed a chimera 
beyond realisation which would devour generation after gene- 
ration if one obstinately continued to pursue it? For his 
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part, he did not wish to die without having slept in Rome as 
one of the conquerors. Even if liberty was to be lost, he 
desired to see his country united and erect, returning once 
more to life in the full sunlight. And so it was with feverish 
happiness that he enlisted at the outset of the war of 1859 ; 
and his heart palpitated with such force as almost to rend his 
breast, when, after Magenta, he entered Milan with the French 
army—Milan which he had quitted eight years previously, like 
an exile,in despair. The treaty of Villafranca which followed 
Solferino proved a bitter deception: Venetia was not secured, 
Venice remained enthralled. Nevertheless the Milanese was 
conquered from the foe, and then Tuscany and the duchies of 
Parma and Modena voted for annexation. So, at all events, 
the nucleus of the Italian star was formed; the country had 
begun to build itself up afresh around victorious Piedmont. 

© Then, in the following year, Orlando plunged into epopœia 
once more. Garibaldi had returned from his two sojourns in 
America, with the halo of a legend round him—paladin-like 
feats in the pampas of Uruguay, an extraordinary passage 
from Canton to Lima—and he had returned to take part in 
the war of 1859, forestailing the French army, overthrowing 
en Austrian marshal, and entering Como, Bergamo, and 
Brescia. And now, all at once, folks heard that he had 
landed at Marsala with only a thousand men—the Thousand 
of Marsala, the ever illustrious handful of braves! Orlando 
fought in the first rank, and Palermo after three days’ resist- 
ance was carried. Becoming the dictator’s favourite lieu- 
tenant, he helped him to organise a government, then crossed 
the straits with him, and was beside him on the triumphal 
entry into Naples, whose king had fled. There was mad 
audacity and valour at that time, an explosion of the inevitable ; 
and all sorts of supernatural stories were current—Garibaldi 
invulnerable, protected better by his red shirt than by the 
strongest armour, Garibaldi routing opposing armies like an 
archangel, by merely brandishing his flaming sword! The 
Piedmontese on their side had defeated General Lamoriciére 
at Castelfidardo, and were invading the States of the Church. 
And Orlando was there when the dictator, abdicating power, 
signed the decreas which annexed the Two Sicilies to the 
Crown of Italy; even as subsequently he took part in that 
forlorn attempt on Rome, when the rageful cry was ‘Rome or 
Death 1’—an attempt which came to a tragic issue at 
Aspromonte, when the little army was dispersed by the Italian 
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troops, and Garibaldi, wounded, was taken prisoner, and sent 
back to the solitude of his island of Caprera, where he became 
but a fisherman and a tiller of the rocky soil.! 

Six years of waiting again went by, and Orlando still dwelt 
at Turin, even after Florence has been chosen as the new 
capital. The Senate had acclaimed Victor Emmanuel, King 
of Italy; and Italy was indeed almost built, it lacked only 
Rome and Venice. But the great battles seemed all over, the 
epic era was closed ; Venice was to be won by defeat. Orlando 
took part in the unlucky battle of Custozza, where he received 
two wounds, full of furious grief at the thought that Austria 
should be triumphant. But at that same moment the latter, 
defeated at Sadowa, relinquished Venetia, and five months 
later Orlando satisfied his desire to be in Venice participating 
in the joy of triumph, when Victor Emmanuel made his entry 
amidst the frantic acclamations of the people. Rome alone 
remained to be won,.and wild impatience urged allItaly towards 
the city; but friendly France had sworn to maintain tho 
Pope, and this acted as a check. Then, for the third time, 
Garibaldi dreamt of renewing the feats of the old-world 
legends, and threw himself upon Rome like a soldier of 
fortune illumined by patriotism and free from every tie. And 
for the third time Orlando shared in that fine heroic madness 
destined to be vanquished at Mentana by the Pontifical 
Zouaves supported by a small French corps. Again wounded, 
he came back to Turin in almost a dying condition. But, 
though his spirit quivered, he had to resign himself; the 
situation seemed to have no outlet; only an upheaval of the 
nations could give Rome to Italy. 

All at once the thunderclap of Sedan, of the downfall of 
France, resounded through the world; and then the road to 
Rome lay open, and Orlando, having returned to service in 
the regular army, was with the troops who took up position in 
the Campagna to insure the safety of the Holy See, as was 
said in the letter which Victor Emmanuel wrote to Pius IX. 


1 M. Zola’s brief but glowing account of Garibaldi’s glorious achieve- 
ments has stirred many memorics in my mind. My uncle, Frank 
Vizetelly, the war artist of the Illustrated London News, whose bones 
lie bleaching somewhere in the Soudan, was one of Garibaldi’s constant 
companions throughout the memorable campaign of the Two Sicilies, 
and afterwards he went with him to Caprera. Later, in 1870, my 
brother, Edward Vizetelly, acted as orderly officer to the general when 
he offered the help of his sword to Franco,—Trans. 
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There was, however, but the shadow of an engagement: 
General Kanzler’s Pontifical Zouaves were compelled to fall 
back, and Orlando was one of the first to enter the city by the 
breach of the Porta Pia. Ah! that twentieth of September— 
- that day when he experienced the greatest happiness of his 
life—a day of delirium, of complete triumph, which realised the 
dream of so many years of terrible contest, the dream for 
which he had sacrificed rest and fortune, and given both body 
and mind! 

Then came more than ten happy years in conquered Rome 
—in Rome adored, flattered, treated with all tenderness, like a 
woman in whom one has placed one’s entire hope. From her 
he awaited so much national vigour, such a marvellous resur- 
rection of strength and glory for the endowment of the young 
nation. Old Republican, old insurrectional soldier that he 
was, he had been obliged to adhere to the monarchy, and 
accept a senatorship. But then did not Garibaldi himself— 
Garibaldi his divinity—likewise call upon the king and sit in 
parliament? Mazzini alone, rejecting all compromises, was 
unwilling to rest content with a united and independent Italy 
that was not republican. Moreover, another consideration 
influenced Orlando, the future of his son Luigi, who had 
attained his eighteenth birthday shortly after the occupation 
of Rome. Though he, Orlando, could manage with the crumbs 
which remained of the fortune he had expended in his country’s 
service, he dreamt of a splendid destiny for the child of his 
heart. Realising that the heroic age was over, he desired to 
make a great politician of him, a great administrator, a man 
who should be useful to the mighty nation of the morrow ; and 
it was on this account that he had not rejected royal favour, 
the reward of long devotion, desiring, as“he did, to be in a 
position to help, watch, and guide Luigi. Besides, was he 
himself so old, so used-up, as to be unable to assist in organi- 
sation, even as he had assisted in conquest? Struck by his 
son’s quick intelligence in business matters, perhaps also 
instinctively divining that the battle would now continue on 
financial and economic grounds, he obtained him employment 
at the Ministry of Finances. And again he himself lived on 
dreaming, still enthusiastically believing in a splendid future, 
overflowing with boundless hope, seeing Rome double her 
population, grow and spread with a wild vegetation of new 
districts, and once more, in his loving, enraptured eyes, 
become the queen of the world. 
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But all at once came a thunderbolt. One morning, as he 
was going downstairs, Orlando was stricken with paralysis. 
Both his legs suddenly became lifeless, as heavy as lead. It 
was necessary to carry him up again, and never since had he 
set foot on the street pavement. At that time he had just 
completed his fifty-sixth year, and for fourteen years since he 
had remained in his armchair, as motionless as stone, he who 
had so impetuously trod every battlefield of Italy. It was a 
pitiful business, the collapse of a hero. And worst of all, from 
that room where he was for ever imprisoned, the old soldier 
beheld the slow crumbling of all his hopes, and fell into dis- 
mal melancholy, full of unacknowledged fear for the future. 
Now that the intoxication of action no longer dimmed hig 
eyes, now that he spent his long and empty days in thought, 
his vision became clear. Italy, which he had desired to see 
so powerful, so triumphant in her unity, was acting madly, 
rushing to ruin, possibly to bankruptcy. Rome, which to 
him had ever been the one necessary capital, the city of 
unparalleled glory, requisite for the sovereign people of to-mor- 
row, seemed unwilling to take upon herself the part of a great 
modern metropolis; heavy as a corpse she weighed with all 
her centuries on the bosom of the young nation. Moreover, 
his son Luigi distressed him. Rebellious to all guidance, the 
young man had become one of the devouring offsprings of 
conquest, eager to despoil that Italy, that Rome, which his father 
seemed to have desired solely in order that he might pillage 
them and batten on them. Orlando had vainly opposed Luigi’s 
departure from the ministry, his participation in the frantic 
speculations on land and house property to which the mad 
building of the new districts had given rise. But at the same 
time he loved his son, and was reduced to silence, especially 
now when everything had succeeded with Luigi, even his most 
risky financial ventures, such as the transformation of the 
Villa Montefiori into a perfect town—a colossal enterprise in 
which many of great wealth had been ruined, but whence he 
himself had emerged with millions. And it was in part for 
thisreason that Orlando, sad and silent, had obstinately restricted 
himself to one small room on the third floor of the little palazzo 
erected by Luigiin the Via Venti Settembre—a room where 
he lived cloistered with a single servant, subsisting on his own 
seanty income, and accepting nothing but that modest hospi- 
tality from his son. 

3 
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! As Pierre reached that new Via Venti Settembre! which 
climbs the side and summit of the Viminal hill, he was struck. 
by the heavy sumptuousness of the new ‘palaces,’ which 
betokened among the moderns the same taste for the huge- 
that marked the ancient Romans. In the warm afternoon 
glow, blent of purple and old gold, the broad, triumphant 
thoroughfare, with its endless rows of white housefronts, bore 
witness to new Rome’s proud hope of futurity and sovereign 
power. And Pierre fairly gasped when he beheld the Palazzo 
delle Finanze, or Treasury, a gigantic erection, a cyclopean 
cube with a profusion of columns, balconies, pediments, and 
sculptured work, to which the building mania had given birth 
in a day of immoderate pride, And on the other side of the 
street, a little higher up, before reaching the Villa Bonaparte, 
stood Count Prada’s little palazzo. bor > 

After discharging his driver, Pierre for a moment remained 
somewhat embarrassed. .The door was open, and he entered 
the vestibule; but, as at the mansion in the Via Giulia, no 
door porter or servant was to be seen. So he had to make up 
his mind to ascend the monumental stairs, which with their 
marble balustrades seemed to be copied, on a smaller scale, 
from those of the Palazzo Boccanera. And there was much 
the same cold bareness, tempered, however, by a carpet and 
red door-hangings, which contrasted vividly with the while 
stucco of the walls. The reception rooms, sixteen feet high, 
were on the first floor, and as a door chanced to be ajar he 
caught a glimpse of two salons, one following the other, and 
both displaying quite modern richness, with a profusion of 
silk and velvet hangings, gilt furniture, and lofty mirrors 
reflecting a pompous assemblage of stands and tables. And 
still there was nobody, not a soul, in that seemingly forsaken 
abode, which exhaled nought of woman’s presence. Indeed 
Pierre was on the point of going down again to ring, when a 
footman at last presented himself, 

‘ Count Prada, if you please.’ 

The servant silently surveyed the little priest, and seemed 
to understand. ‘The father or the son ?’ he asked. 

* The father, Count Orlando Prada.’ 

‘Oh! that’s on the third floor.’ And he condescended to 
add: ‘The little door on the right-hand side of the landing. 
Knock loudly if you wish to be admitted.’ is 

1 The name—Twentieth September Street—was given to the 


thoroughfare to commemorate the date of the occupation of Rome by 
Victor Eramanuel's army.— Trans, 
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Pierre indeed had to knock twice, and then a little 
withered old man of military appearance, a former soldier 
who had remained in the Count’s service, opened the door and 
apologised for the delay by saying that he had been attending 
to his master’s legs. Immediately afterwards he announced 
the visitor, and the latter, after passing through a dim and 
‘narrow anteroom, was lost in amazement on finding himself 
in a relatively small chamber, extremely bare and bright, 
with wall-paper of a light hue studded with tiny blue flowers. 
Behind a screen was an iron bedstead, the soldier’s pallet, and 
there was no other furniture than the armchair in which the 
cripple spent his days, with a table of black wood placed near 
him, and covered with books and papers, and two old straw- 
seated chairs which served for the accommodation of the 
infrequent visitors. A few planks, fixed to one of the walls, 
did duty as book-shelves. However, the broad, clear, curtain- 
less window overlooked the most admirable panorama of 
Rome that could be desired. 

Then the room disappeared from before Pierre’s eyes, and 
with a sudden shock of deep emotion he only beheld old 
Orlando, the old blanched lion, still superb, broad and tall. 
A forest of white hair crowned his powerful head, with its 
thick mouth, fleshy broken nose, and large, sparkling black 
eyes. A long white beard streamed down with the vigour ot 
youth, curling like that of an ancient god. By that leonine 
muzzle one divined what great passions had growled within ; 
but all, carnal and intellectual alike, had erupted in patriotism, 
in wild bravery, and riotous love of independence. And the 
old stricken. hero, his torso still erect, was fixed there on 
his straw-seated armchair, with lifeless legs buried beneath a 
black wrapper. Alone did his arms and hands live, and his 
face beam with strength and intelligence. >. 

Orlando turned towards his servant, and gently said to 
him : ‘ You can go away, Bastista. Come back in a couple of 
hours.’ Then, looking Pierre fuil in the face, he exclaimed 
in a voice which was still sonorous despite his seventy years: 
‘So it’s you at last, my dear Monsieur Froment, and we shall 
be able to chat at our ease. There, take that chair, and sit 
down in front of me.’ 

. He had noticed the glance of surprise which the young 

priest had cast upon the bareness of the room, and he gaily 

added: ‘You will excuse me for receiving you in my cell. 

Yes, I live here like a monk, like an old invalided soldier, 
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henceforth withdrawn from active life. My son long begged 
me to take one of the fine rooms downstairs. But what would 
have been the use of it? I have no needs, and I scarcely care 
for feather beds, for my old bones are accustomed to the hard 
ground. And then too I have such a fine view up here, all 
Rome presenting herself to me, now that I can no longer go 
to her.’ 

With a wave of the hand towards the window he sought 
to hide the embarrassment, the slight flush which came to 
him each time that he thus excused his son ; unwilling as he 
was to tell the true reason, the scruple of probity which had 
made him obstinately cling to his bare pauper’s lodging. 

‘But it is very nice, the view is superb!’ declared Pierre, 
in order to please him. ‘I am for my own part very glad to 
see you, very glad to be able to grasp your valiant hands, 
which accomplished so many great things.’ 

Orlando made a fresh gesture, as though to sweep the past 
away. ‘Pooh! pooh! all that is dead and buried. Let us 
talk about you, my dear Monsieur Froment, you who are 
young and represent the present; and especially about your 
book, which represents the future! Ah! if you only knew 
how angry your book, your “New Rome,” made me first of 
all !? 

He began to laugh, and took the book from off the table 
near him ; then, tapping on its cover with his big broad hand, 
he continued: ‘No, you cannot imagine with what starts of 
protest I read your book. The Pope, and again the Pope, and 
always the Pope! New Rome to be created by the Pope and 
for the Pope, to triumph thanks to the Pope, to be given to the 
Pope, and to fuse its glory in the glory of the Pope! But 
what aboutus? WhataboutItaly? Whataboutall the millions 
which we have spent in order to make Rome a great capital ? 
Ah! only a Frenchman, and a Frenchman of Paris, could 
have written such a book! Butlet me tell you, my dear sir, 
if you are ignorant of it, that Rome has become the capital of 
the kingdom of Italy, that we here have King Humbert, and 
the Italian people, a whole nation which must be taken into 
account, and which means to keep Rome—glorious, resusci- 
tated Rome—for itself!’ 

This juvenile ardour made Pierre laugh in turn: ‘ Yes, 
yes,’ said he, ‘ you wrote me that. Only what does it matter 
from my point of view? Italy is but one nation, a part of 
humanity, and I desire concord and fraternity among all the 
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nations, mankind reconciled, believing and happy. Of what 
consequence, then, is any particular form of government, 
monarchy or republic, of what consequence is any question of 
a united and independent country, if all mankind forms but 
one free people subsisting on truth and justice ? ? 

To only one word of this enthusiastic outburst did Orlando 
pay attention. In a lower tone, and with a dreamy air, he 
resumed: ‘ Ah!a republic. In my youth I ardently desired 
one. I fought for one; I conspired with Mazzini, a saintly 
man, a believer, who was shattered by collision with the 
absolute. And then, too, one had to bow to practical neces- 
sities; the most obstinate ended by submitting. And nowa- 
days would a republic save us? In any case it would differ 
but little from our parliamentary monarchy. Just think 
of what goes on in France! And so why risk a revolution 
which would place power in the hands of the extreme revolu- 
tionists, the anarchists? We fear all that, and this explains 
our resignation. J know very well that a few think they can 
detect salvation in a republican federation, a reconstitution of 
all the former little states in so many republics, over which 
Rome would preside. The Vatican would gain largely by any 
such transformation ; still one cannot say that it endeavours 
to bring it about; it simply regards the eventuality without 
disfavour. But it is a dream, a dream!’ 

At this Orlando’s gaiety came back to him, with even a 
little gentle irony : ‘ You don’t know, I suppose, what it was 
that took my fancy in your book—for, in spite of all my pro- 
tests, I have read it twice. Well, what pleased me was that 
Mazzini himself might almost have written it at one time. 
Yes! I found all my youth again in your pages, all the wild 
hope of my twenty-fifth year, the new religion of a humani- 
tarian Christ, the pacification of the world effected by the 
Gospel! Are you aware that, long before your time, Mazzini 
desired the renovation of Christianity? He set dogma and 
discipline on one side and only retained morals, And it was 
new Rome, the Rome of the people, which he would have 
given as see to the universal Church, in which all the churches 
of the past were to be fused—Rome, the eternal and pre- 
destined city, the mother and queen, whose domination was 
to arise anew to insure the definitive happiness of mankind ! 
Is it not curious that all the present-day neo-Catholicism, the 
vague spiritualistic awakening, the evolution towards com- 
munion and Christian charity, with which some are making so 
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much stir, should be simply a return of the mystical and 
humanitarian ideas of 1848? Alas! I saw all that, I believed 
and burned, and I know in what a fine mess those flights into 
the azure of mystery landed us! So it cannot be helped, I 
lack confidence.’ — | 

Then, as Pierre on his side was growing impassioned 
and sought to reply, he stopped him: ‘No, let me finish. I 
only want ts convince you how absolutely necessary it was 
that we should take Rome and make her the capital of Italy. 
Without Rome new Italy could not have existed; Rome repre- 
sented the glory of ancient time; in her dust lay the sovereign 
power which we wished to re-establish ; she brought strength, 
beauty, eternity to those who possessed her. Standing in the 
middle of our country, she was its heart, and must assuredly 
become its life as soon as she should be awakened from the 
long sleep of ruin. Ah! how we desired her, amidst victory 
and amidst defeat, through years and years of frightful 
impatience! For my part I loved her, and longed for her, 
far more than for any woman, with my blood burning, and in 
despair that I should be growing old. And when we possessed 
her, our folly was a desire to behold her huge, magnificent, 
and commanding all at once, the equal of the other great 
capitals of Europe—Berlin, Paris, and London. Look ather ! 
she is still my only love, my ouly consolation now that I am 
virtually dead, with nothing alive in me but my eyes.’ 

With the same gesture as before, he directed Pierre’s 
attention to the window. Under the glowing sky Rome 
stretched out in its immensity, empurpled and gilded by the 
slanting sunrays. Acyoss the horizon, far, far away, the 
trees of the Janiculum stretched a green girdle, of a limpid 
emerald hue, whilst the dome of St. Peter’s, more to the left, 
showed palely blue, like a sapphire bedimmed by too bright a 
light. Then came the low town, the old ruddy city, baked 
as it were by centuries of burning summers, soft to the eye and 
beautiful with the deep life of the past, an unbounded chaos 
of roofs, gables, towers, campanili, and cupolas. But, in the 
foreground under the window, there was the new city—that 
which had been building for the last five and twenty yeats— 
huge blocks of masonry piled up side by sido, still white with 
plaster, neither the sun nor history having as yet robed them 
in purple. And in particular the roofs of the colossal Palazzo 
dello Finanze had a disastrous effect, spreading out like far, 
bare steppes of cruel hideousness. And it was upon the 
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‘desolation and abomination of all the newly-erected piles that 
‘the eyes of the old soldier of conquest at last rested. 

Silence ensued. Pierre felt the faint chill of hidden, 
unacknowledged sadness pass by, and courteously waited. 

‘I must beg your pardon for having interrupted you just 
now,” resumed Orlando; ‘but it seems to me that we cannot 
talk about your book to any good purpose until you have seen 
and studied Rome closely. You only arrived yesterday, did 
you not? Well, stroll about the city, look at things, ques- 
‘tion people, and I think that many of your ideas will change. 
T shall particularly like to know your impression of the 
Vatican since you have come ‘here solely to sce the Pope 
‘and defend your book against the Index. Why should we 
discuss things to-day, if facts themselves are calculated to 
bring you to other views, far more readily than the finest 
speeches which I might make? It is understood, you will 
come to ses me again, and we shall then know what we aïe 
talking about, and, maybe, agree together.’ 

‘Why certainly, you are too kind,’ replied Pierre. ‘TI only 
came to-day to express my gratitude to you for having read 
‘my book so attentively, and to pay homage to one of the 
glories of Italy” 

Orlando was not listening, but remained for à moment 
‘absorbed in thought, with his eyes still resting upon Rome. And 
overcome, despite himself, by secret disquietude, he resumed in 
alow voice-as though making an involuntary confession: ‘ We 
have gone too fast, nodoubt, There were expenses of undeni- 
able utility—the roads, ports, and railways, And it was neces- 
sary to arm the country also; I did not at first ‘disapprove of 
the heavy military burden. But since then how crushing 
has been the war budget—a war which has never come, and 
the long wait for which has ruined us. Ah! I have always 
been the friend of France. I only reproach her with one thing, 
that she has failed to understand the position in which we 
were placed, the vital reasons which compelled us to ally our- 
selves with Germany. And then there are the thousand 
millions of live! swallowed up in Rome! That was the real 
madness; pride and enthusiasm led us astray. Old and 
solitary as I’ve been for many years now, given to deep reflec- 
tion, I was one of the first to divine the pitfall, the frightful 
financial crisis, the deficit which would bring about the 
collapse of the nation. I shouted if from the housetops, to 
‘ ee 1 40,000,0007. 
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my son, to all who came near me; but what was the use? 
They didn’t listen ; they were mad, still buying and selling 
and building, with no thought but for gambling booms and 
bubbles. But you'll see, you’ll see. And the worst is that 
we are not situated as you are ; we haven’t a reserve of men 
and money in a dense peasant population, whose thrifty 
savings are always at hand to fill up the gaps caused by big 
catastrophes. There is no social rise among our people as yet; 
fresh men don’t spring up out of the lower classes to re-invi- 
gorate the national blood, as they constantly ao in your country. 
And, besides, the people are poor; they have no stockings to 
empty. The misery is frightful, I must admit it. Those 
who have any money prefer to spend it in the towns in a 
petty way rather than to risk it in agricultural or manufac- 
turing enterprise. Factories are but slowly built, and the land 
is almost everywhere tilled in the same primitive manner as 
it was two thousand years ago. And then, too, take Rome— 
Rome, which didn’t make Italy, but which Italy made its 
capital to satisfy an ardent, overpowering desire—Rome, which 
is still but a splendid bit of scenery, picturing the glory of the 
centuries, and which, apart from its historical splendour, has 
only given us its degenerate papal population, swollen with 
ignorance and pride! Ah! I loved Rome too well, and I 
still love it too well to regret being now within its walls. But, 
good heavens! what insanity its acquisition brought us, 
what piles of money it has cost us, and how heavily and 
triumphantly it weighs us down! Look! look!’ 

He waved his hand as he spoke towards the livid roofs of 
the Palazzo delle Finanze, that vast and desolate steppe, as 
though he could see the harvest of glory all stripped off and 
bankruptcy appear with its fearful, threatening bareness. 
Restrained tears were dimming his eyes, and he looked 
superbly pitiful with his expression of baffled hope and 
grievous disquietude, with his huge white head, the muzzle 
of an old blanched lion henceforth powerless and caged in that 
bare, bright room, whose poverty-stricken aspect was instinct 
with so much pride that it seemed,. as it were, a protest 
against the monumental splendour of the whole surrounding 
district! So those were the purposes to which the conquest 
had been put! And to think that he was impotent, hence- 
forth unable to give his blood and his soul as he had done in 
the days gone by. 

‘Yes, yes,’ he exclaimed in a final outburst; ‘one gave 
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everything, heart and brain, one’s whole life indeed, so long 
as it was a question of making the country one and indepen- 
dent. But, now that the country is ours, just try to stir up 
enthusiasm for the reorganisation of its finances! There’s 
no ideality in that! And this explains why, whilst the old 
ones are dying off, not a new man comes to the front among 
the young ones——’ 

All at once he stopped, looking somewhat embarrassed, 
yet smiling at his feverishness. ‘Excuse me,’ he said, ‘I’m 
off again, I’m incorrigible. But it’s understood, we'll leave 
that subject alone, and you'll come back here, and we'll chat 
together when you’ve seen everything.’ 

From that moment he showed himself extremely pleasant, 
and it was apparent to Pierre that he regretted having said so 
much, by the seductive affability and growing affection which 
he now displayed. He begged the young priest to prolong 
his sojourn, to abstain from all hasty judgments on Rome, 
and to rest convinced that, at bottom, Italy still loved 
France. And he was also very desirous that France should 
love Italy, and displayed genuine anxiety at the thought that 
perhaps she loved her no more. As at the Boccanera 
mansion, on the previous evening, Pierre realised that an 
attempt was being made to persuade him to admiration 
and affection. Like a susceptible woman with secret misgiv- 
ings respecting the attractive power of her beauty, Italy was 
all anxiety with regard to the opinion of her visitors, and 
strove to win and retain their love. 

However, Orlando again became impassioned when he learnt 
that Pierre was staying at the Boccanera mansion, and he 
made a gesture of extreme annoyance on hearing, at that very 
moment, a knock at the outer door. ‘Come in!’ he called ; 
but at the same time he detained Pierre, saying, ‘No, no, 
don’t go yet; I wish to know——’ 

But a lady came in—a woman of over forty, short and 
extremely plump, and still attractive with her small features 
and pretty smile swamped in fat. She was a blonde, with 
green limpid eyes; and, fairly well dressed in a sober, nicely 
fitting mignonette gown, she looked at once pleasant, modest, 
and shrewd. 


oe Ah} it’s you, Stefana,’ said the old man, letting her kiss 


‘Yes, uncle, I was passing by and came up to see bow 
you were getting on.’ 
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‘he visitor was the Signora Sacco, niece of Prada and a 
Neapolitan by birth, her mother having quitted Milan to 
marry a certain Pagani, a Neapolitan banker, who had after- 
wards failed. Subsequent to that disaster Stefana had 
married Sacco, then merely a petty post-office clerk. Ie, 
later on, wishing to revive his father-in-law’s business, had 
launched into all sorts of terrible, complicated, suspicious 
affairs, which by unforeseen luck had ended in his election as 
a deputy. Since he had arrived in Rome, to conquer the city 
in his turn, his wife had been compelled to assist his devour- 
ing ambition by dressing well and opening a salon; and, 
although she was still a little awkward, she rendered him 
many real services, being very economical and -prudent, a 
thorough good housewife, with all the sterling substantial 
qualities of Northern Italy which she had inherited from her 
mother, and which showed conspicuously beside the tur- 
bulence and carelessness of her husband, in whom flared 
Southern Italy with its perpetual, rageful appetite. 

Despite his contempt for Sacco, old Orlando had retained 
some affection for his niece, in whose veins flowed blood 
similar to his own. He thanked her for her kind inquiries, 
and then at once spoke of an announcement which he had read 
in the morning papers, for he suspected that the deputy had 
sent his wife to ascertain his opinion. 

‘ Well, and that ministry ?’ he asked. | 

The Signora had seated herself and made no haste to reply, 
but glanced at the newspapers strewn over the table. ‘Oh! 
nothing is settled yet,’ she at last responded ; ‘ the newspapers 
spoke out too soon. ‘The Prime Minister sent for Sacco, and 
they had a talk together. But Sacco hesitates a good deal ; he 
fears that he has no aptitude for the Department of Agriculture. 
Ah! if it were only the Finances—— However, in any case, 
he would not have come to a decision without consulting you. 
What do you think of it, uncle?’ 

He interrupted her with a violent wave of the hand: ‘No, 
no, I won't mix myself upin such matters!’ 

To him the rapid success of that adventurer Sacco, that 
schemer and gambler who had always fished in troubled waters, 
was an abomination, the beginning of theend. His son Luigi 
cortainly distressed him ; but it was even worse to think that— 
whilst Luigi, with his great intelligence and many remaining 
fine qualities, was nothing at all—Sacco, on the other hand, 
Sacco, blunderhead and ever-famished battener that he was, 
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had not merely slipped into Parliament, but was now, it seemed, 
on the point of securing office! A little, swarthy, dry man he 
was, with big round eyes, projecting cheekbones, and promi- 
nent chin. Ever dancing and chattering, he was gifted with 
a showy eloquence, a!l the force of which lay in his voice—a 
voice which at will became admirably powerful or gentle! 
And withal an insinuating man, profiting by every opportunity, 
wheedling and commanding by turn. | 

- (You hear, Stefana,’ said Orlando ; ‘tell your husband that 
the only advice I have to give him is to return to his clerkship 
at the post-office, where perhaps he may be of use.’ 

What particularly filled the old soldier with indignation 
and despair was that such a man, a Sacco, should have fallen 
like a bandit on Rome—on that Rome whose conquest had cost 
so many noble efforts. And in his turn Sacco was conquering 
the city, was carrying it off from those who had won it by such 
hard toil, and was simply using it to satisfy his wild passion’ 
for power and its attendant enjoyments. Beneath his wheed- 
ling air there was-the determination to devour everything. 
After the victory, while the spoil lay there, still warm, the 
wolves had come. It was the North that had made Italy, 
whereas the South, eager for the quarry, simply rushed upon 
the country, preyed upon it. And beneath the anger of the 
old stricken hero of Italian unity there was indeed all the 
growingantagonism of the North towards the South—the North 
industrious, economical, shrewd in politics, enlightened, full 
of all the great modern ideas, and the South ignorant and idle, 
bent on enjoying life immediately, amidst childish disorder in 
action, and an empty show of fine sonorous words. 

Stefana had begun to smile in a placid way while glancing 
at Pierre, who had approached the window. ‘Oh; you say that, 
uncle,’ she responded ; ‘ but you love us well all-the same, and 
more than once you have given me myself some good advice, 
for which I’m very thankful to you. For instance, there's 
that affair of Attilio’s ——’ 

She was alluding to her son, the lieutenant, and his love 
affair with Celia, the little Princess Buongiovanni, of which all 
the drawing-rooms, white and black alike, were talking. 

‘ Attilio—that’s another matter!’ exclaimed Orlando. 
‘He and you are both of the samo blood as myself, and it's 
wonderful how I see myself again in that finefellow. Yes, he 
is just the same as I was at his age, good-looking and brave 
and enthusiastic! I’m paying myself compliments, you see. 
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But, really now, Attilio warms my heart, for he is the future, 
and brings me back some hope. Well, and what about his 
affair?’ 

‘Oh! it gives us alot of worry, uncle. I spoke to you 
about it before, but you shrugged your shoulders, saying that 
in matters of that kind all that the parents had to do was to 
let the lovers settle their affairs between them. Still, we 
don’t want everybody to repeat that we are urging our son to 
get the little princess to elope with him, so that he may after- 
wards marry her money and title.’ 

At this Orlando indulged in a frank outburst of gaiety : 
‘That’s a fine scruple! Was it your husband who in- 
structed you to tell me of it? I know, however, that he 
affects some delicacy in this matter. For my own part, I 
believe myself to be as honest as he is, and I can only repeat 
that, if I had a son like yours, so straightforward and good, 
and candidly loving, I should let him marry whomsoever he 
pleased in his own way. The Buongiovannis—good heavens ! 
the Buongiovannis—why, despite all their rank and lineage 
and the money they still possess, it will be a great honour for 
them to have a handsome young man with a noble heart as 
their son-in-law !’ 

Again did Stefana assume an expression of placid satis- 
faction. She had certainly only come there for approval. 
‘Very well, uncle,’ she replied, ‘I’ll repeat that to my husband, 
and he will pay great attention to it; for if you are severe 
towards him he holds you in perfect veneration. And as for 
that ministry—well, perhaps nothing will be done, Sacco will 
decide according to circumstances.’ 

She rose and took her leave, kissing the old soldier very 
affectionately as on her arrival. And she complimented him 
on his good looks, declaring that she found him as handsome 
as ever, and making him smile by speaking of a lady who was 
still madly in love with him. Then, after acknowledging the 
young priest’s silent salutation by a slight bow, she went off, 
once more wearing her modest and sensible air. 

For a moment Orlando, with his eyes turned towards the 
door, remained silent, again sad, reflecting no doubt on all 
the difficult, equivocal present, so different from the glorious 
past. But all at once he turned to Pierre, who was still wait- 
ing. ‘And so, my friend,’ said he, ‘you are staying at the 
Palazzo Boccanera? Ah! what a grievous misfortune there 
has been on that side too!’ 
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However, when the priest had told him of his conversation 
with Benedetta, and of her message that she still loved him 
and would never forget his goodness to her, no matter what- 
ever happened, he appeared moved and his voice trembled: 
‘Yes, she has a good heart, she has no spite. But what 
would you have? She did not love Luigi, and he was possibly 
violent. There is no mystery about the matter now, and I 
can speak to you freely, since to my great grief everybody 
Imows what has happened.’ 

Then Orlando abandoned himself to his recollections, and 
related how keen had been his delight on the eve of the 
marriage at the thought that so lovely a creature would 
become his daughter, and set some youth and charm around 
his invalid’s armchair. He had always worshipped beauty, and 
would have had no other love than woman, if his country had 
not seized upon the best part of him. And Benedetta on her 
side loved him, revered him, constantly coming up to spend 
long hours with him, sharing his poor little room, which at 
those times became resplendent with all the divine grace that 
she brought with her. With her fresh breath near him, the 
pure scent she diffused, the caressing womanly tenderness 
with which she surrounded him, he lived anew. But, 
immediately afterwards, what a frightful drama and how his 
heart had bled at his inability to reconcile the husband and 
the wife! He could not possibly say that his son was in the 
wrong in desiring to be the loved and accepted spouse. At 
first indeed he had hoped to soften Benedetta, and throw her 
into Luigi’s arms. But when she had confessed herself to 
him in tears, owning her old love for Dario, and her horror of 
belonging to another, he realised that she would never yield. 
And a whole year had then gone by ; he had lived for a whole 
year imprisoned in his armchair, with that poignant drama 
progressing beneath him in those luxurious rooms whence no 
sound even reached his ears. How many times had he not 
listened, striving to hear, fearing atrocious quarrels, in despair 
at his inability to prove still useful by creating happiness. 
He knew nothing by his son, who kept his own counsel ; he 
only learnt a few particulars from Benedetta at intervals 
when emotion left her defenceless; and that marriage in 
which he had for a moment espied the much needed 
alliance between old and new Rome, that unconsummated 
marriage filled him with despair, as if it were indeed the 
defeat of every hope, the final collapse of the dream which had 
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filled his life. And-he himself had ended by desiring the 
divorce, so unbearable had become the suffering caused by 
such a situation. À Mer 

‘Ah! my friend!’ he said to Pierre; ‘never before did I so 
well understand the fatality of certain antagonism, the 
possibility of working one’s own misfortune and that of others, 
even when one has the most loving heart and upright mind!’ 

But at that moment the door again opened, and this time, 
without knocking, Count Luigi Prada came in. And after 
rapidly bowing to the visitor, who had risen, he gently took 
hold of his father’s hands and felt them, as if fearing that 
they might be too warm or too cold. 

‘I’ve just arrived from Frascati, where I had to slcep,’ 
said he; ‘for the interruption of all that building gives ma 
alot of worry. And I’m told that you spent a bad night!’ 

‘No, I assure you.’ 

‘Oh! I knew you wouldn’t own it. But why will you 
persist in living up here without any comfort? All this 
isn’t suited to your age. I should be so pleased if you 
ju accept a more comfortable room where you might sleep 

etter.’ 

‘No, no—I know that you love me well, my dear Luigi. 
But let me do as my old head tells me. That’s the only way 
to make me happy.’ 

Pierre was much struck by the ardent affection which 
sparkled in the eyes of the two men as they gazed at one 
another, face to face. This seemed to him very touching 
and beautiful, knowing as he did how many contrary ideas 
and actions, how many moral divergencics separated them. 
And he next took an interest in comparing them physically. 
Count Luigi Prada, shorter, more thick-set than his father, 
had, however, much the same strong energetic head, crowned 
with coarse black hair, and the same frank but somewhat 
stern eyes set in a face of clear complexion, barred by thick 
moustaches. But his mouth differed—a sensual, voracious 
mouth it was, with wolfish teeth—a mouth of prey made for 
nights of rapine, when the only question is to bite, and tear, 
and devour others. And for this reason, when some praised 
the frankness of his eyes, another would retort: ‘ Yes, but I 
don’t like his mouth.’ His feet were large, his hands plump 
and overbroad, but admirably cared for. 

And Pierre marvelled at “finding him such as he had 
anticipated. He knew enough of his story to picture in him 
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a hero’s son spoilt by conquest, eagerly devouring the harvest 
garnered by his father’s glorious sword. And he particularly 
studied how the father’s virtues had deflected and become 
transformed into vices in the son—the most noble qualities 
being perverted, heroic and disinterested energy lapsing into a 
ferocious appetite for possession, the man of battle leading to 
the man of booty, since the great gusts of enthusiasm no 
longer swept by, since men no longer fought, since they 
remained. there resting, pillaging, and devouring amidst the 
heaped-up spoils. And the pity of it was that the old hero, 
the paralytic, motionless father beheld it all—beheld the de- 
generation of his son, the speculator and company promoter 
gorged with millions ! 

… However, Orlando introduced Pierre. ‘This is Monsieur 
l'Abbé Pierre Froment, whom I spoke to you about,’ he said, 
‘the author of the book which I gave you to read.’ 

Luigi Prada showed himself very amiable, at once talking 
of Rome with an intelligent passion like one who wished to 
make the city a great modern capital. He had seen Paris 
transformed by the Second Empire; he had seen Berlin 
enlarged and embellished after the German victories; and, 
according to him, if Rome did not follow the movement, if it 
did not become the inhabitable capital of a great people, it 
was threatened with prompt death: either a crumbling 
museum or a renovated, resuscitated city—those were the 
alternatives. 

Greatly struck, almost gained over already, Pierre listened 
to this clever man, charmed with his firm, clear mind. Ile 
know how skilfully Prada had manœuvred in the affair of the - 
Villa Montefiori, enriching himself when every one else 
was ruined, having doubtless foreseen the fatal catastrophe 
even while the gambling. passion was maddening the entire 
nation. However, the young priest could already detect marks 
of weariness, precocious wrinkles and a fall of the lips, on that 
determined, energetic face, as though its possessor were grow- 
ing tired of the continual struggle that he had to carry on 
amidst surrounding downfalls, the shock of which threatened 


* Personally I should have thought the example of Berlin a great 
deterrent, The enlargement and embellishment of the Prussian capital, 
efter the war of 1870, was attended by far greater roguery and wholesale 
swindling than even the previous transformation of Paris. Thousands 
of people too were ruined, and instead of an increase of prosperity the 
result was the very reverse.— Trans, 
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to bring the most firmly established fortunes to the ground, 
It was said that Prada had recently had grave cause for 
anxiety; and indeed there was no Icnger any solidity to be 
found; everything might be swept away by the financial crisis 
which day by day was becoming more and more serious. In 
the case of Luigi, sturdy son though he was of Northern Italy, 
a sort of degeneration had set in, a slow rot, caused by the 
softening, perversive influence of Rome. He had there 
rushed upon the satisfaction of every appetite, and prolonged 
enjoyment was exhausting him. This, indeed, was one of 
the causes of the deep silent sadness of Orlando, who was 
compelled to witness the swift deterioration of his conquering 
race, whilst Sacco, the Italian of the South—served as it were 
by the climate, accustomed to the voluptuous atmosphere, the 
life of those sun-baked cities compounded of the dust of anti- 
quity—bloomed there like the natural vegetation of a soil 
saturated with the crimes of history, and gradually grasped 
everything, both wealth and power. 

As Orlando spoke of Stefana’s visit to his son, Sacco’s name 
was mentioned. Then, without another word, the two men 
exchanged a smile. A rumour was current that the Minister 
of Agriculture, lately deceased, would perhaps not be replaced 
immediately, and that another minister would take charge of 
the department, pending the next session of the Chamber. 

Next the Palazzo Boccanera was mentioned, and Pierre, 
his interest awakened, became more attentive. ‘Ah!’ ex- 
claimed Count Luigi, turning to him, ‘so you are staying in 
the Via Giulia? All the Rome of olden time sleeps there in 
the silence of forgetfulness.’ 

With perfect ease he went on to speak of the Cardinal and 
even of Benedetta—‘the Countess,’ as he called her. But, 
although he was careful to let no sign of anger escape him, 
the young priest could divine that he was secretly quivering, 
full of suffering and spite. In him the enthusiastic energy of 
his father appeared in a baser, degenerate form. Quitting the 
yet handsome Princess Flavia in his passion for Benedetta, 
her divinely beautiful niece, he had resolved to make the latter 
his own at any cost; determined to marry her, to struggle 
with her and overcome her, although he knew that she loved 
him not, and that he would almost certainly wreck his entire 
life. Rather than relinquish her, however, he would have set 
Rome on fire. And thus his hopeless suffering was now great 
indeed : this woman was but his wife in name, and so torturing 
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was the thought of her disdain, that at times, however calm 
his outward demeanour, he was consumed by a jealous, vindic- 
tive, sensual madness that did not even recoil from the idea of 
crime. 

‘Monsieur l'Abbé is acquainted with the situation,’ sadly 
murmured old Orlando. 

His son responded by a wave of the hand, as though to 
say that everybody was acquainted with it. ‘Ah! father,’ he 
added, ‘but for you I should never have consented to take 
part in those proceedings for annulling the marriage! The 
Countess would have found herself compelled to return here, 
and would not now-a-days be deriding us with her lover, that 
cousin of hers, Dario ! ’ 

At this Orlando also waved his hand, as if in protest. 

‘Oh! it’s a fact, father,’ continued Luigi. ‘ Why did she 
flee from here if it wasn’t to go and live with her lover? 
And indeed, in my opinion, it’s scandalous that a cardinal’s 
palace should shelter such goings-on !’ 

This was the report which he spread abroad, the accusa- 
tion which he everywhere levelled against his wife of publicly 
carrying on a shameless liaison. In reality, however, he did 
not believe a word of it, being too well acquainted with 
Benedetta’s firm rectitude, and her determination to belong to 
none but the man she loved, and to him only in marriage, 
However, in David’s eyes such accusations were not only fair 
play but also very efficacious. 

And now, although he turned pale with covert exasperation, 
and laughed a hard, vindictive, cruel laugh, he went on to 
speak in a bantering tone of the proceedings for annulling the 
marriage, and in particular of the plea put forward by 
Benedetta’s advocate Morano. And at last his language 
became so free that Orlando, with a glance towards th 
priest, gently interposed : ‘Luigi! Luigi!” 

‘Yes, you are right, father, I'll say no more,’ thereupon 
added the young Count. ‘But it’s really abominable and 
ridiculous. Lisbeth, you know, is highly amused at it.’ 

Orlando again looked displeased, for when visitors were 
present he did not like his son to refer to the person whom 
he had just named. Lisbeth Kauffmann, very blonde and 
pink and merry, was barely thirty years of age, and belonged to 
the Roman foreign colony. For two years past she had been 
& widow, her husband having died at Rome, whither he had 
come to nurse a complaint of the lungs, Thenceforward free, 
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and sufficiently well off, she had remained in the city by taste, 
havinga marked predilection for art, and painting alittle, herself, 
In the Via Principe Amadeo, in the new Viminal district, she had 
purchased a little palazzo, and transformed a large apartment 
on its second floor into a studio hung with old stuffs, and 
balmy in every season with the scent of flowers. The place 
was well known to tolerant and intellectual society. Lisbeth 
was there found in perpetual jubilation, clad in a long blouse, 
somewhat of a gamine in her ways, trenchant too and often 
bold of speech, but nevertheless capital company, and as yet 
compromised with nobody but Prada. ‘Their liaison had 
begun some four months after his wife had left him, and now 
Lisbeth was near the time of becoming a mother. This she 
in no wise concealed, but displayed such candid tranquillity 
and happiness that her numerous acquaintances continued to 
visit her as if there were nothing in question, so facile and 
free indeed is the life of the great cosmopolitan continental 
cities. Under the circumstances which his wife’s suit had 
created, Prada himself was not displeased at the turn which 
events had taken with regard to Lisbeth, but none the less 
his incurable wound still bled. There could be no compensa- 
tion for the bitterness of Benedetta’s disdain, it was she for 
whom his heart burned, and he dreamt of one day wreaking 
on her a tragic punishment. 

Pierre, knowing nothing of Lisbeth, failed to understand 
the allusions of Orlando and his son. But realising that 
there was some embarrassment between them, he sought to 
take countenance by picking from off the littered table a thick 
book which, to his surprise, he found to be a French educa- 
tional work, one of those manuals for the baccalauréat,' 
containing a digest of the knowledge which the official 
programmes require. It was but an humble, practical, 
elementary work, yet it necessarily dealt with all the mathe- 
matical, physical, chemical, and natural sciences, thus broadly 
outlining the intellectual conquests of the century, the present 
phase of human knowledge. 

‘Ab!’ exclaimed Orlando, well pleased with the diversion, 
‘you are looking at the book of my old friend Théophile 
Morin. He was one of the thousand of Marsala, you know, 


1} The examination for the degree of bachelor, which degree is the 
necessary passport to all the liberal professions in France. M. Zola, by 
the way, failed to secure it, being ploughed for ‘insufficiency in 
literature’ |—Trans. 
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and helped us to conquer Sicily and Naples. A hero! But 
for more than thirty years now he has been living in France 
again, absorbed in the duties of his petty professorship which 
hasn’t made him at all rich. And so he lately published that 
book, which sells very well in France it seems ; and it occurred 
to him that he might increase his modest profits on it by 
issuing translations, an Italian one among others. He and I 
have remained brothers, and thinking that my influence 
would prove decisive, he wishes to utilise it, But he is mis- 
taken ; I fear, alas! that I shall be unable to get anybody to 
take up his book.’ 

At this, Luigi Prada, who had again become very composed 
and amiable, shrugged his shoulders slightly, full as he was of 
the scepticism of his generation which desired to maintain 
things as they were in order to derive the greatest profit 
from them. ‘ What would be the good of it?’ he murmured ; 
‘there are too many books already !’ 

‘No, no!’ the old man passionately retorted, ‘there can 
never be too many books! We still and ever require fresh 
ones! It’s by literature, not by the sword, that mankind will 
overcome falsehood and injustice and attain to the final peace 
of fraternity among the nations—Oh! you may smile; I know 
that you call these ideas my fancies of ’48, the fancies of a 
grey beard, as people say in france. But it is none the less 
true that Italy is doomed, if the problem be not attacked from 
down below, if the people be not properly fashioned. And 
there is only one way to make a nation, to create men, and 
that is to educate them, to develop by educational means the 
immense lost force which now stagnates in ignorance and 
idleness. Yes, yes, Italy is made, but let us make an Italian 
nation. And give us more and more books, and let us ever go 
more and more forward into science and into light, if we wish 
to live and to be healthy, good, and strong!’ | 

With his torso erect, with his powerful leonine muzzle 
flaming with the white brightness of his beard and hair, old 
Orlando looked superb. And in that simple, candid chamber, 
so touching with its intentional poverty, he raised his cry of 
hope with such intensity of feverish faith, that before the 
young priest's eyes there arose another figure—that of Cardinal 
Boccanera, erect and black save for his enow-white hair, and, 
likewise glowing with heroic beauty in his crumbling palace 
whose gilded ceilings threatened to fall about his head! Ah! 
the magnificent stubborn men of the past, the believers, the 
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old men who still show themselves more virile, more ardent 
than the young! Those two represented the opposite poles 
of belief; they had not an idea, an affection in common, and 
in that ancient city of Rome, where all was being blown away 
in dust, they alone seemed to protest, indestructible, face to 
face like two parted brothers, standing motionless on either 
horizon. And to have seen them thus, one after the other, so 
great and grand, so lonely, so detached from ordinary life, was 
to fill one’s day with a dream of eternity. 

Luigi, however, had taken hold of the old man’s hands to 
calm him by an affectionate filial clasp. ‘Yes, yes, you are 
right, father, always right, and I’m a fool to contradict you. 
Now, pray don’t move about like that, for you are uncovering 
yourself, and your legs will get cold again.’ 

_ So saying, he knelt down and very carefully arranged the 
wrapper; and then remaining on the floor like a child, albeit 
he was two-and-forty, he raised his moist eyes, full of mute, 
entreating worship towards the old man who, calmed and 
deeply moved, caressed his hair with a trembling touch. 

Pierre had been there for nearly two hours, when he at 
last took leave, greatly struck and affected by all that he had 
seen and heard. And again he had to promise that he would 
return and have a long chat with Orlando. Once out of doors 
he walked along at random. It was barely four o’clock, and 
it was his idea to ramble in this wise, without any predeter- 
mined programme, through Rome at that delightful hour when 
the sun sinks in the refreshed and far blue atmosphere. 
Almost immediately, however, he found himself in the Via 
Nazionale, along which he had driven on arriving the previous 
day. And he recognised the huge livid Banca d'Italia, the 
green gardens climbing to the Quirinal, and the heaven-soar- 
ing pines of the Villa Aldobrandini. Then, at the turn of the 
street, as he halted in order that he might again contem- 
plate the column of Trajan which now rose up darkly from its 
low piazza, already full of twilight, he was surprised to see a 
ae suddenly stop, and a young man courteously beckon 

o him. 

‘ Monsieur l'Abbé Froment! Monsieur l'Abbé Froment !' 

It was young Prince Dario Boccanera, on the way to his 
daily drive along the Corso. He now virtually subsisted on 
the liberality of his uncle the Cardinal, and was almost always 
short of money. But, like all the Romans, he would, if ne- 
cessary, have rather lived on bread and water than have for- 
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gone his carriage, horse, and coachman. An equipage, indeed, 
is the one indispensable luxury of Rome. 

‘If you will come with me, Monsieur l’Abbé Froment,’ 
said the young Prince, ‘I will show you the most interesting 
part of our city.’ 

He doubtless desired to please Benedetta, by behaving 
amiably towards her protégé. Idle as he was, too, it seemed 
to him a pleasant occupation to initiate that young priest, who 
was said to be so intelligent, into what he deemed the inimi- 
table side, the true florescence of Roman life. 

Pierre was compelled to accept, although he would have 
preferred a solitary stroll. Yethe was interested in this young 
man, the last born of an exhausted race, who, while seemingly 
incapable of either thought or action, was none the less very 
seductive with his high-born pride and indolence. Far more 
a Roman than a patriot, Dario had never had the faintest 
inclination to rally to the new order of things, being well con- 
tent to live apart and do nothing; and passionate though he 
was, he indulged in no follies, being very practical and sensi- 
ble at heart, as are all his fellow-citizens, despite their appa- 
rent impetuosity. As soon as his carriage, after crossing the 
Piazza di Venezia, entered the Corso, he gave rein to his child- 
ish vanity, his desire to shine, his passion for gay, happy life 
in the open under the lovely sky. All this, indeed, was clearly 
expressed in the simple gesture which he made whilst exclaim- 
ing : ‘The Corso!’ ; 

As on the previous day, Pierre was filled with astonish. 
ment. The long narrow street again stretched before him as 
far as the white dazzling Piazza del Popolo, the only difference 
being that the right-hand houses were now steeped in sunshine, 
whilst those on the left were black with shadow. What! was 
that the Corso then, that semi-obscure trench, close pressed 
by. high and heavy house-fronts, that mean roadway where 
three vehicles could scarcely pass abreast, and which serried 
shops lined with gaudy displays? There was neither space, 
nor far horizon, nor refreshing greenery such as the fashion- 
able drives of Paris could boast! Nothing but jostling, crowd- 
ing, and stifling on the little footways under the narrow strip 
of sky, And although Dario named the pompous and histori- 
cal palaces, Bonaparte, Doria, Odescalchi, Sciarra, and Chigi ; 
although he pointed out the column of Marcus Aurelius on the 
Piazza Colonna, the most lively square of the whole city with 
iis everlasting throng of lounging, gazing, chattering peaple ; 
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although, all the way to the Piazza del Popolo, he never 
ceased calling attention to churches, houses, and side-streets, 
‘notably the Via dei Condotti, at the far end of which the 
Trinità de’ Monti, all golden in the glory of the sinking sun, 
appeared above that famous flight of steps, the triumphal Scala 
‘di Spagna—Pierre still and ever retained the impression of 
disillusion which the narrow, airless thoroughfare had con- 
-veyed to him: the ‘palaces’ looked to him like mournful 
hospitals or barracks, the Piazza Colonna suffered terribly 
from a lack of trees, and the Trinità de’ Monti alone took his 
fancy by its distant radiance of fairyland. 

But it was necessary to come back from the Piazza del 
Popolo to the Piazza di Venezia, then return to the former 
square, and come back yet again, following the entire Corso 
three and four times without wearying. The delighted Dario 
showed himself and looked about him, exchanging salutations. 
On either footway was a compact crowd of promenaders whose 
eyes roamed over the equipages and whose hands could have 
shaken those of the carriage folks. So great at last became 
thenumber of vehicles that both lines were absolutely unbroken, 
crowded to such a point that the coachmen could do no moré 
than walk their horses. Perpetually going up and coming 
down the Corso, people scrutinised and jostled one another. 
It was open-air promiscuity, all Rome gathered together in the 
smallest possible space, the folks who knew one another and 
who met here as in a friendly drawing-room, and the folks be- 
longing to adverse parties who did not speak together but who 
elbowed each other, and whose glances penetrated to each 
other’ssoul. Then a revelation came to Pierre, and he suddenly 
understood the Corso, the ancient custom, the passion and 
glory of the city. Its pleasure lay precisely in the very 
narrowness of the street, in that forced elbowing which facili- 
tating not only desired meetings but the satisfaction of curio- 
sity, tho display of vanity, and the garnering of endless tittle- 
tattle. All Roman society met here each day, displayed itself, 
spied on itself, offering itself in spectacle to its own eyes, with 
such an indispensable need of thus beholding itself that the 
man of birth who missed the Corso was like one out of his 
element, destitute of newspapers, living like a savage. And 
withal the atmosphere was delightfully balmy, and the narrow 
strip of sky between the heavy, rusty mansions displayed an 
infinite azure purity. 

Dario never ceased smiling, and slightly inclining his head 
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while he repeated to Pierre the names of princes and prin- 
cesses, dukes and duchesses—high-sounding names whose 
flourish had filled history, whose sonorous syllables conjured 
up the shock of armour on the battle-field and the splendour 
of papal pomp with robes of purple, tiaras of gold, and sacred 
vestments sparkling with precious stones. And as Pierre 
listened and looked he was pained to see merely some corpulent 
ladies or undersized gentlemen, bloated or shrunken beings, 
whose ill-looks seemed to be increased by their modern attire. 
However, à few pretty women went by, particularly some 
young, silent girls with large, clear eyes. And just as Dario 
had pointed outthe Palazzo Buongiovanni, a huge seventeenth- 
century fagade, with windows encompassed by foliaged orna- 
mentation deplorably heavy in style, he added gaily : 

‘Ah! look—that’s Attilio there on the footway. Young 
Lieutenant Sacco—you know, don’t you ?’ 

Pierre signed that he understood. Standing there in uni- 
form, Attilio, so young, so energetic and brave of appearance, 
with a frank countenance softly illumined by blue eyes like his 
mother’s, at once pleased the priest. He seemed indeed the 
very personification of youth and love, with all their enthusi- 
astic, disinterested hope in the future. 

‘You'll see by and by, when we pass the palace again,’ 
said Dario. ‘He'll still be there and I'll show you some- 
thing,’ 

Then he began to talk gaily of the girls of Rome, the little 
princesses, the little duchesses, so discreetly educated at the 
convent of the Sacred Heart, quitting it for the most part so 
ignorant and then completing their education beside their 
mothers, never going out but to accompany the latter on the 
obligatory drive to the Corso, and living through endless days, 
cloistered, imprisoned in the depths of sombre mansions. 
Nevertheless what tempests raged in those mute souls to which 
none had ever penetrated! what stealthy growth of will 
suddenly appeared from under passive obedience, apparent un- 
consciousness of surroundings! How many there were who stub- 
bornly set their minds on carving out their lives for themselves, 
on choosing the man who might please them, and securing 
him despite the opposition of the entire world! And the lover 
was chosen there from among the stream of young men prome- 
nading the Corso, the lover hooked with a glance during the 
daily drive, those candid eyes speaking aloud and sufficing for 
confession and the gift of all, whilst not a breath was wafted 
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from the lips so chastely closed. And afterwards there came 
love letters, furtively exchanged in church, and the winning- 
over of maids to facilitate stolen meetings, at first so innocent. 
In the end, a marriage often resulted. ee 

Celia, for her part, had determined to win Attilio on the 
very first day when their eyes had met. And it was from a 
window of the Palazzo Buongiovanni that she had perceived 
him one afternoon of mortal weariness. He had just raised 
his head, and she had taken him for ever and given herself to 
him with those large, pure eyes of hers as they rested on his 
own. She was but an amorosa—nothing more; he pleased 
her; she had set her heart on him—him and none other. 
She would have waited twenty years for him, but she relied 
on winning him at once by quiet stubbornness of will. People 
declared that the terrible fury of the Prince, her father, had 
proved impotent against her respectful, obstinate silence. He, 
man of mixed blood as he was, son of an American woman, 
and husband of an English woman, laboured but to retain his 
own name and fortune intact amidst the downfall of others; 
and it was rumoured that as the result of a quarrel which he 
had picked with his wife, whom he accused of not sufficiently 
watching over their daughter, the Princess had revolted, full 
not only of the pride of a foreigner who had brought a huge 
dowry in marriage, but also of such plain, frank egotism that 
she had declared she no longer found time enough to attend to 
herself, let alone another. Had she not already done enough 
in bearing him five children? She thought so; and now she 
spent her time in worshipping herself, letting Celia do as she 
listed, and taking no further interest in the household through 
which swept stormy gusts. 

However, the carriage was again about to pass the Buon- 
giovanni mansion, and Dario forewarned Pierre. ‘You see,’ 
said he, ‘Attilio has come back. And now look up at the 
third window on the first floor.’ 

It was at once rapid and charming. Pierre saw the curtain 
slightly drawn aside and Celia’s gentle face appear. Closed, 
candid lily, she did not smile, she did not move. Nothing 
could be read on those pure lips, or in those clear but fathom- 
less eyes of hers. Yet she was taking Attilio to herself, and 
giving herself to him without reserve. And soon the curtain 
fell once more. 

‘Ah, the little mask!’ muttered Dario. ‘Can one ever 
tell what there is behind so much innocence ?’ 


ROME 137 


As Pierre turned round he perceived Attilio; whose head 
was still raised, and whose face was also motionless and pale, 
with closed mouth, and widely opened eyes. And the young 
priest was deeply touched, for this was love, absolute love in 
its sudden omnipotence, true love, eternal and juvenescent, in 
which ambition and calculation played no part. 

Then Dario ordered the coachman to drive up to the 

Pincio ; for, before or after the Corso, the round of the Pincio 
is obligatory on fine, clear afternoons. First came the Piazza 
del Popolo, the most airy and regular square of Rome, with 
its conjunction of thoroughfares, its churches and fountains, 
its central obelisk, and its two clumps of trees facing one 
another at either end of the small white paving-stones, betwixt 
the severe and sun-gilt buildings. Then, turning to the 
right, the carriage began to climb the inclined way to the 
Pincio—a magnificent winding ascent, decorated with bas- 
reliefs, statues, and fountains—a kind of apotheosis of marble, 
a commemoration of ancient Rome, rising amidst greenery. 
Up above, however, Pierre found the garden small, little better 
than a large square, with just the four necessary roadways to 
enable the carriages to drive round and round as long as they 
pleased. An uninterrupted line of busts of the great men of 
ancient and modern Italy fringed these roadways. But what 
Pierre most admired was the trees—trees of the most rare 
and varied kinds, chosen and tended with infinite care, and 
nearly always evergreens, so that in winter and summer alike 
the spot was adorned with lovely foliage of every imaginable 
shade of verdure. And beside these trees, along the fine, 
breezy roadways, Dario’s victoria began to turn, following the 
continuous, unwearying stream of the other carriages. 

Pierre remarked one young woman of modest demeanour 
and attractive simplicity who sat alone in a dark blue victoria, 
drawn by a well-groomed, elegantly harnessed horse. She 
was very pretty, short, with chestnut hair, a creamy complexion, 
and large gentle eyes. Quietly robed in dead-leaf silk, she 
wore a large hat, which alone looked somewhat extravagant. 
And seeing that Dario was staring at her, the priest inquired 
her name, whereat the young Prince smiled. Oh! she wag 
nobody, La Tonietta was the name that people gave her; she 
was one of the few demi-mondaines that Roman society talked 
of. Then, with the freeness and frankness which his race dis- 
plays in such matters, Dario added some particulars. La 
Tonietta’s origin was obscure ; some said that she was the 
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daughter of an innkeeper of Tivoli, and others that of a Nea- 
politan banker. At all events, she was very intelligent, had 
educated herself, and knew thoroughly well how to receive and 
‘entertain people at the little palazzo in the Via dei Mille, 
which had been given to her by old Marquis Manfredi now 
deceased. She made no scandalous show, had but one pro- 
tector at a time, and the princesses and duchesses who paid 
attention to her at the Corso every afternoon considered her 
‘nice-looking. One peculiarity had made her somewhat noto- 
ious. There was some one whom she loved and from whom 
she never accepted aught but a bouquet of white roses; and 
folks would smile indulgently when at times for weeks together 
she was seen driving round the Pincio with those pure, white 
bridal flowers on the carriage seat. 

Dario, however, suddenly paused in his explanations to 
address a ceremonious bow toa lady who, accompanied by a 
gentleman, drove by in a large landau. Then he simply said 
to the priest: ‘ My mother.’ 

Pierre already knew of her. Viscount de la Choue had 
told him her story, how, after Prince Onofrio Boccanera’s 
death, she had married again although she was already fifty ; 
how at the Corso, just like some young girl, she had hooked 
with her eyes a handsome man to her liking—one, too, who 
was fifteen years her junior. And Pierre also knew who that 
man was, a certain Jules Laporte, an ex-sergeant of the papal 
Swiss Guard, an ex-traveller in relics, compromised in an 
extraordinary ‘false relic’ fraud; and he was further aware 
that Laporte’s wife had made a fine-looking Marquis Monte- 
fiori of him, the last of the fortunate adventurers of romance, 
triumphing as in the legendary lands where shepherds are 
wedded to queens. 

At the next turn, as the large landau again went by, Pierre 
looked at the couple. The Marchioness was really wonderful, 
blooming with all the classical Roman beauty, tall, opulent, 
and very dark, with the head of a goddess and regular if some- 
what massive features, nothing as yet betraying her age ex- 
cept the down upon her upper lip. And the Marquis, the 
Romanised Swiss of Geneva, really had a proud bearing, with 
his sturdy soldierly figure and long wavy moustaches. People 
said that he was in no wise a fool but, on the contrary, very 
gay and very supple, just the man to please women. His wife 
so gloried in him that she dragged him about and displayed 
him everywhere, having begun life afresh with him as if she 
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were still but twenty, spending on him the little fortune which 
she had saved from ‘the Villa Montefiori disaster, and so com- 
pletely forgetting her son that she only saw the latter now and 
again at the promenade and acknowledged his bow like that 
of some chance acquaintance. : 

‘Let us go to see the sun set behind St. Peter’s,’ all at 
once said Dario, conscientiously playing his part as a showman 
of curiositics. 

The victoria thereupon returned to the terrace where a 
military band was now playing with a terrific blare of brass 
instruments. In order that their occupants might hear the 
music, a large number of carriages had already drawn up, and 
growing crowd of loungers on foot had assembled there. 
And from that beautiful terrace so broad and lofty one of the 
most wonderful views of Rome was offered to the gaze. 
Beyond the Tiber, beyond the pale chaos of the new district 
of the castle meadows,! and between the greenery of Monte 
Mario and the Janiculum arose St. Peter’s. Then on the left 
came all the olden city, an endless stretch of roofs, a rolling 
sea of edifices as far as the eye could reach. But one’s glances 
always came back to St. Peter’s, towering into the azure with 
pure and sovereign grandeur. And, seen from the terrace, the 
slow sunsets in the depths of the vast sky behind the colossus 
were sublime. | 

Sometimes there are topplings of sanguineous clouds, bat- 
tles of giants hurling mountains at one another and succumb- 
ing bencath the monstrous ruins of flaming cities. Sometimes 
only red streaks or fissures appear on the surface of a sombra 
lake, as if a net of light has been flung to fish the submerged 
orb from amidst the seaweed. Sometimes, too, thereis a rosy 
mist, a kind of delicate dust which falls, streaked with pearls 
by a distant shower, whose curtain is drawn across the 
mystery of the horizon. And sometimes thereis a triumph, a 
cortège of gold and purple chariots of cloud rolling along a 
highway of fire, galleys floating upon an azure sea, fantastic 
and extravagant pomps slowly sinking into the less and less 
fathomable abyss of the twilight. 

But that night the sublime spectacle presented itself to 
Pierre with a calm, blinding, desperate grandeur. At first, 
just above the dome of St. Peter’s, the sun, descending in a 
spotless, deeply limpid sky, proved yet so resplendent that 
one’s eyes could not face its brightness. And in this resplen- 

1 See ante, p. 63, note. 
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dency the dome seemed to be incandescent, you would have 
said a dome of liquid silver ; whilst the surrounding districts, 
the house-roofs of the Borgo, were as though changed into a 
lakeof live embers. Then, as the sun was by degrees inclined, 
it lost some of its blaze, and one could look ; and soon after- 
wards sinking with majestic slowness it disappeared behind 
the dome, which showed forth darkly blue, while the orb, now 
entirely hidden, set an aureola around it, a glory like a crown 
of flaming rays. And then began the dream, the dazzling 
symbol, the singular illumination of the row of windows be- 
neath the cupola which were transpierced by the light and 
looked like the ruddy mouths of furnaces, in such wise that 
one might have imagined the dome to be poised upon a brazier, 
isolated, in the air, as though raised and upheld by the 
violence of the fire. It all lasted barely three minutes. 
Down below the jumbled roofs of the Borgo became steeped 
in violet vapour, sank into increasing gloom, whilst from the 
Janiculum to Monte Mario the horizon showed its firm black 
line. And it was the sky then which became all purple and 
gold, displaying the infinite placidity of a supernaturalradiance 
above the earth which faded into nihility. Finally the last 
window reflections were extinguished, the glow of the heavens 
departed, and nothing remained but the vague, fading roundness 
of the dome of St. Peter’s amidst the all-invading night. 

And, by some subtle connection of ideas, Pierre at that 
moment once again saw rising before him the lofty, sad, 
declining figures of Cardinal Boccanera and old Orlando. 
On the evening of that day when he had learnt to know them, 
one after the other, both so great in the obstinacy of their 
hope, they seemed to be there, erect on the horizon above 
their annihilated city, on the fringe of the heavens which 
death apparently was about to seize. Was everything then 
to crumble with them ? was everything to fade away and dis- 
ns in the falling night following upon accomplished 

ime ? 
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On the following day Narcisse Habert came in great worry to 
tell Pierre that Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo complained of 
being unwell, and asked for a delay of two or three days before 
receiving the young priest and considering the matter of his 
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audience. Pierre was thus reduced to inaction, for he dared 
not make any attempt elsewhere in view of seeing the Pope. 
He had been so frightened by Nani and others that he feared 
he might jeopardise everything by inconsiderate endeavours, 
And so he began to visit Rome in order to occupy his leisure. 

His first visit was for the ruins of the Palatine. Going 
out alone one clear morning at eight o’clock, he presented 
himself at the entrance in the Via San Teodoro, an iron gate- 
way flanked by the lodges of the keepers. One of the latter 
at once offered his services, and though Pierre would have 
preferred to roam at will, following the bent of his dream, he 
somehow did not like to refuse the offer of this man, who 
spoke French very distinctly, and smiled in a very good- 
natured way. He was a squatly-built little man, a former 
soldier, some sixty years of age, and his square-cut, ruddy 
face was barred by thick white moustaches. . 

‘Then will you please follow me, Monsieur l'Abbé," said 
he. ‘I can see that you are French, Monsieur l'Abbé. I'ma 
Piedmontese myself, but I know the French well enough; I 
was with them at Solferino. Yes, yes, whatever people may 
say, one can’t forget old friendships. Here, this way, please, 
to the right.’ 

Raising his eyes, Pierre had just perceived the line of 
cypresses edging the plateau of the Palatine on the side of 
the Tiber; and in the delicate blue atmosphere the intense 
greenery of these trees showed likea black fringe. They alone 
attracted the eye ; the slope, of a dusty, dirty grey, stretched out 
bare and devastated, dotted by a few bushes, among which 
peeped fragments of ancient walls. All was instinct with the 
ravaged, leprous sadness of a spot handed over to excavation, 
and where only men of learning could wax enthusiastic. 

‘The palaces of Tiberius, Caligula and the Flavians are 
up above,’ resumed the guide. ‘We must keep them for the 
end and go round.’ Nevertheless he took a few steps to the 
left, and pausing before an excavation, a sort of grotto in the 
hillside, exclaimed: ‘This is the Lupercal den where the 
wolf suckled Romulus and Remus. Just hero at the entry 
used to stand the Ruminal fig-tree which sheltered the twins.’ 

Pierre could not restrain a smile, so convinced was the 
tone in which the old soldier gave these explanations, proud 
as he was of all the ancient glory, and wont to regard the 
wildest legends as indisputable facts. However, when the 
worthy man pointed out some vestiges of Roma Quadrata— 
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remnants of walls which really seemed to date from the 
foundation of the city—Pierre began to feel interested, and a 
first touch of emotion made his heart beat. This emotion was 
certainly not due to any beauty of scene, for he merely beheld 
a few courses of tufa blocks, placed one upon the other and 
uncemented. But a past which had been dead for seven and 
twenty centuries seemed to rise up before him, and those 
crumbling, blackened blocks, the foundation of such a mighty 
edifice of power and splendour, acquired extraordinary majesty. 

Continuing their inspection, they went on, skirting the 
hillside. The outbuildings of the palaces must have de- 
scended to this point; fragments of porticoes, fallen beams, 
columns and friezes set up afresh, edged the rugged path which 
wound through wild weeds, suggesting a neglected cemetery ; 
and the guide repeated the words which he had used day. 
by day for ten years past, continuing to enunciate supposi- 
tions as facts, and giving a name, a destination, a history, to 
every one of the fragments. 

‘The house of Augustus,’ he said at last, pointing towards 
some masses of earth and rubbish. 

Thereupon Pierre, unable to distinguish anything, ventured 
to inquire: ‘ Where do you mean?’ | : 

‘Oh |’ said the man, ‘it seems that the walls were still 
to be seen at the end of the last century. But it was 
entered from the other side, from the Sacred Way. On this 
side there was a huge balcony which overlooked the Circus 
Maximus so that one could view the sports. However, as you 
can see, the greater part of the palace is still buried under that 
big garden up above, the garden of the Villa Mills. When 
there’s money for fresh excavations it will be found again, 
together with the temple of Apollo and the shrine of Vesta 
which accompanied it,’ 

Turning to the left, he next entered the Stadium, the arena 
erected for foot-racing, which, stretched beside the palace of 
Augustus; and the priest’s interest was now once more 
awakened. It was not that he found himself in presence of 
well-preserved and monumental remains, for noë a column 
had remained erect, and only the right-hand walls were still 
standing. But the entire plan of the building had been traced, 
with the goals at either end, the porticus round the course, and. 
the colossal imperial tribune which, after being on the left, an- 
nexed to the house of Augustus, had afterwards opened on the 
right, fitting into the palace of Septimius Severus, And while 
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Pierro looked on all the scattered remnants, his guide went on 
chattering, furnishing the most copious and precise informa- 
tion, and declaring that the gentlemen who directed the 
excavations had mentally reconstructed the Stadium in each 
and every particular, and were even preparing a most exact 
plan of it, showing all the columns in their proper order and 
the statues in their niches, and actually specifying the divers 
sorts of marble which had covered the walls. 

‘Oh! the directors are quite at ease,’ the old soldier 
eventually added with an air of infinite satisfaction. ‘ There 
will be nothing for the Germans to pounce on here. They 
won't be allowed to set things topsy-turvy as they did at the 
Forum, where everybody’s at sea since they came along with 
their wonderful science !’ 

Pierre—a Frenchman—smiled, and his interest increased 
when, by broken steps and wooden bridges thrown over gaps, 
he followed the guide into the great ruins of the palace of 
Severus. Rising on the southern point of the Palatine, this 
palace had overlooked the Appian Way and the Campagna as 
far as the eye could reach. Nowadays, almost the only 
remains are the sub-structures, the subterranean halls con- 
trived under the arches of the terraces, by which the plateau'of 
the hill was enlarged ; and yet these dismantled sub-structures 
suffice to give some idea of the triumphant palace which they 
once upheld, so huge and powerful have they remained in 
their indestructible massiveness. Near by arose the famous 
Septizonium, the tower with the seven tiers of arcades, 
which only finally disappeared in the sixteenth century. One 
of the palace terraces yet juts out upon cyclopean arches 
and from it the view is splendid. But all the rest is a 
commingling of massive yet crumbling walls, gaping depths 
whose ceilings have fallen, endless corridors and vast halls of 
doubtful destination. Well cared for by the new administra- 
tion, swept and cleansed of weeds, the ruins have lost their 
romantic wildness and assumed an aspect of bere and mourn- 
ful grandeur. However, flashes of living sunlight often gild 
the ancient walls, penetrate by their breaches into the black 
halls, and animate with their dazzlement the mute melancholy 
of all this dead splendour now exhumed from the earth in 
which it slumbered for centuries. Over the old ruddy 
masonry, stripped of its pompous marble covering, is the 
purple mantle of the sunlight, draping the whole with 
imperial glory once more, 
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For more than two hours already Pierre had been walking 
on, and yet he still had to visit all the earlier palaces on the 
north and east of the plateau. ‘ We must go back,’ said the 
guide, ‘the gardens of the Villa Mills and the convent of San 
Bonaventura stop the way. We shall only be able to pass on 
this side when the excavations have made a clearance. Ah! 
Monsieur l'Abbé, if you had walked over the Palatine merely 
some fifty years ago! I’ve seen some plans of that time. 
There were only some vineyards and little gardens with- 
hedges then, a real campagna, where not a soul was to be 
met. And to think that all these palaces were sleeping under- 
neath!’ 

‘Pierre followed him, and after again passing the house of 
Augustus, they ascended the slope and reached the vast Flavian 
palace,! still half buried by the neighbouring villa, and 
composed of a great number of halls large and small, on the 
nature of which scholars are still arguing. The aula regia, 
or throne room, the basilica, or hall of justice, the triclinium 
or dining-room, and the peristylium seem certainties ; but 
for all the rest, and especially the small chambers of the 
private part of the structure, only more or less fanciful con- 
jectures can be offered. Moreover, not a wall is enlire; 
merely foundations peep out of the ground, mutilated bases 
describing the plan of the edifice. The only ruin preserved, 
as if by miracle, is the house on a lower level which some 
assert to have been that of Livia,? a house which seems very 
small beside all the huge palaces, and where are three halls 
comparatively intact, with mural paintings of mythological 
scenes, flowers and fruits, still wonderfully fresh. As for the 
palace of Tiberius, not one of its stones can be seen; its 
remains lie buried beneath a lovely public garden ; whilst of 
the neighbouring palace of Caligula, overhanging the Forum, 
there are only some huge sub-structures, akin to those of the 
house of Severus—buttresses, lofty arcades, which upheld the 
palace, vast basements, so to say, where the prætorians were 

osted and gorged themselves with continual junketings. 
And thus this lofty plateau dominating the city merely 
offered some scarcely recognisable vestiges to the view, 
stretches of grey bare soil turned up by the pick, and dotted 


* Begun by Vespasian and finished by Domitian — Trans. 
* Others assert it to have been the house of Germanicus, fathor of 
Caligula.— Trans. 


ROME 145 


with fragments of old walls; and it needed a real effort of 
scholarly imagination to conjure up the ancient imperial 
splendour which once had triumphed there. 

Nevertheless Pierre’s guide, with quiet conviction, persisted 
in his explanations, pointing to empty space as though the 
edifices still rose before him. ‘ Here,’ said he, ‘ we are in the 
Area Palatina. Yonder, you see, is the façade of Domitian’s 
palace, and there you have that of Caligula’s palace, while on 
turning round the temple of Jupiter Siator is in front of you. 
The Sacred Way came up as far as here, and passed under 
-the Porta Mugonia, one of the three gates of primitive 
Rome.’ ‘ 
. He paused and pointed to the north-west portion of the 
height. ‘You will have noticed,’ he resumed, ‘that the 
Cæsars didn’t build yonder. And that was evidently because 
they had to respect some very ancient monuments dating 
from before the foundation of the city and greatly venerated 
by the people. There stood the temple of Victory built by 
Evander and his Arcadians, the Lupercal grotto which I 
showed you, and the humble hut of Romulus constructed of 
reeds and clay. Oh! everything has been found again, 
Monsieur l'Abbé ; and, in spite of all that the Germans say, 
there isn’t the slightest doubt of it.’ 

Then, quite abruptly, like a man suddenly remembering 
the most interesting thing of all, he exclaimed: ‘Ah! to 
wind up we'll just go to see the subterranean gallery where 
Caligula was murdered.’ 

Thereupon they descended into a long erypto-porticus, 
through the breaches of which the sun now casts bright rays. 
Some ornaments of stucco and fragments of mosaic-work are 
yet to be seen. Still the spot remains mournful and desolate, . 
well fitted for tragic horror. The old soldier’s voice had 
become graver as he related how Caligula, on returning from 
the Palatine games, had been minded to descend all alone 
into this gallery to witness certain sacred dances which 
some youths from Asia were practising there. And then it 
was that the gloom gave Cassius Chæreas, the chief of the 
conspirators, an opportunity to deal him the first thrust in 
the abdomen. Howling with pain, the emperor sought to 
flee; but the assassins, his creatures, his dearest friends, 
rushed upon him, threw him down, and dealt him blow after 
blow, whilst he, mad with rage and fright, filled the dim, 
deaf gallery with the howling of a slaughtered beast, When 
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he had expired, silence fell once more, and the frightened 
murderers fled. 

The classical visit to the Palatine was now over, and when 
Pierre came up into the light again, he wished to rid himself 
of his guide and remain alone in the pleasant dreamy garden 
on the summit of the height. For three hours he had been 
tramping about with the guide’s voice buzzing in his ears. 
The worthy man was now talking of his friendship for France 
and relating the battle of Magenta in great detail. He 
smiled as he took the piece of silver which Pierre offered him, 
and then started on the battle of Solferino. Indeed, it seemed 
impossible to stop him, when fortunately a lady came up to 
ask for some information. And, thereupon, he went off with 
her. ‘Good evening, Monsieur l’Abbé,’ he said; ‘you can go 
down by way of Caligula’s palace.’ 

Delightful was Pierre’s relief when he was at last able to 
rest for a moment on one of the marble seats in the garden. 
There were but few clumps of trees, cypresses, box-trees, 
palms, and some fine evergreen oaks; but the latter, shelter- 
ing the seat, cast a dark shade of exquisite freshness around. 
The charm of the spot was also largely due to its dreamy 
solitude, to the low rustle which seemed to come from that 
ancient soil saturated with resounding history. Here formerly 
had been the pleasure grounds of the Villa Farnese which 
still exists though greatly damaged, and the grace of the 
Renascence seems to linger here, its breath passing caressingly 
through the shiny foliage of the old evergreen oaks. You are, as 
it were, enveloped by the soul of the past, an ethereal con- 
glomeration of visions, and overhead is wafted the straying 
breath of innumerable generations buried beneath the sod. 

After a time, however, Pierre could no longer remain seated, 
so powerful was the attraction of Rome, scattered all around 
that august summit. So he rose and approached the balus- 
trade of a terrace ; and beneath him appeared the Forum, and 
beyond it the Capitoline hill. To the eye the latter now 
only presented a commingling of grey buildings, lacking both 
grandeur and beauty. On the summit one saw the rear 
of the Palace of the Senator, flat, with little windows, and 
surmounted by a high square campanile. The large, bare, 
rusty-looking walls hid the church of Santa Maria in Ara 
Cœli and the spot where the temple of Capitoline Jove had 
formerly stood, radiant in all its royalty. On the left, somo 
ugly houses rose terrace-wise upon the slope of Monte Caprino, 
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where goats were pastured in the middle agos; while the few 
fine trees in the grounds of the Caffarelli Palace, the present 
German embassy, set soms greenery above the ancient 
Tarpeian rock now scarcely to be found, lost, hidden as it is, 
by buttress walls. Yet this was the Mount of the Capitol, the 
most glorious of the seven hills, with its citadel and its temple, 
the temple tc which universal dominion was promised, the St. 
Peter’s of Pagan Rome; this indeed was the hill—steep on 
the side of the Forum, and a precipice on that of the Campus 
Martius—where the thunder of Jupiter fell, where inthedimmest 
of the far-off ages the Asylum of Romulus rose with its sacred 
oaks, a spot of infinite savage mystery. Here, later, were pre- 
served the public documents of Roman grandeur inscribed on 
tablets of brass; hither climbed the heroes of the trebly hundred 
triumphs; and here the emperors became gods, erect in statues 
of marble. And nowadays the eye inquires wonderingly how 
so much history and so much glory can have had for their scene 
so small a space, such a rugged,jumbled pile of paltry build- 
ings, a mole-hill, looking no bigger, no loftier than a hamlet 
perched between two valleys. 

Then another surprise for Pierre was the Forum, starting 
from the Capitol and stretching out below the Palatine: a 
narrow square, close pressed by the neighbouring hills, a 
hollow where Rome in growing had been compelled to rear 
edifice close to edifice till all stifled for lack of breathing space. 
It was necessary to dig very deep—some fifty feet—to find the 
venerable republican soil, and now all you see isa long, clean, 
livid trench, cleared of ivy and bramble, and where the frag- 
ments of paving, the bases of columns, and the piles of 
foundations appear like bits of bone. Level with the ground 
the Basilica Julia, entirely mapped out, looks like an archi- 
tect’s ground plan. On that side the arch of Septimius Severus 
alone rears itself aloft virtually intact, whilst of the temple of 
Vespasian only a few isolated columns remain still standing, 
as if by miracle, amidst the general downfall, soaring with a 
proud elegance, with sovereign audacity of equilibrium, so 
slender and so gilded, into the blue heavens. The column of 
Phocas is also erect; and you see some portions of the 
Rostra fitted together out of fragments discovered near by. 
But if the eye seeks a sensation of extraordinary vastness, it 
must travel beyond the three columns of the temple of Castor 
and Pollux, beyond the vestiges of the house of the Vestals, 
beyond the temple of Faustina, in which the Christian 
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Church of San Lorenzo has so composedly installed itself, and 
even beyond the round temple of Romulus, to light upon the 
Basilica of Constantine with its three colossal, gaping arch- 
ways. From the Palatine they looklike porches built for a nation 
of giants, so massive that a fallen fragment resembles some 
huge rock hurled by a whirlwind from a mountain summit. 
And there, in that illustrious, narrow, overflowing Forum the 
history of the greatest of nations held for centuries, from the 
legendary time of the Sabine women, reconciling their relatives 
and their ravishers, to that of the proclamation of public liberty, 
so slowly wrung from the patricians by the plebeians. Was 
not the Forum at once the market, the exchange, the tribunal, 
the open-air hall of public meeting? The Gracchi there 
defended the cause of the humble; Sylla there set up the 
lists of those whom he proscribed; Cicero there spoke, and 
there, against the rostra, his bleeding head was hung. Then, 
under the emperors, the old renown was dimmed, the centuries 
buried the monuments and temples with such piles of dust 
that all that the Middle Ages covld do was to turn the spot into 
acattle market! Respect has come back once more, a respect 
which violates tombs, which is full of feverish curiosity and 
science, which is dissatisfied with mere hypotheses, which loses 
itself amidst this historical soil where generations rise one 
above the other, and hesitates between the fifteen or twenty 
restorations of the Forum that have been planned on paper, 
each of them as plausible as the other. But to the mere passer- 
by, who is not a professional scholar and has not recently 
re-perused the history of Rome, the details have no significance. 
All he sees on this searched and scoured spot is a city’s ceme- 
tery where old exhumed stones are whitening, and whence 
rises the intense sadness that envelops dead nations. Pierre, 
however, noting here and there fragments of the Sacred Way, 
now turning, now running down, and now ascending with 
their pavement of silex indented by the chariot-wheels, thought 
of the triumphs, of the ascent of the triumpher, so sorely 
ASE as his chariot jolted over that rough pavement of 
glory. 

But the horizon expanded towards the south-east, and: 
beyond the arches of Titus and Constantine he perceived the 
Colosseum. Ah! that colossus, only one half or so of which 
has been destroyed by time as with the stroke of a mighty 
scythe, it rises in its enormity and majesty like a stone 
lace-work, with hundreds of empty bays agape against the blue 
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of heaven! There is a world of halls, stairs, landings, and 
passages, a world where one loses- oneself amidst deathlike 
silence and solitude. The furrowed tiers of seats, eaten into 
by the atmosphere, are like shapeless steps leading down into 
sone old extinct crater, some natural circus excavated by the 
force of the elements in indestructible rock, The hot suns of 
eighteen hundred years have baked and scorched this ruin, 
which has reverted to a state of nature, bare and golden-brown 
like a mountain-side, since it has been stripped of its vegeta- 
tion, the flora which once made it like a virgin forest. And 
what an evocation when the mind sets flesh and blood and life 
again on all that dead osseous framework, fills the circus with 
the 90,000 spectators which it could hold, marshals the games 
and the combats of the arena, gathers a whole civilisation 
together, from the emperor and the dignitaries to the surging 
plebeian sea, all aglow with the agitation and brilliancy of an 
impassioned people, assembled under the ruddy reflection of 
the giant purple velwm. And then, yet further, on the horizon, 
were other cyclopean ruins, the baths of Caracalla, standing 
there like relics of a race of giants long since vanished from 
the world: halls extravagantly and inexplicably spacious and 
lofty; vestibules large enough for an entire population; a 
frigidarium, where five hundred people could swim together ; a 
tepidarium and a calidarium ! on the same proportions, born of 
a wild craving for the huge ; and then the terrific massiveness 
of the structures, the thickness of the piles of brickwork, such 
as no feudal castle ever knew; and, in addition the general 
immensity which makes passing visitors look like lost ants ; 
such an extraordinary riot of the great and the mighty that 
one wonders for what men, for what multitudes, this mon- 
strous edifice was reared. To-day, you would say a mass of 
rocks in the rough, thrown from some height for building 
the abode of Titans. 

And as Pierre gazed, he became more and more ‘mmersed 
in the limitless past which encompassed him. On all sides 
history rose up like a surging sea. Those bluey plains on the 
north and west were ancient Etruria ; those jagged crests on 
the east were the Sabine Mountains; while southward, the 
Alban Mountains and Latium spread out in the streaming 
gold of the sunshine, Alba Longa was there, and so was 
Monte Cavo, with its crown of old trees, and the convent 
which hag taken the place of the ancient temple of Jupiter. 


À Tepidarium, warm bath; calidarium, vapour bath.—Trans, 
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Then beyond the Forum, beyond the Capitol, the greater part 
of Rome stretched out, whilst behind Pierre, on the margin of 
the Tiber, was the Janiculum. And a voice seemed to come 
from the whole city, a voice which told him of Rome’s eternal 
life, resplendent with past greatness. He remembered just 
enough of what he had been taught at school to realise 
where he was; he knew just what everyone knows of Rome 
with no pretension to scholarship, and it was more particu- 
larly his artistic temperament which awoke within him and 
gathered warmth from the flame of memory. The present 
had disappeared, and the ocean of the past was still rising, 
buoying him up, carrying him away. , 
And then his mind involuntarily pictured a resurrection 
instinct with life. The grey, dismal Palatine, razed like some 
accursed city, suddenly became animated, peopled, crowned 
with palaces and temples. There had been the cradle of the 
eternal city, founded by Romulus on that summit overlooking 
the Tiber. There assuredly the seven kings of its two and a 
half centuries of monarchical rule had dwelt, enclosed within 
high, strong walls, which had but three gateways. Then the 
five centuries of republican sway spread out, the greatest, the 
most glorious of all the centuries, those which brought the 
Italic peninsula and finally the known world under Roman 
dominion. During those victorious years of social and warlike 
struggle, Rome grew and peopled the seven hills, and the 
Palatine became but a venerable cradle with legendary temples, 
and was even gradually invaded by private residences. But 
at last Cesar, the incarnation of the power of his race, after 
Gaul and after Pharsalia triumphed in the name of the whole 
Roman people, having completed the colossal task by which 
the five following centuries of imperialism were to profit, with 
a pompous splendour and a rush of every appetite. And then 
Augustus could ascend to power ; glory had reached its climax ; 
millions of gold were waiting to be filched from the depths of 
the provinces; and the imperial gala was to begin in the 
world’s capital, before the eyes of the dazzled and subjected 
nations. Augustus had been born on the Palatine, and after 
Actium had given him the empire, he set his pride in reigning 
from the summit of that sacred mount, venerated by the 
people. He bought up private houses and there built his 
palace with luxurious splendour: an atrium upheld by four 
pilasters and eight columns; a peristylium encompassed by 
fifty-six Ionic columns ; private apartments all around, and all 
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in marble; à profusion of marble, brought at great cost from 
foreign lands, and of the brightest hues, resplendent like gems. 
And he lodged himself with the gods, building near his own 
abode a large temple of Apollo and a shrine of Vesta in order 
to ensure himself divine and eternal sovereignty. And then 
the seed of the imperial palaces was sown; they were to spring 
up, grow and swarm, and cover the entire mount. 

Ah! the all-powerfulness of Augustus, his four and forty 
years of total, absolute, superhuman power, such as no despot 
has known even in his dreams! He had taken to himself 
every title, united every magistracy in his person. Imperator 
and consul, he commanded the armies and exercised executive 
power; ‘pro-consul, he was supreme in the provinces; per- 
petual censor and princeps, he reigned over the senate; tri- 
bune, he was the master of the people. And, formerly called 
Octavius, he had caused himself to be declared Augustus, 
sacred, god among men, having his temples and his priests, 
worshipped in his lifetime like a divinity deigning to visit the 
earth. And finally he had resolved to be supreme pontiff, 
annexing religious to civil power, and thus by a stroke of 
genius attaining to the most complete dominion to which 
man can climb. As the supreme pontiff could not reside in a 
private house, he declared his abode to be State property. As 
the supreme pontiff could not leave the vicinity of the temple 
of Vesta, he built a temple to that goddess near his own dwell- 
ing, leaving the guardianship of the ancient altar below the 
Palatine to the Vestal virgins. He spared no effort, for he 
well realised that human omnipotence, the mastery of mankind 
and the world, lay in that reunion of sovereignty, in being 
both king and priest, emperor and pope. All the sap of a 
mighty race, all the victories achieved, and all the favours of 
fortune yet to be garnered, blossomed forth in Augustus, in a 
unique splendour which was never again to shed such brilliant 
radiance. He was really the master of the world, amidst the 
conquered and pacified nations, encompassed by immortal glory 
in literature and in art. In him would seem to have been 
satisfied the old intense ambition of his people, the ambition 
which it had pursued through centuries of patient conquest, to 
become the people-king. The blood of Rome, the blood of 
Augusius, at last coruscated in the sunlight, in the purple of 
empire. And the blood of Augustus, of the divine, triumph- 
ant, absolute sovereign of bodies and souls, of the man in 
whom seven centuries of national pride had culminated, was 
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to descend through the ages, through an innumerable posterity 
with a heritage of boundless pride and ambition. For it was 
fatal: the. blood of Augustus was bound to spring into life 
once more and pulsate in the veins of all the successive masters 
of Rome, ever haunting them with the dream of ruling the 
whole world. And later on, after the decline and fall, when 
power had once more become divided between the king and 
the priest, the popes—their hearts burning with the red, 
devouring blood of their great forerunner—had no other 
passion, no other policy, through the centuries, than that of 
attaining to civil dominion, to the totality of human power. 
But Augustus being dead, his palace having been closed 
and consecrated, Pierre saw that of Tiberius spring up from 
the soil. It had stood where his feet now rested, where the 
beautiful evergreen oaks sheltered him. He pictured it with 
courts, porticoes, and halls both substantial and grand, 
despite the gloomy bent of the emperor who betook himself 
far from Rome to live amongst informers and debauchees, 
with his heart and brain poisoned by power to the point of 
crime and most extraordinary insanity. Then the palace of 
Caligula followed, an enlargement of that of Tiberius, with 
arcades set up to increase its extent, and a bridge thrown over 
the Forum to the Capitol, in order that the prince might go 
thither at his ease to converse with Jove, whose son he 
claimed to be. And sovereignty also rendered this one fero- 
cious—a madman with omnipotence to do as he listed! 
Then, after Claudius, Nero, not finding the Palatine large 
enough, seized upon the delightful gardens climbing the 
Esquiline in order to set up his Golden House, a dream of 
sumptuous immensity which he could not complete and the 
ruins of which disappeared in the troubles following the death 
of this monster whom pride demented. Next, in eighteen 
months, Galba, Otho, and Vitellius fell one upon the other, in 
mire and in blood, the purple converting them also into 
imbeciles and monsters, gorged like unclean beasts at the 
trough of imperial enjoyment. And afterwards came the 
Flavians, at first a respite, with common-sense and human 
kindness: Vespesian ; next Titus, who built but little on the 
Palatine; but then Domitian, in whom the sombre madness 
of omnipotence burst forth anew amidst a régime of fear and 
spying, idiotic atrocities and crimes, debauchery contrary to 
nature, and building enterprises born of insane vanity instinct 
with a desire to outvie the temples of the gods. The palace 
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of Domitian, parted by a lane from that of Tiberius, arose 
colossal-like—a palace of fairyland. There was the hall of 
audience, with its throne of gold, its sixteen columns of 
Phrygian and Numidian marble, and its eight niches containing 
colossal statues; there were the hall of justice, the vast 
dining-room, the peristylium, the sleeping apartments, where 
granite, porphyry, and alabaster overflowed, carved and deco- 
rated by the most famous artists, and lavished on all sides 
in order to dazzle the world. And finally, many years later, 
a last palace was added to all the others—that of Septimius 
Severus: again a building of pride, with arches supporting 
lofty halls, terraced storeys, towers o’ertopping the roofs, a 
perfect Babylonian pile, rising up at the extreme point of the 
mount in view of the Appian Way, so that the emperor’s 
compatriots—those from the province of Africa, where he was 
born—might, on reaching the horizon, marvel at his fortune 
and worship him in his glory. | 

And now Pierre beheld all those palaces which he had 
conjured up around him, resuscitated, resplendent in the full 
sunlight. They were as if linked together, parted merely by 
the narrowest of passages. In order that not an inch of that 
precious summit might be lost they had sprouted thickly like 
the monstrous florescence of strength, power, and unbridled 
pride which satisfied itself at the cost of millions, bleeding 
the whole world for the enjoyment of one man. And in 
truth there was but one palace altogether, a palace enlarged 
as soon as one emperor died and was placed among the deities, 
and another, shunning the consecrated pile where possibly 
the shadow of death frightened him, experienced an imperious 
need to build a house of his own and perpetuate in everlast- 
ing stone the memory of his reign. All the emperors were 
seized with this building craze; it was like a disease which 
the very throne seemed to carry from one occupant to another 
with growing intensity, a consuming desire to excel all prede- 
cessors by thicker and higher walls, by a more and more won- 
derful profusion of marbles, columns and statues. And among 
all these princes there was the idea of a glorious survival, of 
leaving a testimony of their greatness to dazzled and stupefied 
generations, of perpetuating themselves by marvels which 
would not perish but for ever weigh heavily upon the earth, 
when their own light ashes should long since have been 
swept away by the winds. And thus the Palatine became 
but the venerable base of a monstrous edifice, a thick vegeta- 
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tion of adjoining buildings, each new pile being like a fresh 
eruption of feverish pride; while the whole, now showing the 
snowy brightness of white marble and now the glowing hues 
of coloured marble, ended by crowning Rome and the world 
with the most extraordinary and most insolent abode of 
sovereignty—whether palace, temple, basilica, or cathedral— 
that omnipotence and dominion have ever reared under the 
heavens. ; 

But death lurked beneath this excess of strength and glory. 
Seven hundred and thirty years of monarchy and republic had 
sufficed to make Rome great; and in five centuries of imperial 
sway the people-king was to be devoured down to its last 
muscles. There was the immensity of the territory, the more 
distant provinces gradually pillaged and exhausted ; there was 
the fisc consuming everything, digging the pit of fatal bank- 
ruptey ; and there was the degeneration of the people, poisoned 
by the scenes of the circus and the arena, fallen to the sloth 
and debauchery of their masters, the Cæsars, while mercenaries 
fought the foe and tilled the soil. Already at the time of 
Constantine, Rome had a rival, Byzantium; disruption followed 
with Honorius ; and then some ten emperors sufficed for de- 
composition to be complete, for the bones of the dying prey to 
be picked clean, the end coming with Romulus Augustulus, the 
sorry creature whose name is, so to say, a mockery of the whole 
glorious history, a buffet for both the founder of Rome and 
the founder of the empire. 

The palaces, the colossal assemblage of walls, storeys, ter- 
races, and gaping roofs, still remained on the deserted Palatine; 
many ornaments and statues, however, had already been re- 
moved to Byzantium. And the empire, having become 
Christian, had afterwards closed the temples and extinguished 
the fire of Vesta, whilst yet respecting the ancient Palladium. 
But in the fifth century the Barbarians rush upon Rome, sack 
and burn it, and carry the spoils spared by the flames away in 
their chariots. As long as the city was dependent on Byzantium 
a custodian of the imperial palaces remained there watching 
over the Palatine. Then all fades and crumbles in the night 
of the middle ages. It would really seem that the popes then 
slowly took the place of the Cæsars, succeeding them both in 
their abandoned marble halls and their ever-subsisting passion 
for domination. Some of them assuredly dwelt in the palace of 
Septimius Severus; a council of the Church was held in the 
Beptizonium ; and, later on, Gelasius IL was elected in a 
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neighbouring monastery on the sacred mount. It was as if 
Augustus were again rising from the tomb, once more master 
of the world, with a Sacred College of Cardinals resuscitating 
the Roman Senate. In the twelfth century the Septizonium 
belonged to some Benedictine monks, and was sold by them 
to the powerful Frangipani family, who fortified it as they 
had already fortified the Colosseum and the arches of 
Constantine and Titus, thus forming a vast fortress round 
about the venerable cradle of the city. And the violent deeds 
of civil war and the ravages of invasion swept by like whirl- 
winds, throwing down the walls, razing the palaces and towers. 
And afterwards successive generations invaded the ruins, in- 
stalled themselves in them by right of trover and conquest, 
turned them into cellars, store places for forage, and stables for 
mules. Kitchen gardens were formed, vines were planted 
on the spots where fallen soil had covered the mosaics of the 
imperial halls, All around nettles and brambles grew up, 
and ivy preyed on the overturned porticoes, till there came a 
day when the colossal assemblage of palaces and temples, which 
marble was to have rendered eternal, seemed to dive beneath 
the dust, to disappear under the surging. soil and vegetation 
which impassive Nature threw over it. And then, in the hot 
sunlight, among the wild flowerets, only big buzzing flies 
remained, whilst herds of goats strayed in freedom through the 
throne room of Domitian and the fallen sanctuary of Apollo. 
A great shudder passed through Pierre. To think of so 
much strength, pride, and grandeur, and such rapid ruin—a 
world for ever swept away! He wondered how entire palaces, 
yet peopled by admirable statuary, could thus have been 
gradually buried without anyone thinking of protecting them. 
It was no sudden catastrophe which had swallowed up those 
masterpieces, subsequently to be disinterred with exclamations 
of admiring wonder; they had been drowned, as it were—caught 
progressively by the legs, the waist, and the neck, till at last 
the head had sunk beneath the rising tide. And how could 
one explain that generations had .heedlessly witnessed such 
things without thought of putting forth a helping hand? It 
would seem as if, at a given moment, a black curtain were 
suddenly drawn across the world, as if mankind began afresh, 
with a new and empty brain which needed moulding and 
furnishing. Rome had become depopulated; men ceased to 
repair the ruins left by fire and sword; the edifices which by 
their very immensity had become useless were utterly neglected, 
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allowed to crumble and fall. And then, too, the new religion 
everywhere hunted down the old one, stole its temples, over- 
turned its gods. Earthy deposits probably completed the 
disaster—there were, it is said, both earthquakes and inunda- 
tions—and the soil was ever rising, the alluvia of the young 
Christian world buried the ancient pagan society. And after 
the pillaging of the temples, the theft of the bronze roofs and 
marble columns, the climax came with the filching of the 
stones torn from the Colosseum and the Theatre of Marcellus, 
with the pounding of the statuary and sculpture work, thrown 
into kilns to procure the lime needed for the new monuments 
of Catholic Rome, 

It was nearly one o’clock, and Pierre awoke as from a 
dream. The sun-rays were streaming in a golden rain between 
the shiny leaves of the ever-green oaks above him, and down 
below Rome lay dozing, overcome by the great heat. Then 
he made up his mind to leave the garden, and went stumbling 
over the rough pavement of the Clivus Victoriæ, his mind 
still haunted by blinding visions. To complete his day, he 
had resolved to visit the old Appian Way during the afternoon, 
and, unwilling to return to the Via Giulia, he lunched at a 
suburban tavern, in a large, dim room, where, alone with the 
buzzing flies, he lingered for more than two hours, awaiting 
the sinking of the sun. 

Ah! that Appian Way, that ancient queen of the high- 
roads, crossing the Campagna in a long straight line with 
rows of proud tombs on either hand—to Pierre it seemed like 
a triumphant prolongation of the Palatine. He there found 
the same passion for splendour and domination, the same 
craving to eternise the memory of Roman greatness in marble 
and daylight. Oblivion was vanquished; the dead refused to 
rest, and remained for ever erect among the living, on either 
side of that road which was traversed by multitudes from the 
entire world. The deified images of those who were now but 
dust still gazed on the passers-by with empty eyes; the 
inscriptions still spoke, proclaiming names and titles. In 
former times the rows of sepulchres must have extended with- 
out interruption along all the straight, level miles between the 
tomb of Cecilia Metella and that of Casale Rotondo, forming 
an elongated cemetery where the powerful and wealthy com- 
peted as to who should leave the most colossal and lavishly 
decorated mausoleum: such, indeed, was the craving for sur- 
vival, the passion for pompous immortality, the desire to deify 
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death by lodging it in temples; whereof the present day 
monumental splendour of the Genoese Campo Santo and the 
Roman Campo Verano is, so to say, a remote inheritance. 
And what a vision it was to picture all the tremendous tombs 
on the right and left of the glorious pavement which the 
legions trod on their return from the conquest of the world ! 
That tomb of Cacilia Metella, with its bond-stones so huge, 
its walls so thick that the middle ages transformed it into the 
battlemented keep of a fortress! And then all the tombs 
which follow, the modern structures erected in order that the 
marble fragments discovered might be set in place, the old 
blocks of brick and concrete, despoiled of their sculptured work 
and rising up like seared rocks, yet still suggesting their 
original shapes as shrines, cippi, and sarcophagi. There is a 
wondrous succession of high reliefs figuring the dead in groups 
of three and five; statues in which the dead live deified, erect ; 
seats contrived in niches in order that wayfarers may rest and 
bless the hospitality of the dead ; laudatory epitaphs celebrat- 
ing the dead, both the known and the unlmown, the children 
of Sextus Pompeius Justus, the departed Marcus Servilius 
Quartus, Hilarius Fuscus, Rabirius Hermodorus; without 
counting the sepulchres venturously ascribed to Seneca and 
the Horatii and Curiatii. And finally there is the most 
extraordinary and gigantic of all the tombs, that known as 
Casale Rotondo, which is so large that it has been possible to 
establish a farmhouse and an olive garden on its substructures, 
which formerly upheld a double rotunda, adorned with 
Corinthian pilasters, large candelabra, and scenic masks.! 
Pierre, having driven in a cab as far as the tomb of Cæcilia 
Metella, continued his excursion on foot, going slowly towards 
Casale Rotondo. In many places the old ‘pavement appears— 
large blocks of basaltic lava, worn into deep ruts that jolt, the 
best-hung vehicles. Among the ruined tombs on either hand 
run bands of grass, the neglected grass of cemeteries, scorched 
by the summer suns and sprinkled with big violet thistles and 
tall sulphur-wort. Parapets of dry stones, breast high, enclose 
the russet roadsides, which resound with the crepitation of 
grasshoppers ; and, beyond, the Campagna stretches, vast and 
bare, as far as the eye can see. A parasol pine, a eucalyptus, 


! Some believe this tomb to have been that of Messalla Corvinus, the 
historian and poet, a friend of Augustus and Horace; others ascribe it 
to his son, Aurelius Messallinus Cotta.— Trans. 
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some olive or fig trees, white with dust, alone riso up near the 
road at infrequent intervals. On the left the ruddy arches of 
the Acqua Claudia show vigorously in the meadows, and 
stretches of poorly cultivated land, vineyards and little farms, 
extend to the blue and lilac Sabine and Alban hills, where 
Frascati, Rocca di Papa, and Albano set bright spots, which 
grow and whiten as one gets nearer to them. Then, on the 
right, towards the sea, the houseless, treeless plain grows and 
spreads with vast, broad ripples, extraordinary ocean-like 
simplicity and grandeur, a long, straight line alone parting it 
from the sky. At the height of summer all burns and flares 
on this limitless prairie, then of a ruddy gold; but in 
September a green tinge begins to suffuse the ocean of 
herbage, which dies away in the pink and mauve and vivid 
blue of the fine sunsets. 

As Pierre, quite alone and in a dreary mood, slowly paced 
the endless, flat highway, that resurrection of the past which 
he had beheld on the Palatine again confronted his mind’s eye. 
On either hand the tombs once more rose up intact, with 
marble of dazzling whiteness. Had not the head of a colossal 
statue been found, mingled with fragments of huge sphinxes, 
at the foot of yonder vase-shaped mass of bricks? He seemed 
to see the entire colossal statue standing again between the 
huge, crouching beasts. Farther on a beautiful headless 
statue of a woman had been discovered in the cella of a 
sepulchre, and he beheld it, again whole, with features 
expressive of grace and strength smiling upon life. The 
inscriptions also became perfect; he could read and under- 
stand them at a glance, as if living among those dead ones of 
two thousand years ago. And the road, too, became peopled : 
the chariots thundered, the armies tramped along, the people 
of Rome jostled him with the feverish agitation of great 
communities. It was a return of the times of the Flavians or 
the Antonines, the palmy years of the Empire, when the pomp 
of the Appian Way, with its grand sepulchres, carved and 
adorned like temples, attained its apogee. What a monu- 
mental Street of Death, what an approach to Rome, that 
highway, straight as an arrow, where, with the extraordinary 
pomp of their pride, which had survived their dust, the great 
dead greeted the traveller, ushered him into the presence 
of the living! He may well have wondered among what 
sovereign people, what masters of the world, he was about 
to find himself—a nation which had committed to its dead 
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the duty of telling strangers that it allowed nothing what- 
ever to perish—that its dead, like its city, remained eternal 
and glorious in monuments of extraordinary vastness! To 
think of it—the foundations of a fortress, and a tower sixty 
feet in diameter, that one woman might be laid to rest! And 
then, far away, at the end of the superb, dazzling high- 
way, bordered with the marble of its funereal palaces, Pierre, 
turning round, distinctly beheld the Palatine, with the marble 
of its imperial palaces—the huge assemblage of palaces whose 
omnipotence had dominated the world! 

But suddenly he started : two carabiniers had just appeared 
among the ruins. The spot was not safe; the authorities 
watched over tourists even in broad daylight. And later on 
came another meeting which caused him some emotion. He 
perceived an ecclesiastic, a tall old man, in a black cassock, 
edged and girt with red; and was surprised to recognise 
Cardinal Boccanera, who had quitted the roadway, and was 
slowly strolling along the band of grass, among the tall 
thistles and sulphur-wort. With his head lowered and his 
feet brushing against the fragments of the tombs, the Cardinal 
did not even see Pierre. The young priest courteously turned 
aside, surprised to find him so far from home and alone. 
Then, on perceiving a heavy coach, drawn by two black 
horses, behind a building, he understood matters. A footman 
in black livery was waiting motionless beside the carriage, and 
the coachman had not quitted his box. And Pierre remem- 
bered that the Cardinals were not expected to walk in Rome, 
so that they were compelled to dive into the country when 
they desired to take exercise. But what haughty sadness, 
what solitary and so-to-say ostracised grandeur there was 
about that tall, thoughtful old man, thus forced to seek the 
desert, and wander among the tombs, in order to breathe a 
little of the evening air ! 

' Pierre had lingered there for long hours ; the twilight was 
coming on, and once again he witnessed a lovely sunset. On 
his left the Campagna became blurred, and assumed a slaty 
hue, against which the yellowish arcades of the aqueduct 
showed very plainly, while the Alban hills, far away, faded 
into pink. . Then, on the right, towards the sea, the planet 
sank among a number of cloudlets, figuring an archipelago of 
gold in an ocean of dying embers. And excepting the sapphire 
sky, studded with rubies, above the endless line of the Cam- 
pagna, which was likewise changed into a sparkling lake, the 
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dull green of the herbage turning to a liquid emerald tint, 
there was nothing to be seen, neither a hillock nor a flock— 
nothing, indeed, but Cardinal Boccanera’s black figure, erect 
among the tombs, and looking, as it were, enlarged as it stood 
out against the last purple flush of the sunset. 

Early on the following morning Pierre, eager to see every- 
thing, returned to the Appian Way in order to visit the cata- 
comb of St. Calixtus, the most extensive and remarkable of 
the old Christian cemeteries, and one, too, where several of 
the early popes were buried. You ascend through a scorched 
garden, past olives and cypresses, reach a shanty of boards 
and plaster in which a little trade in ‘articles of piety’ is 
carried on, and there a modern and fairly easy flight of steps 
enables you to descend. Pierre fortunately found there some 
French Trappists, who guard these catacombs and show them 
to strangers. One brother was on the point of going down 
with two French ladies, the mother and daughter, the former 
still comely and the other radiant with youth. They stood 
there smiling, though already slightly frightened, while the 
monk lighted some long, slim candles. He was a man with a 
bossy brow, the large, massive jaw of an obstinate believer and 
pale eyes bespeaking an ingenuous soul. 

‘Ah! Monsieur l’Abbé,’ he said to Pierre, ‘ you've come 
just in time. If the ladies are willing, you had better come 
with us; for three brothers are already below with people, 
and you would have a long time to wait. This is the great 
season for visitors.’ 

The ladies politely nodded, and the Trappist handed a 
candle to the priest. In all probability neither mother nor 
daughter was devout, for both glanced askance at their new 
companion’s cassock, and suddenly became serious. Then 
they all went down and found themselves in a narrow subter- 
ranean corridor. ‘Take care, mesdames,” repeated the Trap- 
pist, lighting the ground with his candle. ‘Walk slowly, for 
there are projections and slopes.’ 

Then, in a shrill voice full of extraordinary conviction, he 
began his explanations. Pierre had descended in silence, his 
heart beating with emotion. Ah! how many times, indeed, 
in his innocent seminary days, had he not dreamt of those 
catacombs of the early Christians, those asylums of the primi- 
tive faith !. Even recently, while writing his book, he had often 
thought of them as of the most ancient and venerable remains 
of that community of the lowly and simple, for the return of 
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which he called. But his brain was fui + 
poets and great prose writers. He had behelPe.carly early ages— 
through the magnifying glass of those imaginative tive aatbns me 
and had believed them to be vast, similar to subterranean 
cities, with broad highways and spacious halls, fit for the 
accommodation of vast crowds. And now how poor and humble 
the reality ! 

‘Well, yes,’ said the Trappist in reply to the ladies’ ques- 
tions, ‘the corridor is scarcely more than a yard in width ; two 
persons could not pass along side by side. How they dug 
ib? Oh! it was simple enough. A family or a burial 
association needed a place of sepulchre. Well, a first gallery 
was excavated with pickaxes insoil of this description—granular. 
tufa, as it is called—a reddish substance, as you can see, both 
soft and yet resistant, easy to work and at the same time water- 
proof. In a word, just the substance that was needed, and 
one, too, that has preserved the remains of the buried in a 
wonderful way.’ He paused and brought the flamelet of his 
candle near to the compartments excavated on either handof the 
passage. ‘Look,’ he continued, ‘these are the loculi. Well, 
a subterranean gallery was dug, and on both sides these com- 
partments were hollowed out, one above the other. The bodies 
of the dead were laid in them, for the most part simply 
wrapped in shrouds. Then the aperture was closed with tiles 
or marble slabs, carefully cemented. So, as you can see, 
everything explains itself. If other families joined the first 
one, or the burial association became more numerous, fresh 
galleries were added to those already filled. Passages were 
excavated on either hand, in every sense ; and, indeed, a second 
and lower storey, at times even a third, was dug out. And 
here, you see, we are in a gallery which is certainly thirteen 
feet high. Now, you may wonder how they raised the bodies 
to place them in the compartments of the top tier. Well, 
they did not raise them to any such height; in all their work 
they kept on going lower and lower, removing more and more 
of the soil as the compartments became filled. And in this 
wise, in these catacombs of St. Calixtus, in less than four cen- 
turies, the Christians excavated more than ten miles of galleries, 
in which more than a million of their dead must have been 
laid to rest. Now, there are dozens of catacombs; the environs 
of Rome are honeycombed with them. Think of that, and 
perhaps you will be able to form some idea of the vast number 
of people who were buried in this manner.’ 
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dull green of the hééling greatly impressed. He had once 
there wag.ae'pit in Belgium, and he here found the same 
-Bifrow passages, the same heavy, stifling atmosphere, the same 
nihility of darkness and silence. The flamelets of the candles 
showed merely like stars in the deep gloom; they shed no 
radiance around. And heat last understood the character of 
this funereal, termite-like labour—these chance burrowings, 
continued according to requirements, without art, method, or 
symmetry. The rugged soil was ever ascending and descend- 
ing, the sides of the gallery snaked: neither plumb-line nor 
square had been used. All this, indeed, had simply been a 
work of charity and necessity, wrought by simple, willing grave- 
diggers, illiterate craftsmen, with the clumsy handiwork of the 
decline and fall. Proof thereof was furnished by the inscrip- 
tions and emblems on the marble slabs. They reminded one 
of the childish drawings which street urchins scrawl upon blank 
walls. 

‘You see,’ the Trappist continued, ‘ most frequently there 
is merely a name; and sometimes there is no name, but simply 
the words In Pace. At other times there is an emblem, the 
dove of purity, the palm of martyrdom, or else the fish whose 
name in Greek is composed of five letters which, as initials, 
signify: “ Jesus Christ, Son of God, Saviour.” ’ 

He again brought his candle near to the marble slabs, and 
the palm could be distinguished: a central stroke, whence 
started’ a few oblique lines; and then came the dove or the 
fish, roughly outlined, a zigzag indicating a tail, two bars 
representing the bird’s feet, while a round point simulated an 
eye. And the letters of the short inscriptions were all askew, 
of various sizes, often quite misshapen, as in the coarse hand- 
writing of the ignorant and simple. 

However, they reached a crypt, a sort of little hall, where 
the graves of several popes had been found; among others 
that of Sixtus II, a holy martyr, in whose honour there was a 
superbly engraved metrical inscription set up by Pope Dama- 
sus. Then, in another hall, a family vault of much the same 
size, decorated, at a later stage, with naive mural paintings, the 
spot where St. Cecilia’s body had been discovered was shown. 
And the explanations continued. The Trappist dilated on the 
paintings, drawing from them a confirmation of every dogma 
and belief, baptism, the Eucharist, the resurrection, Lazarus 
arising from the tomb, Jonas cast up by the whale, Daniel in 
the lions’ den, Moses drawing water from the rock, and Christ 
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—shown beardless, as was the practice in the early ages— 
accomplishing His various miracles. 

‘You see,’ repeated the Trappist, ‘all those things are 
shown there ; and remember that none of the paintings was 
specially prepared: they are absolutely authentic.’ 

At a question from Pierre, whose astonishment was in- 
creasing, he admitted that the catacombs had been mere 
cemeteries at the outset, when no religious ceremonies had been 
celebrated in them. It was only later, in the fourth century, 
when the martyrs were honoured, that'the crypts were utilised 
for worship. And in the same way they only became places 
of refuge during the persecutions, when the Christians had to 
conceal the entrances tothem. Previously they had remained 
freely and legally open. This was indeed their true history: 
cemeteries four centuries old becoming placesof asylum, ravaged 
at times during the persecutions; afterwards held in venera- 
tion till the eighth century; then despoiled of their holy relics, 
and subsequently blocked up and forgotten, so that they re- 
mained buried during more than seven hundred years, people 
thinking of them so little that at the time of the first 
searches in the fifteenth century they were considered an 
extraordinary discovery—an intricate historical problem—one, 
moreover, which only our own age has solved. 

‘Please, stoop, mesdames,’ resumed the Trappist. ‘In 
this compartment here is a skeleton which has not been 
touched. It has been lying here for sixteen or seventeen 
hundred years, and will show you how the bodies were laid 
out. Savants say that it is the skeleton of a female, pro- 
bably a young girl. It was still quite perfect last spring ; 
but the skull, as you can see, is nowsplitopen. An American 
broke it with his walking stick to make sure that it was 
genuine.’ 

The ladies Jeaned forward, and the flickering light 
illumined their pale faces, expressive of mingled fright and 
compassion. Especially noticeable was the pitiful, pain-fraught 
look which appeared on the countenance of the daughter, so 
full of life with her red lips and large black eyes. Then all 
relapsed into gloom, and the little candles were borne aloft 
and went their way through the heavy darkness of the galleries. 
The visit lasted another hour, for the Trappist did not spare 
a detail, fond as he was of certain nooks and corners, and as 
zealous as if he desired to work the redemption of his visitors, 

While Pierre followed the others a complete evolution 
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took place withinhim. As he looked about him, and formed 
a more and more complete idea of his surroundings, his first 
stupefaction at finding the reality so different from the 
embellished accounts of story-tellers and poets, his disillusion 
at being plunged into such rudely excavated mole-burrows, 
gave way to fraternal emotion. It was not that he thought 
of the fifteen hundred martyrs whose sacred bones had rested ° 
there. But how humble, resigned, yet full of hope had been 
those who had chosen such a place of sepulchre! Those low, 
darksome galleries were but temporary sleeping places for the 
Christians. If they did not burn the bodies of their dead, as 
the Pagans did, it was because, like the Jews, they believed 
in the resurrection of the body; and it was that lovely idea 
of sleep, of tranquil rest after a just life, whilst awaiting the 
celestial reward, which imparted such intense peacefulness, 
such infinite charm, to the black, subterranean city. Every- 
thing there spoke of calm and silent night; everything there 
slumbered in rapturous quiescence, patient until the far-off 
awakening. What could be more touching than those terra- 
cotta tiles, those marble slabs, which bore not even a name— 
nothing but the words In Pace—at peace. Ah! to be at 
peace—life’s work at last accomplished; to sleep in peace, to 
hope in peace for the advent of heaven! And the peacefulness 
seemed the more delightful as it was enjoyed in such deep 
humility. Doubtless the diggers worked chancewise and 
clumsily ; the craftsmen no longer knew how to engrave a 
name or carve a palm oradove. Art had vanished; but all 
the feebleness and ignorance were instinct with the youth of 
anew humanity. Poor and lowly and meek ones swarmed 
there, reposing beneath the soil, whilst up above the sun con- 
tinued its everlasting task. You found there charity and 
fraternity in death ; husband and wife often lying together 
with their offspring at their feet; the great mass of the un- 
known submerging the personage, the bishop, or the martyr; 
the most touching equality—that springing from modesty— 
prevailing amidst all that dust, with compartments ever 
similar and slabs destitute of ornament, so that rows and 
rows of the sleepers mingled without distinctive sign. The 
inscriptions seldom ventured on a word of praise, and then 
how prudent, how delicate it was: the men were very worthy, 
very pious: the women very gentle, very beautiful, very 
chaste. A perfume of infancy arose, unlimited human affec- 
tion spread: this was death as understood by the primitive 
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Christians—death which hid itself to await the resurrection, 
and dreamt no more of the empire of the world ! 

And all at once before Pierre’s eyes arose a vision of the 
sumptuous tombs of the Appian Way, displaying the domi- 
neering pride of a whole civilisation in the sunlight—tombs 
of vast dimensions, with a profusion of marbles, grandiloquent 
inscriptions, and masterpieces of sculptured work. Ah! 
what an extraordinary contrast between that pompous avenue 
of death, conducting, like a highway of triumph, to the regal, 
eternal city, when compared with the subterranean necropolis 
of the Christians, that city of hidden death, so gentle, so 
beautiful, and so chaste! Here only quiet slumber, desired 
and accepted night, resignation and patience were to be found. 
Millions of human beings had here laid themselves to rest in 
all humility, had slept for centuries, and would still be sleep- 
ing here, lulled by the silence and the gloom, if the living had 
not intruded on their desire to remain in oblivion so long as 
the trumpets of the Judgment Day did not awaken them. 
Death had then spoken of Life: nowhere had there been 
more intimate and touching life than in these buried cities of 
the unknown, lowly dead. And a mighty breath had formerly 
come from them—the breath of a new humanity destined -to 
renew the world. With the advent of meekness, contempt for 
the flesh, terror and hatred of nature, relinquishment of 
terrestrial joys, and a passion for death, which delivers and 
opens the portals of Paradise, another world had begun. 
And the blood of Augustus, so proud of purpling in the sun- 
light, so fired by the passion for sovereign dominion, seemed 
for a moment to disappear, as if, indeed, the new world had 
sucked it up in the depths of its gloomy sepulchres. 

However, the Trappist insisted on showing the ladies the 
steps of Diocletian, and began to tell them the legend. - ‘ Yes,’ 
said he, ‘it was a miracle. One day, under that emperor, 
some soldiers were pursuing several Christians, who took 
refuge in these catacombs; and when the soldiers followed 
them inside the steps suddenly gave way, and all the perse- 
cutors were hurled to the bottom. The steps remain broken 
to this day. Come and see them; they are close by.’ 

But the ladies were. quite overcome, so affected by their 
prolonged sojourn in the gloom and by the tales of death 
which the Trappist had poured into their ears that they 
insisted on going up again. Moreover, the candles were 
coming to an end. They were all dazzled when they found 
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themselves once more in the sunlight, outside the little hut 
where articles of piety and souvenirs were sold. The girl 
bought a paper weight, a piece of marble on which was 
engraved the fish symbolical of ‘ Jesus Christ, Son of God, 
Saviour of Mankind.’ 

On the afternoon of that same day Pierre decided to visit 
St. Peter’s. He had as yet only driven across the superb 
piazza with its obelisk and twin fountains, encircled by 
Bernini’s colonnades, those four rows of columns and 
pilasters which forma girdle of monumental majesty. At the 
far end rises the basilica, its façade making it look smaller 
and heavier than it really is, but its sovereign dome neverthe- 
less filling the heavens. 

Pebbled, deserted inclines stretched out, and steps followed 
steps, worn and white, under the burning sun; but at last 
Pierre reached the door and went in. It was three o’clock. 
Broad sheets of light streamed in through the high square 
windows, and some ceremony—the vesper service, no doubt— 
was beginning in the Cappella Clementina on the left. Pierre, 
however, heard nothing ; he was simply struck by the immen- 
sity of the edifice, as with raised eyes he slowly walked along. 
At the entrance came the giant basins for holy water with 
their boy-angels as chubby as Cupids ; then the nave, vaulted 
and decorated with sunken coffers; then the four cyclopean 
buttress-piers upholding the dome, and then again the tran- 
septs and apsis, each as large as one of our churches. And the 
proud pomp, the dazzling, crushing splendour of everything, 
also astonished him : he marvelled at the cupola, looking like 
a planet, resplendent with the gold and bright colours of its 
mosaic work, at the sumptuous baldacchino of bronze, crown- 
ing the high altar raised above the very tomb of St. Peter, and 
whence descend the double steps of the Confession, illumined 
by seven and eighty lamps, which are always kept burning. 
And finally he was lost in astonishment at the extraordinary 
profusion of marble, both white and coloured. Oh! those 
polychromatic marbles, Bernini’s luxurious passion! The 
splendid pavement reflecting the entire edifice, the facings of 
the pilasters with their medallions of popes, the tiara and the 
keys borne aloft by chubby angels, the walls covered with 
emblems, particularly the dove of Innocent X, the niches with 
their colossal statues uncouth in taste, the loggie and their 
balconies, the balustrade and double steps of the Confession, the 
rich altars and yet richer tombs—all, nave, aisles, transepts, 
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and apsis, were in marble, resplendent with the wealth of 
marble ; not a nook small as the palm of one’s hand appear- 
ing but it showed the insolent opulence of marble. And the 
basilica triumphed, beyond discussion, recognised and admired 
by every one as the largest and most splendid church in the 
whole world—the personification of hugeness and magnificence 
combined. 

Pierre still wandered on, gazing, overcome, as yet not 
distinguishing details. He paused for a moment before the 
bronze statue of St. Peter, seated in a stiff, sacerdotalal 
attitude on a marble pedestal. A few of the faithful were 
there kissing the large toe of the Saint’s right foot. Some 
of them carefully wiped it before applying their lips; others, 
with no thought of cleanliness, kissed it, pressed their forc- 
heads to it, and then kissed it again. Next, Pierre turned into 
the transept on the left, where stand the confessionals. 
Priests are ever stationed there, ready to confess penitents in 
every language. Others wait, holding long staves, with which 
they lightly tap the heads of kneeling sinners, who thereby 
obtain thirty days’ indulgence. However, there were few 
people present, and inside the small wooden boxes the priests 
occupied their leisure time in reading and writing, as if they 
were at home. Then Pierre again found himself before the 
Confession, and gazed with interest at the eighty lamps, 
scintillating like stars, The high altar, at which the Pope 
alone can officiate, seemed wrapped in the haughty melancholy 
of solitude under its gigantic, flowery baldacchino, the casting 
and gilding of which cost two and twenty thousand pounds. 
But suddenly Pierre remembered the ceremony in the Cappella 
Clementina, and felt astonished, for he could hear nothing of 
it. As he drew near a faint breath, like the far-away piping 
of a flute, was wafted to him. Then the volume of sound 
slowly increased, but it was only on reaching the chapel that 
he recognised an organ peal. The sunlight here filtered 
through red curtains drawn before the windows, and thus the 
chapel glowed like a furnace whilst resounding with the grave 
music. But in that huge pile all became so slight, so weak, 
that at sixty paces neither voice nor organ could be distin- 
guished. 

_ On entering the basilica Pierre had fancied that it was 
quite empty and lifeless. There were, however, some people 
there, but so few and far between that their presence was not 
noticed. A few tourists. wandered about wearily, guide-book 
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in hand. In the grand nave a painter with his easel was 
taking a view, asin a public gallery. Then a French seminary 
went by, conducted by a prelate who named and explained the 
tombs. But in all that space these fifty or a hundred people 
looked merely like a few black ants who had lost themselves 
and were vainly seeking their way. And Pierre pictured him- 
self in some gigantic gala hall or tremendous vestibule in an 
immeasurable palace of reception. The broad sheets of sun- 
light streaming through the lofty square windows of plain 
white glass illumined the church with blending radiance. 
There was not a single stool or chair: nothing but the superb, 
bare pavement, such as you might find in a museum, shining 
mirror-like under the dancing shower of sun-rays. Nor was 
there a single corner for solitary reflection, a nook of gloom 
and mystery, where one might kneel and pray. In lieu thereof 
the sumptuous, sovereign dazzlement of broad daylight pre- 
vailed upon every side. And, on thus suddenly finding him- 
self in this deserted opera-house, all aglow with flaring gold 
and purple, Pierre could but remember the quivering gloom of 
the Gothie cathedrals of France, where dim crowds sob and 
supplicate amidst a forest of pillars. In presence of all this 
ceremonial majesty—this huge, empty pomp, which was all 
Body—he recalled with a pang the emaciate architecture and 
statuary of the middle ages, which were all Soul. He vainly 
sought for some poor, kneeling woman, some creature swayed 
by faith or suffering, yielding in a modest half-light to thoughts 
of the unknown, and with closed lips holding communion with 
the invisible. These he found not: there was but the weary 
wandering of the tourists, and the bustle of the prelates con- 
ducting the young priests to the obligatory. stations ; while 
the vesper service continued in the left-hand chapel, nought 
of it reaching the ears of the visitors save, perhaps, a confused 
vibration, as of the peal of a bell penetrating from outside 
through the vaults above. 

And Pierre then understood that this was the splendid 
skeleton of a colossus whence life was departing. Tc fill it, 
to animate it with a soul, all the gorgeous display of great 
religious ceremonies was needed; the eighty thousand wor- 
shippers which it could hold, the great pontifical pomps, the 
festivals of Christmas and Easter, the processions and cortéges 
displaying all the luxury of the Church amidst operatic scenery 
and appointments. And he tried to conjure up a picture of 
the past magnificence—the basilica overflowing with an idola- 
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trous multitude, and the superhuman cortège passing along 
whilst every head was lowered ; the cross and.the sword open- 
ing the march, the cardinals going two by two, like twin 
divinities, in their rochets of lace and their mantles and robes 
of red moire, which train-bearers held up behind them; and 
at last, with Jove-like pomp, the Pope, carried on a stage 
draped with red velvet, seated in an arm-chair of red velvet 
and gold, and dressed in white velvet, with cope of gold, stole 
of gold, and tiara of gold. The bearers of the ‘ Sédia gesta- 
toria * } shone bravely in red tunics broidered with gold. Above 
the one and only Sovereign Pontiff of the world the flabelli 
waved those huge fans of feathers which formerly were waved 
before the idols of pagan Rome. And around the seat of 
triumph what a dazzling, glorious court there was! The 
whole pontifical family, the stream of assistant prelates, the 
patriarchs, the archbishops, and the bishops, with vestments 
and mitres of gold, the camerieri segreti partecipanti in violet 
silk, the camerieri partecipanti of the cape and the sword in 
black velvet Renascence costumes, with rufis and golden 
chains, the whole innumerable ecclesiastical and laical suite, 
which not even a hundred pages of the ‘ Gerarchia ’ can com. 
pletely enumerate, the prothonotaries, the chaplains, the pre- 
lates of every class and degree, without mentioning the mili. 
tary household, the gendarmes with their busbies, the Palatine 
Guards in blue trousers and black tunics, the Swiss Guards 
costumed in red, yellow, and black, with breastplates of silver, 
suggesting the men at arms of some drama of the Romantic 
school, and the Noble Guards, superb in their high boots, 
white pigskins, red tunics, gold lace, epaulets and helmets ! 
However, since Rome had become the capital of Italy the 
doors were no longer thrown wide open ; on the rare occasions 
when the Pope yet came down to officiate, to show himself as 
the supreme representative of the Divinity on earth, the 
basilica was filled with chosen ones. To enter it you needed 
a card of invitation. You no longer saw the people—a throng 
of fifty, even eighty, thousand Christians—fiocking to the 
church and swarming within it promiscuously ; there was but 
a select gathering, a congregation of friends convened as for a 
private function. Even when, by dint of effort, thousands were 
collected together there, they formed but a picked audience 
invited to the performance of a monster concert, 


1 The chair and stage are known by that name.—Trans, 
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And as Pierre strolled among the bright, crude marbles in 
that cold if gorgeous museum, the feeling grew upon him that 
he was in some pagan temple raised to the deity of Light and 
Pomp. The larger temples of ancient Rome were certainly 
similar piles, upheld by the same precious columns, with walls 
covered with the same polychromatic marbles and vaulted 
ceilings having the same gilded panels. And his feeling was 
destined to become yet more acute afier his visits to the other 
basilicas, which could but reveal the truth to him. First one 
found the Christian church quietly, audaciously quartering 
itself in a pagan church, as, for instance, San Lorenzo in 
Miranda installed in the temple of Antoninus and Faustina, 
and retaining the latter’s rare porticus in cipollino marble 
and its handsome white marble entablature. Then there was 
the Christian church springing from the ruins of the destroyed 
pagan edifice, as, for example, San Clemente, beneath which 
centuries of contrary beliefs are stratified: a very ancient 
edifice of the time of the kings or the republic, then another 
of the days of the empire identified as a temple of Mithras, 
and next a basilica of the primitive faith. Then, too, there was 
the Christian church typified by that of Saint Agnes beyond 
the walls which had been built on exactly the same pattern as 
the Roman secular basilica—that Tribunal and Exchange 
which accompanied every Forum. And, in particular, there 
was the Christian church erected with materials stolen from 
the demolished pagan temples. To this testified the sixteen 
superb columns of that same Saint Agnes, columns of various 
marbles filched from various gods ; the one and twenty columns 
of Santa Maria in Trastevere, columns of all sorts of orders 
torn from a temple of Isis and Serapis, who even now are 
represented on their capitals; also the six and thirty white 
marble ionic columns of Santa Maria Maggiore derived from 
the temple of Juno Lucina; and the two and twenty-columns 
of Santa Maria in Ara Cceli, these varying in substance, size, 
and workmanship, and certain of them said to have been stolen. 
from Jove himself, from the famous temple of Jupiter 
Capitolinus which rose upon the sacred summit. In addition, 
the temples of the opulent Imperial period seemed to resuscitate 
in our times at San Giovanni in Laterano and San Paolo 
fuori le mura. Was not that Basilica of San Giovanni— the 
Mother and Head of all the churches of the city and the earth’ 
—like the abode of honour of some pagan divinity whose 
splendid kingdom was of this world? It boasted five naves, 
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parted by four rows of columns; it was a profusion of bas- 
reliefs, friezes, and entablatures, and its twelve colossal statues 
of the Apostles looked like subordinate deities lining the 
approach to the master of the gods! And did not San Paolo, 
lately completed, its new marbles shimmering like mirrors, 
recall the abode of the Olympian immortals, typical temple as 
it was with its majestic colonnade, its flat, gilt-panelled ceiling, 
its marble pavement incomparably beautiful both in substance 
and workmanship, its violet columns with white bases and 
capitals, and its white entablature with violet frieze: every- 
where, indeed, you found the mingling of those two colours so 
divinely carnal in their harmony. And there, as at St. Peter’s, 
not one patch of gloom, not one nook of mystery where one 
might peer into the invisible, could be found! And, withal, 
St. Peter’s remained the monster, the colossus, larger than 
the largest.of all others, an extravagant testimony of what the 
mad passion for the huge can achieve when human pride, by 
dint of spending millions, dreams of lodging the divinity in an 
over-vast, over-opulent palace of stone, where in truth that 
pride itself, and not the divinity, triumphs ! 

And to think that after long centuries that gala colossus 
had been the outcome of the fervour of primitive faith! You 
found there a blossoming of that ancient sap, peculiar to the 
soil of Rome, which in all ages has thrown up preposterous 
edifices, of exaggerated hugeness and dazzling and ruinous 
luxury. It would seem as if the absolute masters successively 
ruling the city brought that passion for cyclopean building 
with them, derived it from the soil in which they grew, for 
they transmitted it one to the other, without a pause, from 
civilization to civilization, however diverse and contrary their 
minds, It has all been, so to say, a continuous blossoming of 
human vanity, a passionate desire to set one’s name on an 
imperishable wall, and, after being master of the world, to leave 
behind one an indestructible trace, a tangible proof of one’s 
passing glory, an eternal edifice of bronze and marble fit to 

‘attest that glory until the end of time. At the bottom the 
spirit of conquest, the proud ambition to dominate the world, 
subsists ; and when all has crumbled, and a new society has 
sprung up from the ruins of its predecessor, men have erred in 
imagining it to be cured of the sin of pride, steeped in humility 
once more, for it has had the old blood in its veins, and hag 
yielded to the same insolent madness as its ancestors, a prey 
to all the violence of its heredity directly it has become great 
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and strong. Among the illustrious popes there has not been 
one that did not seek to build, did not revert to the traditions of 
the Cæsars, eternising their reigns in stone and raising temples 
for resting-places, so as to rank among the gods. Ever the 
same passion for terrestrial immortality has burst forth: it 
has been a battle as to who should leave the highest, most 
substantial, most gorgeous monument; and so acute has been 
the disease that those who, for lack of means and opportunity, 
have been unable to build, and have been forced to content 
themselves with repairing, have, nevertheless, desired to be- 
queath the memory of their modest achievements to subsequent 
generations by commemorative marble slabs engraved with 
pompous inscriptions! These slabs are to be seen on every 
side: not a wall has ever been strengthened but some pope 
has stamped it with his arms, not a ruin has been restored, 
not a palace repaired, not a fountain cleaned, but the reigning 
pope has signed the work with his Roman and pagan title of 
‘ Pontifex Maximus.’ It is a haunting passion, a form of in- 
voluntary debauchery, the fated florescence of that compost of 
ruins, that dust of edifices whence new edifices are ever arising. 
And given the perversion with which the old Roman soil almost 
immediately tarnished the doctrines of Jesus, that resolute pas- 
sion for domination and that desire for terrestrial glory which 
wrought the triumph of Catholicism in scorn of the humble 
and pure, the fraternal and simple ones of the primitive 
Church, one may well ask whether Rome has ever been 
Christian at all! 

And whilst Pierre was for the second time walking round 
the huge basilica, admiring the tombs of the popes, truth, like 
a sudden illumination, burst upon him and filled him with its 
glow. Ah! those tombs! Yonder in the full sunlight, in the 
rosy Campagna, on either side of the Appian Way—that 
triumphal approach to Rome, conducting the stranger to the 
august Palatine with its crown of circling palaces—there arose 
the gigantic tombs of the powerful and wealthy, tombs of un- 
paralleled artistic splendour, perpetuating in marble the pride 
and pomp of a strong race that had mastered the world. Then, 
near at hand, beneath the sod, in the shrouding night of 
wretched mole holes, other tombs were hidden—the tombs of 
the lowly, the poor, and the suffering—tombs destitute of art or 
display, but whose very humility proclaimed that a breath of 
affection and resignation had passed by, that One had come 
preaching love and fraternity, the relinquishment of the wealth 
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of the earth for the everlasting joys of a future life, and com- 
mitting to the soil the good seed of His Gospel, sowing the 
new humanity which was to transform the olden world. And, 
behold, from that seed, buried in the soil for centuries, behold, 
from those humble, unobtrusive tombs, where martyrs slept 
their last and gentle sleep whilst waiting for the glorious call, 
yet other tombs had sprung, tombs as gigantic and as pompous 
as the ancieit, destroyed sepulchres of the idolaters, tombs 
uprearing their marbles among a pagan-temple-like splendour, 
proclaiming the same superhuman pride, the same mad pas- 
sion for universal sovereignty. At the time of the Renascence 
Rome became pagan once more; the old imperial blood frothed 
up and swept Christianity away with the greatest onslaught 
ever directed against it, Ah! those tombs of the popes at St. 
Peter’s, with their impudent, insolent glorification of the 
departed, their sumptuous, carnal hugeness, defying death and 
setting immortality upon this earth. There are giant popes 
of bronze, allegorical figures and angels of equivocal character 
wearing the beauty of lovely girls, of passion-compelling women 
with the thighs and the breasts of pagan~ goddesses ! 
Paul III is seated on a high pedestal, Justice and Prudence 
are almost prostrate at his feet. Urban VIII is between 
Prudence and Religion, Innocent XI between Religion and 
Justice, Innocent XII between Justice and Charity, Gregory 
XIII between Religion and Strength. Attended by Prudence 
and Justice, Alexander VII appears kneeling, with Charity 
and Truth before him, and a skeleton rises up displaying an 
empty hour-glass. Clement XIII, also on his knees, triumphs 
above a monumental sarcophagus, against which leans Religion 
bearing the Cross ; while the Genius of Death, his elbow rest- 
ing on the right-hand corner, has two huge, superb lions, 
emblems of omnipotence, beneath him. Bronze bespeaks the 
eternity of the figures, white marble describes opulent’ flesh, 
and coloured marble winds around in rich draperies, deifying 
the monuments under the bright golden glow of nave and 
aisles. 

And Pierre passed from one tomb to the other on his way 
through the magnificent, deserted, sunlit basilica. Yes, 
these tombs, so imperial in their ostentation, were meet com- 
panions for those of the Appian Way. Assuredly it was 
Rome, the soil of Rome, that soil where pride and domination 
sprouted like the herbage of the fields that had transformed 
the humble Christianity of primitive times, the religion of 
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faternity, justice, and hope into what it now was: victorious 
Catholicism, allied to the rich and powerful, a huge implement 
of government, prepared for the conquest of every nation. 
The popes had awoke as Cæsars. Remote heredity had acted, 
the blood of Augustus had bubbled forth afresh, flowing 
through their veins and firing their minds with immeasurable 
ambition. As yet none but Augustus had held the empire of 
the world, had been both emperor and pontiff, master of the 
body and the soul. And thence had come the eternal dream 
of the popes in despair at only holding the spiritual power,and 
obstinately refusing to yield in temporal matters, clinging for 
ever to the ancient hope that their dream might at last be 
realised, andthe Vatican become another Palatine, whence they 
might reign with absolute despotism over all the conquered 
nations. 


VI 


Prerre had been in Rome for a fortnight, and yet the affair 
of his book was no nearer solution. He was still possessed 
by an ardent desire to see the Pope, but could in no wise tell 
how to satisfy it, so frequent were the delays and so greatly 
had he been frightened by Monsignor Nani’s predictions of 
the dire consequences which might attend any imprudent 
action. And so, foreseeing a prolonged sojourn, he at last 
betook himself to the Vicariate in order that his ‘celebret 
might be stamped, and afterwards said his mass each morning 
at the church of Santa Brigida, where he received a kindly 
greeting from Abbé Pisoni, Benedetta’s former confessor. 

One Monday evening he resolved to repair early to Donna 
Serafina’s customary reception in the hope of learning some 
news and expediting his affairs. Perhaps Monsignor Nani 
would look in; perhaps he might be lucky enough to come 
across some cardinal or domestic prelate willing to help him. 
It was in vain that he had tried to extract any positive 
information from Don Vigilio, for, after a short spell of 
affability and willingness, Cardinal Pio’ssecretary had relapsed 
into distrust and fear, and avoided Pierre as if he were 
resolved not to meddle in a business which, all considered, 
was decidedly suspicious and dangerous. Moreover, for a 
couple of days past a violent attack of fever had compelled him 
to keep his room. 

Thus the only person to whom Pierre could turn for com. - 
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fort was Victorine Bosquet, the old Beauceronne servant who 
had been promoted.to the rank of housekeeper, and who still 
retained a French heart after thirty years’ residence in Rome. 
She often spoke to the young priest of Auneau, her native 
place, as if she had left it only the previous day ; but on that 
particular Monday even she had lost her wonted gay vivacity, 
and when she heard that he meant to go down in the evening 
to see the ladies she wagged her head significantly. ‘Ah! 
you won’t find them very cheerful,’ said she. ‘My poor 
Benedetta is greatly worried. Her divorce suit is not pro- 
gressing at all well.’ 

All Rome, indeed, was again talking of this affair. An 
extraordinary revival of tittle-tattle had set both white and 
black worlds agog. And so there was no need for reticence 
on Victorine’s part, especially in conversing with a compatriot. 
It appeared, then, that, in reply to Advocate Morano’s 
memoir setting forth that the marriage had not been con- 
summated, there had come another memoir, a terrible one, 
emanating from Monsignor Palma, a doctor in theology, 
whom the Congregation of the Council had selected to defend 
the marriage. As a first point, Monsignor Palma flatly dis- 
puted the alleged non-consummation, questioned the certificate 
put forward on Benedetta’s behalf, and quoted instances 
recorded in scientific text-books which showed how deceptive 
appearances often were. He strongly insisted, moreover, on 
the narrative which Count Prada supplied in another memoir, 
a narrative well calculated to inspire doubt; and, further, he 
so turned and twisted the evidence of Benedetta’s own maid 
as to make that evidence alco serve against her. Finally 
he argued in a decisive way that, even supposing the marriage 
had not been consummated, this could only be ascribed to 
the resistance of the Countess, who had thus set at defiance 
one of the elementary laws of married life, which was that a 
wife owed obedience to her husband. 

Next had come a fourth memoir, drawn up by the reporter 
of the Congregation, who analysed and discussed the three 
others, and subsequently the Congregation itself had dealt 
with the matter, opining in favour of the dissolution of the 
marriage by a majority of one vote—such a bare majority, 
indeed, that Monsignor Palma, exercising his rights, had 
hastened to demand further inquiry, a course which brought 
the whole procédure again into question, and rendered a fresh 
vote necessary. 
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‘Ah! the poor Contessina!’ exclaimed Victorine, ‘ she'll 
surely die of grief, for, calm as she may seem, there’s an 
inward fire consuming her. It seems that Monsignor Palma 
is the master of the situation, and can make the affair drag 
on as long as he likes. And then a deal of money has already 
been spent, and one will have to spend a lot more. Abbé 
Pisoni, whom you know, was very badly inspired when he 
helped on that marriage; and though I certainly don’t want 
to soil the memory of my good mistress, Countess Ernesta, 
who was a real saint, it’s none the less true that she 
wrecked her daughter’s life when she gave her to Count 
Prada.’ 

The housekeeper paused. Then, impelled by an in- 
stinctive sense of justice, she resumed: ‘It’s only natural that 
Count Prada should be annoyed, for he’s really being made a 
fool of. And, for my part, as there is no end to all the fuss, 
and this divorce is so hard to obtain, I really don’t see why 
the Contessina shouldn’t live with her Dario without troubling 
any further. Haven’t they loved one another ever since they 
were children? Aren’t they both young and handsome, and 
wouldn't they be happy together, whatever the world might 
say ? Happiness, mon Dieu ! one finds it so seldom that one 
can’t afford to let it pass.’ 

Then, seeing how greatly surprised Pierre was at hearing 
such language, she began to laugh with the quiet composure 
of one belonging to the humble classes of France, whose only 
desire is a quiet and happy life, irrespective of matrimonial 
ties. Next, in more discreet language, she proceeded to 
lament another worry which had fallen on the household, 
another result of the divorce affair. A rupture had come 
about between Donna Serafina and Advocate Morano, who 
was very displeased with the ill success of his memoir to 
the congregation, and accused Father Lorenza—the confessor 
of the Boccanera ladies—of having urged them into a deplor- 
able lawsuit, whose only fruit could be a wretched scandal 
affecting everybody. And so great had been Morano’s annoy- 
ance that he had not returned to the Boccanera mansion, but 
had severed a connection of thirty years’ standing, to the 
stupefaction of all the Roman drawing-rooms, which 
altogether disapproved of his conduct. Donna Serafina was, 
for her part, the more grieved as she suspected the advocate 
of having purposely picked the quarrel in order to secure an 
excuse for leaving her; his real motive, in her estimation, 
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being a sudden, disgraceful passion for a young and intriguing 
woman of the middle classes. ' : 

That Monday evening, when Pierre entered the drawing-' 
room, hung with yellow brocatelle of a flowery Louis X1V: 
pattern, he at once realised that melancholy reigned in the 
dim light radiating from the lace-veiled lamps. Benedetta 
and Celia, seated on a sofa, were chatting with Dario, whilst 
Cardinal Sarno, ensconced in an arm-chair, listened to the 
ceaseless chatter of the old relative who conducted the little 
princess to each Monday gathering. And the only other 
person present was Donna Serafina, seated all alone in her 
wonted place on the right-hand side of the chimney-piece, and 
consumed with secret rage at seeing the chair on the left- 
hand side unoccupied—that chair which Morano had always 
taken during the thirty years that he had been faithful to her. 
Pierre noticed with what anxious and then despairing eyes she 
observed his entrance, her glance ever straying towards the 
door, as though she even yet hoped for the fickle one’s return. 
Withal her bearing was erect and proud; she seemed to be 
more tightly laced than ever; and there was all the wonted 
haughtiness on her hard-featured face, with its jet black eye- 
brows and snowy hair. 

. Pierre had no sooner paid his respects to her than he 
allowed his own worry to appear by inquiring whether they 
would not have the pleasure of seeing Monsignor Nani that 
evening. And thereupon Donna Serafina could not refrain 
from answering: ‘Oh! Monsignor Nani is forsaking us like 
the others. People always take themselves off when they can 
be of service.’ | 

She harboured a spite against the prelate for having done 
so little to further the divorce in spite of his many promises. 
Beneath his outward show of extreme willingness and 
caressing affability he doubtless concealed some scheme of 
his own which he was tenaciously pursuing. However,’ 
Donna Serafina promptly regretted the confession which 
anger had wrung from her, and resumed: ‘ After all, he will’ 
perhaps come. He is so good-natured, and so fond of us.’ 

In spite of the vivacity of her temperament she really 
wished to act diplomatically, so as to overcome the bad luck 
which had recently set in. Her brother the Cardinal had 
told her how irritated he was by the attitude of the Congre- 
gation of the Council; he had little doubt that the frigid 
reception accorded to his niece’s suit had been due in part to 
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the desire of some of his brother cardinals to be disagreeable 
to him. Personally, he desired the divorce, as it seemed to 
him the only means of ensuring the perpetuation of the 
family; for Dario obstinately. refused to marry any other 
woman than his cousin. And thus there was an accumulation 
of disasters; the Cardinal was wounded in his pride, his 
sister shared his sufferings and on her own side was stricken 
in the heart, whilst both lovers were plunged in despair at 
finding their hopes yet again deferred. 

As Pierre approached the sofa where the young folks 
were chatting he found that they were speaking of the catas- 
trophe. ‘Why should you be so despondent ?’ asked Celia 
in an undertone. ‘ After all, there was a majority of a vote 
in favour of annulling the marriage. Your suit hasn't been 
rejected ; there is only a delay.’ 

But Benedetta shook her head. ‘No, no! If Monsignor 
Palma proves obstinate His Holiness will never consent. 
It’s all over.’ 

‘Ah! if one were only rich, very rich!’ murmured Dario 
with such an air of conviction that no one smiled. And, 
turning to his cousin, he added in a whisper: ‘I must really 
have a talk with you. We cannot go on living like this.’ 

In a breath she responded: ‘Yes, you are right. Come 
down to-morrow evening at five. I will be here alone.’ 

Then dreariness set in; the evening seemed to have no 
end. Pierre was greatly touched by the evident despair of 
Benedetta, who as a rule was so calm and sensible. The deep 
eyes which illumined her pure, delicate, infantile face were 
now blurred as by restrained tears. He had already formed a 
sincere affection for her, pleased as he was with her equable 
if somewhat indolent disposition, the semblance of discreet 
good sense with which she veiled her soul of fire. That 
Monday even she certainly tried to smile while listening to 
the pretty secrets confided to her by Celia, whose love affairs 
were prospering far more than her own. There was only one 
brief interval of general conversation, and that was brought 
about by the little princess’s aunt, who, suddenly raising her 
voice, began to speak of the infamous manner in which the 
Italian newspapers referred to the Holy Father. Never, indeed, 
had there been so much bad feeling between the Vatican and 
the Quirinal. Cardinal Sarno felt so strongly on the subject 
that he departed from his wonted silence to announce that on 
the occasion of the sacrilegious festivities of the Twentieth of 
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September, celebrating the capture of Rome, the Pope intended 
to cast a fresh letter of protest in the face of all the Christian 
powers, whose indifference proved their complicity in the 
odious spoliation of the Church. 

‘Yes, indeed! what folly to try and marry the pope and 
the king,’ bitterly exclaimed Donna Serafina, alluding to her 
niece’s deplorable marriage. 

The old maid now seemed quite beside herself; it was 
already so late that neither Monsignor Nani nor anybody else 
was expected. However, at the unhoped-for sound of foot- 
steps her eyes again brightened and turned feverishly towards 
the door. But it was only to encounter a final disappoint- 
ment. The visitor proved to be Narcisse Habert, who 
stepped up to her, apologising for making so late a call. It 
was Cardinal Sarno, his uncle by marriage, who had intro- 
duced him into this exclusive salon, where he had received a 
cordial reception on account of his religious views, which were 
said to be most uncompromising. If, however, despite the 
lateness of the hour, he had ventured to call there that evening, 
it was solely on account of Picrre, whom he at once drew on 
one side. 

“I felt sure I should find you here,’ he said. ‘Just now I 

managed to see my cousin, Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo, and 
I have some good news for you. He will see us to-morrow 
at about eleven in his rooms at the Vatican.’ Then, lowering 
his voice : ‘I think he will endeavour to conduct you to the 
Holy Father. Briefly, the audience seems to mo assured.’ 
, Pierre was greatly delighted by this promised certainty, 
which came to him so suddenly in that dreary drawing-room, 
where for a couple of hours he had been gradually sinking into 
despair !. So at last a solution was at hand! 

Meantime Narcisse, after shaking hands with Dario and 
bowing to Benedetta and Celia, approached his uncle the 
Cardinal, who, having rid himself of the old relation, made up 
his mind to talk, But his conversation was confined to the 
state of his health, and the weather, and sundry insignificant 
anecdotes which he had lately heard. Nota word escaped 
him respecting the thousand complicated matters with which 
he dealt at the Propaganda, It was as though, once outside 
his office, he plunged into the commonplace and the unim- 
portant by way of resting from the anxious task of governing 
the world. And after he had spoken for a time every one got 


up, and the visitors took leave, à 
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‘Don’t forget,’ Narcisse repeated to Pierre, ‘you will 
find me at the Sixtine Chapel to-morrow at ten, And I will 
show you the Botticellis before we.go to our appointment.’ 

At half-past nine on the following morning Pierre, who 
had come on foot, was already on the spacious Piazza of St. 
Peter’s; and before turning to the right, towards the bronze 
gate near one corner of Bernini’s colonnade, he raised his 
eyes and lingered gazing at the Vatican. Nothing to his 
mind could be less monumental than the jumble of buildings 
which, without semblance of architectural order or regularity 
of any kind, had grown up in the shadow cast by the dome of 
the basilica. Roofs rose one above the other and broad, flat 
walls stretched out chance-wise, just as wings and storeys had 
been added. The only symmetry observable above the 
colonnade was that of the three sides of the court of San 
Damaso, where the lofty glasswork which now encloses the 
old loggie sparkled in the sun between the ruddy columns and 
pilasters, suggesting, as it were, three huge conservatories. 

And this was the most beautiful palace in the world, the 
largest of all palaces, comprising no fewer than eleven 
thousand apartments and containing the most admirable 
masterpieces of human genius! But Pierre, disillusioned as 
he was, had eyes only for the lofty fagade on the right, over- 
looking the piazza, for he knew that the second floor windows 
there were those of the Pope’s private apartments. And he 
contemplated those windows for a long time, and remembered 
having been told that the fifth one on the right was that of 
the Pope’s bedroom, and that a lamp could always be seen 
burning there far into the night. 

What was there, too, behind that gate of bronze which 
he saw before him—that sacred portal by which all the 
kingdoms of the world communicated with the kingdom of 
heaven, whose august vicar had secluded himself behind those 
lofty, silent walls? From where he stood Pierre gazed on 
that gate with its metal panels studded with large square- 
headed nails, and wondered what it defended, what it con- 
cealed, what it shut off from the view, with its stern, for- 
bidding air, recalling that of the gate of some ancient fortress. 
What kind of world would he find behind it, what treasures 
of human charity jealously preserved in yonder gloom, what 
revivifying hope for the new nations hungering for fraternity 
and justice? He took pleasure in fancying, in picturing the 
one holy pastor of humanity, ever watching in the depths of 
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that closed palace, and, while the nations strayed into hatred, 

- preparing all for the "final reign of Jesus, and at last pro- 
claiming the advent of that reign by transforming our demo- 
cracies into the one great Christian community promised by 
the Saviour. Assuredly the world’s future was being pre- 
pared behind that bronze portal; assuredly it was that future 
which would issue forth. 

But all at once Pierre was amazed to find himself face to 
face with Monsignor Nani, who had just left the Vatican on 
his way to the neighbouring Palace of the Inquisition, where, 
as Assessor, he had his residence. 

‘Ah! Monseigneur, said Pierre, ‘I am very pleased. My 
friend Monsieur Habert is going to present me to his cousin, 
Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo, and I think I shall obtain the 
audience I so greatly desire.’ 

Monsignor Nani smiled with his usual amiable yet keen 
expression. ‘ Yes, yes, L know.’ But, correcting himself as 
it were, he added: ‘I share your satisfaction, my dear son. 
Only, you must be prudent.’ And then, as if fearing that the 
young priest might have understood by his first words that 
he had just seen Monsignor Gamba, the most easily terrified 
prelate of the whole prudent pontifical family, he related that 
he had been running about since an early hour on behalf of 
‘two French ladies, who likewise were dying of a desire to see 
the Pope. However, he greatly feared that the help he was 

_ giving them would not prove successful. 

‘I will confess to you, Monseigneur,’ replied Pierre, ‘ that 
I myself was getting very discouraged. Yes, it is high time 
I should find a little comfort, for my sojourn here is hardly 
calculated to brace my soul.’ 

He went on in this strain, allowing it to be seen that the 
sights of Rome were finally destroying his faith. Such days 
as those which he had spent on the Palatine and along the 
Appian Way, in the Catacombs and at St. Peter's, grievously 
disturbed him, spoilt his dream of Christianity rejuvenated 
and triumphant. He emerged from them full of doubt and 
growing lassitude, having already lost much of his usually 
rebellious enthusiasm. 

Still smiling, Monsignor Nani listened and nodded approv- 
ingly. Yes, no doubt that was the fatal result. He seemed 
to have foreseen it, and to be well.satisfied thereat. ‘At all 
events, my dear son,’ said he, ‘everything is going on well, 
since you are now certain that you will see his Holiness.’ 
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‘That is true, Monseigneur ; I have placed my only hope 
in the very just and perspicacious Leo XIII. He alone can 
judge me, since he alone can recognise in my book his own 
‘ideas, which I think I have very faithfully set forth. Ah! 
if he be willing he will, in Jesus’ name and by democracy and 
science, save this old world of ours!’ 

Pierre’s enthusiasm was returning again, and Nani, smiling 
more and more affably with his piercing eyes and thin lips, 
again expressed approval: ‘ Certainly; quite so, my dear son. 
You will speak to him, you will see.’ 

Then, as they both raised their heads and looked towards 
the Vatican, Nani carried his amiability so far as to undeceive 
Pierre with respect to the Pope’s bedroom. No, the window 
where a light was seen every evening was simply that of a 
landing where the gas was kept burning almost all night. 
The window of his Holiness’s bed-chamber was the second 
one farther on. Then both relapsed into silence, equally 
grave as they continued to gaze at the facade. 

‘Well, till we meet again, my dear son,’ said Nani at last. 
‘You will tell me of your interview, I hope.’ 

As soon as Pierre was alone he went in by the bronze 
portal, his heart beating violently, as if he were entering some 
redoubtable sanctuary where the future happiness of mankind 
was elaborated. A sentry was on duty there, a Swiss guard, 
who walked slowly up and down in a grey-blue cloak, below 
which one only caught a glimpse of his baggy, red, black 
and yellow breeches; and it seemed as if that cloak of sober 
hue were purposely casi over a disguise in order to conceal 
its strangeness, which had become irksome. Then, on the 
right hand, came the covered stairway conducting to the 
Court of San Damaso; but to reach the Sixtine Chapel it 
was necessary to follow a long gallery, with columns on either 
hand, and ascend the royal staircase, the Scala Regia. And 
in this realm of the gigantic, where every dimension is ex- 
aggerated and replete with overpowering majesty, Pierre's 
breath came short as he ascended the broad steps. 

He was much surprised on entering the Sixtine Chapel, 
for it at first seemed to him small, a sort of rectangular and 
lofty hall, with a delicate screen of white marble separating 
the part where guests congregate on the occasion of great 
‘ceremonies from the choir where the cardinals sit on simple 
oaken benches, while the inferior prelates remain standing 
behind them. On a low platform to the right of the soberly 
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adorned altar is the pontifical throne; while in the wall on 
the left opens the narrow singing gallery with its balcony of 
marble. And for everything Suddenly to spread out and soar 
into the infinite one must raise one’s head, allow one’s eyes 
to ascend from the huge fresco of the Last J udgment, occupying 
‘the whole of the end wall, to the paintings which cover the 
vaulted ceiling down to the cornice. extending between the 
twelve windows of white glass, six on either hand. 
Fortunately there were only three or four quiet tourists 
there ; and Pierre at once perceived Narcisse Habert occupy- 
ing one of the cardinals’ seats above the steps where the train- 
bearers crouch. Motionless, and with his head somewhat 
thrown back, the young man seemed to bein ecstasy. But it 
was not the work of Michael Angelo that he thus contem- 
plated. His eyes never strayed from one of the earlier fres- 
coes below the cornice; and on recognising the priest he 
contented himself with murmuring: ‘Ah! my friend, just 
look at the Botticelli” Then, with dreamy eyes, he relapsed 
into a state of rapture. 
Pierre, for his part, had received a great shock both in 
heart and in mind, overpowered as he was by the superhuman 
genius of Michael Angelo. The rest vanished; there only 
remained, up yonder, as in a limitless heaven, the extra- 
ordinary creations of the master’s art. That which at first 
surprised one was that the painter should have been the sole 
artisan of the mighty work. No marble cutters, no bronze 
workers, no gilders, no one of another calling had intervened. 
The painter with his brush had sufficed for all—for the 
pilasters, columns, and cornices of marble, for the statues and 
the ornaments of bronze, for the flewrons and roses of gold, 
for the whole of the wondrously rich decorative work which 
surrounded the frescoes. And Pierre imagined Michael Angelo 
on the day when the bare vault was handed over to him, 
covered with plaster, offering only a flat white surface, hun- 
dreds of square yards to be adorned. And he pictured him 
face to face with that huge white page, refusing all help, 
driving all inquisitive folks away, jealously, violently shutting 
himself up alone with his gigantic task, spending four and a 
half years in fierce solitude, and day by day adding to his 
colossal work of creation. Ah! that mighty work, a task to 
fill a whole lifetime, a task which he must have begun with 
quiet confidence in his own will and power, drawing, as it were, 
an entire world from his brain and flinging it there with the 
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ceaseless flow of creative virility in the full heyday of its 
omnipotence. 

And Pierre was yet more overcome when he began to 
examine these presentments of humanity, magnified as by the 
eyes of a visionary, overflowing in mighty sympathetic pages of 
cyclopean symbolisation. Royal grace and nobility, sovereign 
peacefulness and power—every beauty shone out like natural 
florescence. And there was perfect science, the most auda- 
cious foreshortening risked with the certainty of success—an 
-evérlasting triumph of technique over the difficulty which an 
arched surface presented. And, in particular, there was 
wonderful simplicity of medium ; matter was reduced almost 
to nothingness ; a few colours were used broadly without any 
studied search for effect or brilliancy. Yet that sufficed, the 
blood seethed freely, the muscles projected, the figures became 
animated and stood out of their frames with such energy and 
dash that it seemed as if a flame were flashing by aloft, 
‘endowing all those beings with superhuman and immortal life. 
Life, aye, it was life, which burst forth and triumphed— 
mighty, swarming life, miraculous life, the creation of one sole 
hand possessed of the supreme gift—simplicity blended with 

ower. 

That a philosophical system, a record of the whole of 
human destiny, should have been found therein, with the 
creation of the world, of man, and of woman, the fall, the 
chastisement, then the redemption, and finally God’s judg- 
ment on the last day—this was a matter on which Pierre was 
unable to dwell at this first visit in the wondering stupor into 
which the paintings threw him. But he could not help 
noticing how the human body, its beauty, its power, and its 
grace were exalted! Ah! that regal Jehovah, at once 
terrible and paternal, carried off amid the whirlwind of his 
creation, his arms outstretched and giving birth to worlds! 
.And that superb and nobly outlined Adam with extended 
hand, whom Jehovah, though he touch him not, animates with 
his finger—a wondrous and admirable gesture, leaving a 
sacred space between the finger of the Creator and that of 
the created—a tiny space, in which, nevertheless, abides all 
the infinite of the invisible and the mysterious. And then 
that powerful yet adorable Eve, that Eve with the sturdy 
flanks fit for the bearing of humanity, that Eve with the proud, 
tender grace of awoman bent on being loved even to perdition, 
that Eve embodying the whole of woman with her fecundity, 
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her seductiveness, her empire! Moreover, even the de- 
corative figures of the pilasters at the corners of the frescoes 
celebrate the triumph of the flesh: there are the twenty 
young men radiant in their nakedness, with incomparable 
splendour of torso and of limb, and such intensity of life that 
a craze for motion seems to carry them off, bend them, throw 
them over in superb attitudes. -And between the windows are 
the giants, the prophets and the sibyls—man and woman 
deified, with inordinate wealth of muscle and grandeur of 
intellectual expression. There is Jeremiah with his elbow 
resting on his knee and his chin on his hand, plunged as he 
is in reflection—in the very depths of his visions and his 
dreams ; there is the Sibylla Erythræa, so pure of profile, so 
young despite the opulence of her form, and with one finger 
resting on the open book of destiny ; there is Isaiah with the 
thick lips of truth, virile and haughty, his head half turned 
and his hand raised with a gesture of command, there is the 
Sibylla Cumæa, terrifying with her science and her old age, 
her wrinkled countenance, her vulture’s nose, her square pro- 
truding chin; there is Jonah cast forth by the whale, and 
wondrously foreshortened, his torso twisted, his arms bent, 
his head. thrown back, and his mouth agape and shouting: 
and there are the others, all of the same full-blown, majestic 
family, reigning with the sovereignty of eternal health.and 
intelligence, and typifying the dream of a broader, loftier, and 
indestructible humanity. Moreover, in the lunettes and the 
arches over the windows other figures of grace, power, and 
beauty appear and throng, the ancestors of the Christ, 
thoughtful mothers with lovely nude infants, men with 
wondering eyes peering into the future, representatives of the 
punished weary race longing for the promised Redeemer ; 
while in the pendentives of the four corners various biblical 
episodes, the victories of Israel over the Spirit of Evil, spring 
into life. And finally there is the gigantic fresco at the far 
end, the Last Judgment with its swarming multitude, so 
numerous that days and days are needed to see each figure 
aright, a distracted crowd, full of the hot breath of life, from 
the dead rising in response to the furious trumpeting of the 
angels, from the fearsome groups of the damned whom the 
demons fling into hell, even to Jesus the justiciar, surrounded 
by the saints and apostles, and to the radiant concourse of the 
‘blessed who ascend upheld by angels, whilst higher and still 
higher other angels, bearing the instruments of the Passion, 
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triumph as in full glory. And yet, above this gigantio 
composition, painted thirty years subsequently, in the full 
ripeness of age, the ceiling retains its ethereality, its un- 
questionable superiority, for on it the artist bestowed all his 
virgin power, his whole youth, the first great flare of his 
genius, 

And Pierre found but one word to express his feelings: 
Michael Angelo was the monster dominating and crushing 
all others. Beneath his immense achievement you had only 
to glance at the works of Perugino, Pinturicchio, Roselli, 
Signorelli and Botticelli, those earlier frescoes, admirable in 
their way, which below the cornice spread out around the 
chapel. 

Narcisse for his part had not raised his eyes to the over- 
powering splendour of the ceiling. Wrapt in ecstasy, he did 
not allow his gaze to stray from one of the three frescoes of 
Botticelli. ‘Ah! Botticelli,’ he at last murmured; ‘in him you 
have the elegance and the grace of the mysterious ; a profound 
feeling of sadness even in the midst of voluptuousness, a 
divination of the whole modern soul, with the most troublous 
charm that ever attended artist’s work.’ 

Pierre glanced at him in amazement, and then ventured 
to inquire: ‘ You come here to see the Botticellis ?’ 

‘Yes, certainly,’ the young man quietly replied; ‘I only 
come here for him, and five hours every week I only look at 
his work. There, just study that fresco, Moses and the 
daughters of Jethro. Isn’t it the most penetrating work that 
human tenderness and melancholy have produced ?’ 

Then, with a faint, devout quiver in his voice and the air 
of a priest initiating another into the delightful but perturbing 
atmosphere of a sanctuary, he went on repeating the praises 
of Botticelli’s art; his women with long, sensual, yet candid 
faces, supple bearing, and rounded forms showing from under 
light drapery; his young men, his angels of doubtful sex, 
blending stateliness of muscle with infinite delicacy of out- 
line ; next the mouths he painted, fleshy, fruit-like mouths, at 
times suggesting irony, at others pain, and often so enigmatical 
with their sinuous curves that one new not whether the words 
they left unuttered were words of purity or filth ; then, too, the 
eyes which he bestowed on his figures, eyes of languor and 
passion, of carnal or mystical rapture, their joy at times so 
instinct with grief as they pecr into the nihility of human 
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things that no eyes in the world could be more impenetrable. 
And finally there were Botticelli’s hands, so carefully and 
delicately painted, so full of life, wantoning so to say in a 
free atmosphere, now joining, caressing, and even, as it were, 
‘speaking, the whole evincing such intense solicitude for grace- 
fulness that at times there seems to be undue mannerism, 
‘though every hand has its particular expression, each varying 
expression of the enjoyment or pain which the sense of touch 
can bring. And yet there was nothing effeminate or false 
about the painter’s work: on all sides a sort of virile pride 
Was apparent, an atmosphere of superb passionate motion, 
absolute concern for truth, direct study from life, conscien- 
tiousness, veritable realism, corrected and elevated by a genial 
strangeness of feeling and character that imparted a never-to- 
be-forgotten charm even to ugliness itself. 

Pierre’s stupefaction, however, increased as he listened to 
Narcisse, whose somewhat studied elegance, whose curly 
‘hair cut in the Florentine fashion, and whose blue, mauvish 
eyes paling with enthusiasm he now for the first time 
remarked. ‘ Boiticelli,’ he at last said, ‘was no doubt a 
marvellous artist, only it seems to me that here, at any rate, 
Michael Angelo——’ 

But Narcisse interrupted him almost with violence. ‘No! 
no! Don’t talk of him! He spoilt everything, ruined every- 
thing! A man who harnessed himself to his work like an ox, 
who laboured at his task like a navvy, at the rate of so many 
square yards a day! And a man, too, with no sense of the 
mysterious and the unknown, who saw everything so huge as 
to ‘disgust one with beauty, painting girls like the trunks of 
oak-trees, women like giant butchers, with heaps and heaps 
of stupid flesh, and never a gleam of a divine or infernal 
soul! He was a mason—a colossal mason, if you like—but 
he was nothing more.’ 

Weary ‘ modern’ that Narcisse was, spoilt by the pursuit of 
the original and the rare, he thus unconsciously gave rein to 
his fated hate of health and power. That Michael Angelo who 
brought forth without an effort, who had left behind him the 
most prodigious of all artistic creations, was the enemy. And 
his crime precisely was that he had created life, produced life 
in such excess that all the petty creations of others, even the 
most delightful among them, vanished in presence of the 
overflowing torrent of human beings flung there all alive in 
the sunlight. 
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‘Well, for my part,’ Pierre courageously declared, ‘I’m 
not of your opinion. I now realise that life is everything in 
art; that real immortality belongs only to those who create. 
The case of Michael Angelo seems to me decisive, for he is 
the superhuman master, the monster who overwhelms all 
others, precisely because he brought forth that magnificent 
living flesh which offends your sense of delicacy. Those who 
are inclined to the curious, those who have minds of a pretty 
turn, whose intellects are ever seeking to penetrate things, 
may try to improve on the equivocal and invisible, and set all 
the charm of art in some elaborate stroke or symbolisation ; 
but, none the less, Michael Angelo remains the all-powerful, 
the maker of men, the master of clearness, simplicity, and 
health.’ 

At this Narcisse smiled with indulgent and courteous dis- 
dain, And he anticipated further argument by remarking: 
“It's already eleven. My cousin was to have sent a servant 
here as soon as he could receive us. Iam surprised to have 
seen nobody as yet. Shall we go up to see the Stanze of 
Raffaelle while we wait ?’ 

Once in the rooms above, he showed himself perfect, both 
lucid in his remarks and just in his appreciations, having re- 
covered all his easy intelligence as soon as he was no longer 
upset by his hatred of colossal labour and cheerful decoration. 

It was unfortunate that Pierre should have first visited the 
Sixtine Chapel; for it was necessary he should forget what he 
had just seen and accustom himself to what he now beheld 
in order to enjoy its pure beauty. Jt was as if some potent 
wine had confused him, and prevented any immediate relish of a 
lighter vintage of delicate fragrance. Admiration did not here 
fall upon one with lightning speed ; it was slowly, irresistibly 
that one grew charmed. And the contrast was like that of 
Racine beside Corneille, Lamartine beside Hugo, the eternal 
pair, the masculine and feminine genius coupled through 
centuries of glory. With Raffaelle it is nobility, grace, ex- 
quisiteness and correctness of line, and divineness of harmony 
that triumph. You do not find in him merely the materialist 
symbolism so superbly thrown off by Michael Angelo; he in- 
troduces psychological analysis of deep penetration into the 
painter’s art. Man is shown more purified, idealised ; one sees 
more of that which is within him. And though one may be 
in presence of an artist of sentimental bent, a feminine genius 
whose quiver of tenderness one can feel, it is also certain that 
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admirable firmness of workmanship confronts one, that the 
whole is very strong and very great. Pierre gradually yielded 
to such sovereign masterliness, such virile elegance, such a 
vision of supreme beauty set in supreme perfection. But if 
the ‘ Dispute on the Sacrament’ and the so-called ‘School of 
Athens,’ both prior to the paintings of the Sixtine Chapel, 
seemed to him to be Raffaelle’s masterpieces, he felt that in 
the ‘ Burning of the Borgo,’ and particularly in the ‘ Expulsion 
of Heliodorus from the Temple,’ and ‘ Pope St. Leo staying 
Attila at the gates of Rome,’ the artist had lost the flower of 
his divine grace, through the deep impression which the over- 
whelming grandeur of Michael Angelo had wrought upon him. 
How crushing indeed had been the blow when the Sixtine 
Chapel was thrown open and the rivals entered! The crea- 
tions of the monster then appeared, and the greatest of the 
humanisers lost some of his soul at sight of them, thence- 
forward unable to rid himself of their influence. 

From the stanze Narcisse took Pierre to the loggie, those 
glazed galleries which are so high and so delicately decorated. 
But here you only find work which pupils executed after 
designs left by Raffaelle at his death. The fall was sudden 
and complete, and never had Pierre better understood that 
genius is everything—that when it disappears the school col- 
lapses. The man of genius sums up his period; at a given 
hour he throws forth all the sap of the social soil, which after- 
wards remains exhausted often for centuries. So Pierre 
became more particularly interested in the fine view that the 
loggie afford, and all at once he noticed that the papal apart- 
ments were in front of him, just across the Court of San 
Damaso. This court, with its porticus, fountain, and white 
pavement, had an aspect of empty, airy, sunlit solemnity 
which surprised him. There was none of the gloom or pent- 
up religious mystery that he had dreamt of with his mind full 
of the surroundings of the old northern cathedrals. Right 
and left of the steps conducting to the rooms of the Pope and 
the Cardinal Secretary of State four or five carriages were 
ranged, the coachmen stiffly erect and the horses motionless 
in the brilliant light; and nothing else peopled that vast 
square desert of a court which, with its bareness gilded by 
the coruscations of its glasswork and the ruddiness of its 
stones, suggested a pagan temple dedicated to the sun. But 
what more particularly struck Pierre was the splendid 
panorama of Rome, for he had not hitherto imagined that the 
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Pope from his windows could thus behold the entire city 
spread out before him as if he merely had to stretch forth his 
hand to make it his own once more. 

While Pierre contemplated the scene a sound of voices 
caused him to turn; and he perceived a servant in black livery 
who, after repeating a message to Narcisse, was retiring with 
a deep bow. Looking much annoyed, the attaché approached 
the young priest. ‘Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo,’ said ‘he, 
‘has sent word that he can’t see us this morning. Some un- 
expected duties require his presence.’ However, Narcisse’s 
embarrassment showed that he did not believe in the excuse, 
but rather suspected some one of having so terrified his cousin 
that the latter was afraid of compromising himself. Obliging 
and courageous as Habert himself was, this made him indig- 
nant. Still he smiled and resumed: ‘ Listen, perhaps there’s 
a means of forcing an entry. If your time is your own we can 
lunch together and then return to visit the Museum of Anti- 
quities. I shall certainly end by coming across my cousin, 
and we may, perhaps, be lucky enough to meet the Pope should 
he go down to the gardens.’ 

At the news that his audience was yet again postponed 
Pierre had felt keenly disappointed. However, as the whole 
day was at his disposal, he willingly accepted the attaché’s 
offer. They lunched in front of St. Peter’s, in a little restan- 
rant of the Borgo, most of whose customers were pilgrims, and 
the fare, as it happened, was far from good. Then, at about 
two o'clock, they set off for the museum, skirting the basilica 
by way of the Piazza della Sagrestia. It was a bright, deserted, 
burning district; and again, but in a far greater degree, did 
the young priest experience that sensation of bare, tawny, sun- 
baked majesty which had come upon him while gazing into 
the Court of San Damaso. Then, as he passed the apse of St. 
Peter's, the enormity of the colossus was brought home to 
him more strongly than ever: it rose like a giant bouquet of 
architecture edged by empty expanses of pavement sprinkled 
with fine weeds. And in all the silent immensity there were 
only two children playing in the shadow of a wall. The old 
papal mint, the Zecca, now an Italian possession, and guarded 
by soldiers of the royal army, is on the left of the passage 
leading to the museums, while on the right, just in front, is 
one of the entrances of honour to the Vatican where the papal 
Swiss Guard keeps watch and ward; and this is the entrance 
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by which, according to etiquette, the pair-horse carriages 
convey the Pope’s visitors into the Court of San Damaso. 
Following the long lane which ascends between a wing of 
the palace and its garden wall, Narcisse and Pierre at last 
reached the Museum of Antiquities. Ah! what a museum it 
is, with galleries innumerable, a museum compounded of three 
museums, the Pio-Clementino, the Chiaramonti, and the 
Braccio-Nuovo, and containing a whole world found beneath 
the soil, then exhumed, and now glorified in full sunlight. 
For more than two hours Pierre went from one hall to another, 
dazzled by the masterpieces, bewildered by the accumulation 
of genius and beauty. It was not only the celebrated examples 
of statuary—the Laocoon and the Apollo of the cabinets of the 
Belvedere, the Meleager, or even the torso of Hercules—that 
astonished him. He was yet more impressed by the ensemble, 
by the innumerable quantities of Venuses, Bacchuses, and 
dcified emperors and empresses, by the whole superb growth 
of beautiful or august flesh celebrating the immortality of life. 
Three days previously he had visited the Museum of the 
Capitol, where he had admired the Venus, the dying Gaul,! 
the marvellous Centaurs of black marble, and the extraordinary 
collection of busts, but here his admiration became intensified 
into stupor by the inexhaustible wealth of the galleries. And, 
with more curiosity for life than for art, perhaps, he again 
lingered before the busts which so powerfully resuscitate 
the Rome of history—the Rome which, whilst incapable of 
realising the ideal beauty of Greece, was certainly well able to 
create life. The emperors, the philosophers, the learned men, 
the poets are all there, and live such as they really were, 
studied and portrayed in all scrupulousness with their deformi- 
ties, their blemishes, the slightest peculiarities of their 
features. And from this extreme solicitude for truth springs 
a wonderful wealth of character and an incomparable vision of 
the past. Nothing, indeed, could be loftier : the very men live 
once more, and retrace the history of their city, that history 
which has been so falsified that the teaching of it has caused 
generations of schoolboys to hold antiquity in horror. But on 
seeing the men, how well one understands, how fully one can 
sympathise! And indeed the smallest bits of marble, the 
maimed statues, the bas-reliefs in fragments, even the isolated 


1 Best known in England, through Byron’s lines, as the dying 
Gladiator, though that appellation is certainly erroneous.— Trans, 
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limbs—whether the divine arm of a nymph or the sinewy, 
shagey thigh of a satyr—evoke the splendour of a civilisation 
full of light, grandeur, and strength. : 

At last Narcisse brought Pierre back into the Gallery of 
the Candelabra, three hundred feet in length and full of fine 
examples of sculpture. ‘Listen, my dear Abbé,’ said he. ‘It 
is scarcely more than four o’clock, and we will sit down here 
for a while, as I am told that the Holy Father sometimes 
passes this way to go down to the gardens. It would be really 
lucky if you could see him, perhaps even speak to him—who 
can tell? At allevents, it will rest you, for you must be tired 
out.’ 

Narcisse was known to all the attendants, and his relation- 
ship to Monsignor Gamba gave him the run of almost the 
entire Vatican, where he was fond of spending his leisure 
time. Finding two chairs, they sat down, and the attaché 
again began to talk of art. 

How astonishing had been the destiny of Rome, what a 
singular, borrowed royalty had been hers! She seemed like a 
centre whither the whole world converged, but where nothing 
grew from the soil itself, which from the outset appeared to be 
stricken with sterility. The arts required to be acclimatised 
there ; it was necessary to transplant the genius of neighbour- 
ing nations, which, once there, however, flourished magnifi- 
cently. Under the emperors, when Rome was the queen of 
the earth, the beauty of her monuments and sculpture came 
to her from Greece. Later, when Christianity arose in Rome, 
it there remained impregnated with paganism; it was on 
another soil that it produced Gothic art, the Christian art 
par excellence. Later still, at the Renascence, it was certainly 

_at Rome that the age of Julius IT and Leo X shone forth ; 
but the artists of Tuscany and Umbria prepared the evolution, 
brought it to Rome that it might thence expand and soar. 
For the second time, indeed, art came to Rome from without, 
and gave her the royalty of the world by blossoming so 
triumphantly within her walls. Then occurred the extra- 
ordinary awakening of antiquity, Apollo and Venus resusci- 
tated, worshipped by the popes themselves, who from the time 
of Nicholas V dreamt of making papal Rome the equal of the 
imperial city. After the precursors, so sincere, tender, and 
strong in their art—Fra Angelico, Perugino, Botticelli, and so 
many others—came the two sovereigns, Michael Angelo and. 
Raffaelle, the superhuman and the divine, Then the fall was 
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sudden, years elapsed before the advent of Caravaggio with 
power of colour and modelling, all that the science of painting 
could achieve when bereft of genius. And afterwards the 
decline continued until Bernini was reached—Bernini the real 
creator of the Rome of the present popes, the prodigal child who 
at twenty could already show a galaxy of colossal marble 
wenches, the universal architect who with fearful activity finished 
the façade, built the colonnade, decorated the interior of St. 
Peter’s, and raised fountains, churches, and palaces innume- 
rable. And that was the end of all, for since then Rome 
has little by little withdrawn from life, from the modern world, 
as though she, who always lived on what she derived from 
others, were dying of her inability to take anything more from 
them in order to convert it to her own glory. 

‘Ah! Bernini, that delightful Bernini!’ continued Narcisse 
with his rapturous air. ‘He is both powerful and exquisite, 
his verve always ready, his ingenuity invariably awake, his 
fecundity full of grace and magnificence. As for their 
Bramante with his masterpiece, that cold, correct Cancelleria, 
we'll dub him the Michael Angelo and Raffaelle of architec- 
ture and say no more about it. But Bernini, that exquisite 
Bernini, why, there is more delicacy and refinement in his 
pretended bad taste than in all the hugeness and perfection of 
the others! Our own age ought to recognise itself in his 
art, at once so varied and so deep, so triumphant in its 
mannerisms, so full of a perturbing solicitude for the artificial 
and so free from the baseness of reality. Just go to the Villa 
‘Borghese to see the group of Apollo and Daphne which 
Bernini executed when he was eighteen,! and in particular see 
his statue of Santa Teresa in ecstasy at Santa Maria della 
Vittoria! Ah! that Santa Teresa! It is like heaven open- 
ing, with the quiver that only a purely divine enjoyment can 
set in woman’s flesh, the rapture of faith carried to the point 
of spasm, the creature losing breath and dying of pleasure in 
the arms of the Divinity! Ihave spent hours and hours before 
that work without exhausting the infinite scope of its precious, 
burning symbolisation.’ 

Narcisse’s voice died away, and Pierre, no Jonger astonished 


1 There is also at the Villa Borghese Bernini’s Anchises carried by 
42neas, which he sculptured when only sixtcen. No doubt his faults 
were many; but it was his misfortune to belong to a decadent period.— 
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at his covert, unconscious hatred of health, simplicity, and 
strength, scarcely listened to him. ‘The young priest himself 
was again becoming absorbed in the idea he had formed of 
pagan Rome resuscitating in Christian Rome and turning it 
into Catholic Rome, the new political, sacerdotal, domineer- 
ing centre of earthly government. Apart from the primitive 
age of the catacombs, had Rome ever been Christian ? The 
thoughts that had come to him on the Palatine, in the 
Appian Way, and in St. Peter’s were gathering confirmation. 
Genius that morning had brought him fresh proof. No doubt 
the paganism which reappeared in the art of Michael Angelo 
and Raffaelle was tempered, transformed by the Christian 
spirit. But did it not still remain the basis? Had not the 
former master peered across Olympus when snatching his great 
nudities from the terrible heavens of Jehovah? Did not the 
ideal figures of Raffaelle reveal the superb, fascinating flesh of 
Venus beneath the chaste veil of the Virgin? It seemed 
so to Pierre, and some embarrassment mingled with his 
‘despondency, for all those beautiful forms glorifying the 
ardent passions of life, were in opposition to his dream of 
‘rejuvenated Christianity giving peace to the world andreviving 
the simplicity and purity of the early ages. 

All at once he-was surprised to hear Narcisse, by what 
transition he could not tell, speaking to him of the daily life 
of Leo XIII. ‘Yes, my dear Abbé, at eighty-four! the 
Holy Father shows the activity of a young man and leads a 
life of determination and hard work such as neither you nor I 
would care for! At six o’clock he is already up, says his 
mass in his private chapel, and drinks a little milk for break- 
fast. Then, trom eight o’clock till noon, there is a ceaseless pro- 
cession of cardinals and prelates, all the affairs of the congrega- 
tions passing under his eyes, and none could be more numerous 
or intricate. At noon the public and collective audiences usually 
begin. Attwohe dines. Then comes the siesta which he has 
well earned, or else a promenade in the gardens until six o’clock. 
The private audiences then sometimes keep him fcr an hour 
or two. He sups at nine and scarcely eats, lives on nothing, 
in fact, and is always alone at his little table. What do you 
think, eh, of the etiquette which compels him to such lone- 
liness ? There you have a man who for eighteen years has 


1 The reader should remember that the period selected for this 
narrative is the year 1894, Leo XII was born in 1810.—Zrans. 


ROME 195 


never had a guest at bis table, who day by day sits all alone 
in his grandeur! And as soon as ten o’clock strikes, after 
saying the Rosary with his familiars, he shuts himself up in 
his room. But, although he may go to bed, he sleeps very 
little ; he is frequently troubled by insomnia, and gets up and 
sends for a secretary to dictate memoranda or letters to him. 
When any interesting matter requires his attention he gives 
himself up to it heart and soul, never letting it escape his 
thoughts. And his life, his health, lies in allthis. His mind 
is always busy; his will and strength must always be exerting 
themselves. You may know that he long cultivated Latin 
verse with affection ; and I believe that in his days of struggle 
he had a passion for journalism, inspired the articles of the 
newspapers he subsidised, and even dictated some of them 
when his most cherished ideas were in question.’ 

Silence fell. At every moment Narcisse craned his neck 
to sea if the little papal cortége were not emerging from the 
Gallery of the Tapestries to pass them on its way to the gardens, 
‘You are perhaps aware,’ he resumed, ‘that his Holiness is 
brought down on a low chair which is small enough to pass 
through every doorway. It’s quite a journey, more than a 
mile, through the Loggie, the Stanze of Raffaelle, the paint- 
ing and sculpture galleries, not to mention the numerous stair- 
cases, before he reaches the gardens, where a pair-horse carriage 
awaits him. It’s quite fine this evening, so he will surely 
come. We must have a little patience.’ ._ 

Whilst Narcisse was giving these particulars Pierre again 
sank into a reverie and saw the whole extraordinary history 
pass before him. First came the worldly, ostentatious popes 
of the Renascence, those who resuscitated antiquity with so 
much passion and dreamt of draping the Holy See with the 
purple of Empire once more. There was Paul IT, the mag- 
nificent Venetian who built the Palazzo di Venezia ; Sixtus IV, 
to whom one owes the Sixtine Chapel ; and Julius IT and Leo 
X, who made Rome a city of theatrical pomp, prodigious festivi- 
ties, tournaments, ballets, hunts, masquerades and banquets. At 
that time the papacy had just rediscovered Olympus amidst 
the dust of buried ruins, and as though intoxicated by the 
torrent of life which arose from the ancient soil, it founded 
the museums, thus reviving the superb temples of the pagan 
age, and restoring them to the cult of universal admiration. 
Never had the Church been in such peril of death, for if 
the Christ was still honoured at Ft. Peter’s, J Lo 
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all the other gods and goddesses, with their beauteous, tri- 
umphant flesh, were enthroned in the halls of the Vatican. 
Then, however, another vision passed before Pierre, one of 
the modern popes prior to the Italian occupation—notably 
Pius IX, who, whilst yet free, often went into his good city 
of Rome. His huge red and gold coach was drawn by six 
horses, surrounded by Swiss Guards and followed by Noble 
Guards; but now and again he would alight in the Corso, and 
continue his promenade on foot, and then the mounted men of 
the escort galloped forward to give warning and stop the traffic. 
The carriages drew up, the gentlemen had to alight and 
kneel on the pavement, whilst the ladies simply rose and 
devoutly inclined their heads, as the Holy Father, attended 
by his Court, slowly wended his way to the Piazza del Popolo, 
smiling and blessing at every step. And now had come Leo 
XIII, the, voluntary prisoner, shut up in the Vatican for 
eighteen years, and he, behind the high, silent walls, in the 
unknown sphere where each of his days flowed by so quietly, 
had acquired a more exalted majesty, instinct with sacred 
and redoubtable mysteriousness. 

Ah! that Pope whom you no longer meet or see, that 
Pope hidden from the common of mankind like some terrible 
divinity whom the priests alone dare to approach! Ibis in 
that sumptuous Vatican which his forerunners of the Re- 
nascence built and adorned for giant festivities that he has 
secluded himself; it is there he lives, far from the crowd, in 
prison with the handsome men and the lovely women of 
Michael Angelo and Raffaelle, with the gods and goddesses of 
marble, with the whole of resplendent Olympus celebrating 
around him the religion of life andlight. With him the entire 
Papacy is there steeped in paganism. What a spectacle when 
the slender, weak old man, all soul, so purely white, passes 
along the galleries of the Museum of Antiquities on his way 
to the gardens. Right and left the statues behold him pass 
with all their bare flesh. There is Jupiter, there is Apollo, 
there is Venus the dominatrix, there is Pan the universal 
god in whose laugh the joys of earth ring out. Nereids bathe 
in transparent water. Bacchantes roll, unveiled, in the warm 
grass. Centaurs gallop by carrying lovely girls, faint with 
rapture, on their steaming haunches. Ariadne is surprised 
by Bacchus, Ganymede fondles the eagle, Adonis fires youth 
and maiden with his flame. And on and on passes the weak, 
white old man, swaying on his low chair, amidst that splendid 
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triumph, that display and glorification of the flosh, which 
shouts aloud the omnipotence of Nature, of everlasting 
matter! Since they have found it again, exhumed it and 
honoured it, that it is which once more reigns there imperish- 
able; and in vain have they set vine leaves on the statues, 
even as they have swathed the huge figures of Michael 
Angelo; sex still flares on all sides, life overflows, its germs 
course in torrents through the veins of the world. Near by, 
in that Vatican library of incomparable wealth, where all 
human science lies slumbering, there lurksa yet more terrible 
danger—the danger of an explosion which would sweep away 
everything, Vatican and St. Peter’s also, if one day the books 
in their turn were to awake and speak aloud as speak the 
beauty of Venus and the manliness of Apollo. But the white, 
diaphanous old man seems neither to see nor to hear, and the 
huge heads of Jupiter, the trunks of Hercules, the equivocal 
statues of Antinous continue to watch him as he passes on! 

However, Narcisse had become impatient, and, going in 
search of an attendant, he learnt from him that his Holiness 
had already gone down. To shorten the distance, indeed, the 
cortége often passes along a kind of open gallery leading 
towards the Mint. ‘ Well, let us go down as well,’ said Narcisse 
to Pierre ; ‘I will try to show you the gardens.’ 

Down below, in the vestibule, a.door of which opened on to 
a broad path, he spoke to another attendant, a former ponti- 
fical soldier whom he personally knew. The man at once let 
him pass with Pierre, but was unable to tell him whether 
Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo had accompanied his Holiness 
that day. 

‘No matter,’ resumed Narcisse when he and his companion 
were alone in the path ; ‘I don’t despair of meeting him—and 
these, you see, are the famous gardens of the Vatican.’ © 

They are very extensive grounds, and the Pope can go 
quite two and a half miles by passing along the paths of the 
wood, the vineyard, and the kitchen garden. Occupying the 
plateau of the Vatican hill, which the mediæval wall of Leo 
IV still girdles, the gardens are separated from the neighbour- 
ing valleys as by a fortified rampart. The wall formerly 
stretched to the castle of Sant’ Angelo, thereby fo ming what 
was known as the Leonine City. No inquisitive eyes can peer 
into the grounds excepting from the dome of St. Peter’s, which 
casts its huge shadow. over them during the hot summer 
weather, They are, too, quite a little world, which each pope 
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has taken pleasure in embellishing. here is a large parterre 
with lawns of geometrical patterns, planted with handsome 
palms and adorned with lemon and orange trees in pots; 
there is a less formal, a shadier garden, where, amidst deep 
plantations of yoke-elms, you find Giovanni Vesanzio’s foun- 
tain, the Aquilone, and Pius IV’s old Casino; then, too, there 
are the woods with their superb evergreen oaks, their thickets 
of plane trees, acacias, and pines, intersected by broad avenues, 
which are delightfully pleasant for leisurely strolls; and 
finally, on turning to the left, beyond other clumps of trees, 
come the kitchen garden and the vineyard, the last well 
tended. 

Whilst walking through the wood Narcisse told Pierre of 
the life led by the Holy Father in these gardens. He strolls 
in them every second day when the weather allows. Formerly 
the popes left the Vatican for the Quirinal, which is cooler and 
healthier, as soon as May arrived; and spent the dog days at 
Castle Gandolfo on the margins of the Lake of Albano. But 
nowadays the only summer residence possessed by his Holi- 
ness is à virtually intact tower of the old rampart of Leo IV. 
He here spends the hottest days, and has even erected a sort of 
pavilion beside it for the accommodation of his suite. Narcisse, 
like one athome, went in and secured permission for Pierre 
to glance at the one room occupied by the Pope, a spacious 
round chamber with semispherical ceiling, on which are 
painted the heavens with symbolical figures of the constella- 
tions; one of the latter, the lion, having two stars for eyes— 
stars which a system of lighting causes to sparkle during the 
night. The walls of the tower are so thick that after blocking 
up a window, a kind of room, for the accommodation of a couch, 
has been contrived in the embrasure. Besides this couch the 
only furniture is a large work-table, a dining-table with flaps, 
and a large regal arm-chair, a mass of gilding, one of the gifts 
of the Pope’s episcopal jubilee. And you dream of the days 
of solitude and perfect silence, spent in that low donjon hall, 
where the coolness of a tomb prevails whilst the heavy suns 
of August are scorching overpowered Rome. 

An astronomical observatory has been installed in another 
tower, surmounted by a little white cupola, which you espy 
amidst the greenery ; and under the trees there is also a Swiss 
chalet, where Leo XIII is fond of resting. He sometimes goes 
on foot to the kitchen garden, and takes much interest in the 
vineyard, visiting it to see if the grapes are ripening and if 
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the vintage will be a good one. What most astonished 
Pierre, however, was to learn that the Holy Father had been 
very fond of ‘ sport’ before age had weakened him. He was 
indeed passionately addicted to bird snaring. Broad-meshed 
nets were hung on either side of a path on the fringe of a 
plantation, and in the middle of the path were placed cages 
containing the decoys, whose songs soon attracted all the birds 
of the neighbourhood—red-breasis, white-throats, black-caps, 
nightingales, fig-peckers of all sorts. And when a numerous 
company of them was gathered together Leo XIII, seated out 
of sight and watching, would suddenly clap his hands and 
startle the birds, which flew up and were caught by the wings 
in the meshes of the nets. All that then remained to be done 
was to take them out of the nets and stifle them by a touch of 
the thumb. Roast fig-peckers are delicious.! 

As Pierre came back through the wood he had another 
surprise. He suddenly lighted on a ‘Grotto of Lourdes,’ a 
miniature imitation of the original, built of rocks and blocks 
of cement. And such was his emotion at the sight that he 
could not conceal it. ‘It’s true, then!’ said he. ‘I was told 
of it, but I thought that the Holy Father was of loftier mind 
—tree from all such base superstitions ! ’ 

‘Oh!’ replied Narcisse, ‘I fancy that the grotto dates 
from Pius IX, who evinced especial gratitude to our Lady of 
Lourdes, At all events, it must be a gift, and Leo XIII 
simply keeps it in repair.’ 

For a few moments Pierre remained motionless and silent 
before that imitative grotto, that childish plaything. Some 
zealously devout visitors had left their visiting cards in the 
cracks of the cement work! For his part, he felt very sad, and 
followed his companion with bowed head, lamenting the 
wretched idiocy of the world. Then, on emerging from the 
wood, on again reaching the parterre, he raised his eyes. 

Ah! how exquisite in spite of everything was that decline 
of a lovely day, and what a victorious charm ascended from 
the soil in that part of the gardens. There, in front of that 
bare, noble, burning parterre, far more than under the 
languishing foliage of the wood or among the fruitful vines, 
Pierre realised the strength of Nature. Above the grass 
growing meagrely over the compartments of geometrical 


1 Perhaps so; but what a delightful pastime for the Vicar of the 
Divinity !|—Trans. ‘ : 
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pattern which the pathways traced there were barely a few 
low shrubs, dwarf roses, aloes, rare tufts of withering flowers, 
Some green bushes still described the escutcheon of Pius IX 
in accordance with the strange taste of former times. And 
amidst the warm silence one only heard the faint crystalline 
murmur of the water trickling from the basin of the central 
fountain. But all Rome, its ardent heavens, sovereign grace, 
and conquering voluptuousness, seemed with their own soul to 
animate this vast rectangular patch of decorative gardening, 
this mosaic of verdure, which in its semi-abandonment and 
scorched decay assumed an aspect of melancholy pride, 
instinct with the ever returning quiver of a passion of fire 
that could not die. Some antique vases and statues, whitely 
nude under the setting sun, skirted the parterres. And 
above the aroma of eucalyptus and of pine, stronger even 
than that of the ripening oranges, there rose the odour of the 
large, bitter box-shrubs, so laden with pungent life that it 
disturbed one as one passed as if indeed it were the very scent 
of the fecundity of that ancient soil saturated with the dust of 
generations. 

‘It’s very strange that we have not met his Holiness,’ 
exclaimed Narcisse. ‘Perhaps his carriage took the other 
path through the wood while we were in the tower.’ 

Then, reverting to Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo, the 
attaché explained that the functions of Coppiere, or papal 
cupbearer, which his cousin should have discharged as one of 
the four camerieri segreti partecipanti, had become purely 
honorary since the dinners offered to diplomatists or in honour 
of newly consecrated bishops had been given by the Cardinal 
Secretary of State. Monsignor Gamba, whose cowardice and 
nullity were legendary, seemed therefore to have no other 
rôle than that of enlivening Leo XIII, whose favour he had 
won by his incessant flattery and the anecdotes which he was 
ever relating about both the black and the white worlds. Indeed 
this fat, amiable man, who could even be obliging when his 
interests were not in question, was a perfect newspaper, brim- 
ful of tittle-tatile, disdaining no item of gossip whatever, 
even if it came from the kitchens, And thus he was quietly 
marching towards the cardinalate, certain of obtaining the 
hat without other exertion than that of bringing a budget of 
gossip to beguile the pleasant hours of the promenade. And 
Heaven knew that he was always able to garner an abundant 
harvest of news in that closed Vatican swarming with prelateg 
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of every kind, in that womanless pontifical family of old 
begowned bachelors, all secretly exercised by vast ambitions, 
covert and revolting rivalries, and ferocious hatreds, which, 
it is said, are still sometimes carried as far as the good old 
poison of ancient days. 

All at once Narcisse stopped. ‘Ah!’ he exclaimed, ‘I 
was certain of it. There’s the Holy Father! But we are 
not in luck. He won't even see us; he is about to get into 
his carriage again.’ 

As he spoke a carriage drew up at the verge of the wood, 
and a little cortège, emerging from a narrow path, went 
towards it. 

Pierre felt as if he had received a great blow in the heart. 
Motionless beside his companion, and half-hidden by a lofty 
vase containing a lemon tree, it was only from a distance that 
he was able to see the white old man, looking so frail and 
slender in the wavy folds of his white cassock, and walking so 
very slowly with short, gliding steps. The young priest could 
scarcely distinguish the emaciated face of old diaphanous 
ivory, emphasized by a large nose which jutted out above thin 
lips. However, the pontifi’s black eyes were glittering with 
an inquisitive smile, while his right ear was inclined towards 
Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo, who was doubtless finishing 
some story at once rich and short, flowery and dignified. 
And on the left walked a Noble Guard; and two other 
prelates followed. 

It was but a familiar apparition ; Leo XIII was already 
climbing into the closed carriage. And Pierre, in the midst 
of that large, odiferous, burning garden, again experienced 
the singular. emotion which had come upon him in the 
Gallery of the Candelabra while he was picturing the Pope on 
his way between the Apollos and Venuses radiant in their 
triumphant nudity. There, however, it was only pagan art 
which had celebrated the eternity of life, the superb, almighty 
powers of Nature. But here he had beheld the pontiff steeped 
in nature itself, in nature clad in the most lovely, most 
voluptuous; most passionate guise. Ah! that Pope, that old 
man strolling with his Divinity of grief, humility and renun- 
ciation along the paths of those gardens of love, in the 
languid evenings of the hot summer days, beneath the caress- 
ing scents of pine and eucalyptus, ripe oranges, and tall, acrid 
box-shrubs! Pan, the great god Pan, enveloped him with the 
sovereign effluvia of his powers. How pleasant was the 
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thought of living there, amidst that magnificence of heaven 
and of earth, of loving the beauty of woman and of rejoicing 
in the fruitfulness of all! And suddenly the decisive truth 
bursi forth that from a land of such joy and light it was only 
possible for a temporal religion of conquest and political 
domination to rise ; not the mystical, pain-fraught religion of 
the north—the religion of the soul! - 

However, Narcisse led the young priest away, telling him 
other anecdotes as they went—anecdotes of the occasional 
bonhomie of Leo XIII, who would stop to chat with the 
gardeners, and question them about the health of the trees 
and the sale of the oranges. And he also mentioned the 
Pope’s former passion for a pair of gazelles, sent him from 
Africa, two graceful creatures which he had been fond of 
caressing, and at whose death he had shed tears. But Pierre 
no longer listened. When they found themselves on the 
Piazza of St. Peter’s he turned round and gazed at the 
Vatican once more. 

. His eyes had fallen on the gate of bronze, and he remem- 
bered having wondered that morning what there might be 
behind these metal panels ornamented with big nails. And 
he did not yet dare to answer the question, and decide if the 
new nations thirsting for fraternity and justice would really 
find there the religion necessary for the democracies of to- 
morrow ; for he had not been able to probe things, and only 
carried a first impression away with him. But how keen it 
was, and how ill it boded for his dream! A gate of bronze! 
Yes, a hard, impregnable gate, so completely shutting the 
Vatican off from the rest of the world that nothing new had 
entered the palace for three hundred years. Behind that 
portal the old centuries, as far as the sixteenth, remained 
immutable. Time seemed to have stayed its course there for 
ever; nothing more stirred; the very costumes of the Swiss 
Guards, the Noble Guards, and the prelates themselves wero 
unchanged; and you found yourself in the world of three 
hundred years ago, with its etiquette, its costumes, and its 
ideas. That the popes in a spirit of haughty protest should 
for five and twenty years have voluntarily shut themselves up 
in their palace was already regrettable ; but this imprisonment 
of centuries within the past, within the grooves of tradition, 
was far more serious and dangerous. It was all Catholicism 
which was thus imprisoned, whose dogmas and sacerdotal 
organisation were obstinately immobilised. Perhaps, in spite 
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of its apparent flexibility, Catholicism was really unable to 
yield in anything, under peril of being swept away, and there- 
in lay both its weakness and its strength. And then what a 
terrible world was there, how great the pride and ambition, 
how numerous the hatreds and rivalries! And how strange 
the prison, how singular the company assembled behind the 
bars—the Crucified by the side of Jupiter Capitolinus, all 
pagan antiquity fraternising with the Apostles, all the splen- 
dours of the Renascence surrounding the pastor of the Gospel 
who reigns in the name of the humble and the poor | 

The sun was sinking, the gentle, luscious sweetness of the 
Roman evenings was falling from the limpid heavens, and 
after that splendid day spent with Michael Angelo, Raffaelle, 
the ancients, and the Pope, in the finest palace of the world, 
the young priest lingered, distracted, on the Piazza of Ft. 
Peter's. 

‘Well, you must excuse me, my dear Abbé,’ concluded 
Narcisse. ‘But I will now confess to you that I suspect my 
worthy cousin of a fear that he might compromise himself by 
meddling in your affair. I shall certainly see him again, but 
you will do well not to put too much réliance on him.’ 

It was nearly six o’clock when Pierre got back to the Boc- 
canera mansion, As a rule, he passed in all modesty down the 
lane, and entered by the little side door, a key of which had 
been given him. But he had that morning received a letter 
from M. de la Choue, and desired to communicate it to Bene- 
detta. So he ascended the grand staircase, and on reaching 
the ante-room was surprised to find nobody there. As a rule, 
whenever the man-servant went out Victorine installed her- 
self in his place and busied herself with some needlework. 
Her chair was there, and Pierre even noticed some linen which 
she had left on a little table when probably summoned else- 
where. Then, as the door of the first reception room was 
ajar, he at last ventured in. It was almost night there already, 
the twilight was softly dying away, and all at once the young 
priest stopped short, fearing to take another step, for, from the 
room. beyond, the large yellow salon, there came a murmur 
of feverish, distracted words, ardent entreaties, fierce panting, 
a rustling and a shuffling of footsteps. And suddenly Pierre no 
longer hesitated, urged on despite himself by the conviction 
that the sounds he heard were those of a struggle, and that 
some one was hard pressed. = 

And when he darted into the further room he was stupefied, 
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for Dario was there, no longer showing the degenerate elegance 
of the last scion of an exhausted race, but maddened by the 
hot, frantic blood of the Boccaneras which had bubbled up 
within him. He had clasped Benedetta by the shoulders in a 
frenzy of passion and was scorching her face with his hot, 
entreating words: ‘But since you say, my darling, that it is 
all over, that your marriage will never be dissolved—oh ! 
why should we be wretched for ever! Love me as you do 
love me, and let me love you—let me love you!’ 

But the Contessina, with an indescribable expression of 
tenderness and suffering on her tearful face, repulsed him with 
her outstretched arms, she likewise evincing a fierce energy as 
she repeated: ‘No, no; I love you, but it must not, it must 
not be.’ 

At that moment, amidst the roar of his despair, Dario 
became conscious that some one was entering the room. He 
furned and gazed at Pierre with an expression of stupefied 
insanity, scarce able even to recognise him. Then he carried 
his two hands to his face, to his bloodshot eyes and his 
cheeks wet with scalding tears, and fled, heaving a terrible, 
pain-fraught sigh in which baffled passion mingled with grief 
and repentance. | 

Benedetta seated herself, breathing hard, her strength and 
courage well nigh exhausted. But as Pierre, too much em- 
barrassed to speak, turned towards the door, she addressed 
him in a calmer voice: ‘No, no, Monsieur l’Abbé, do not go 
away—sit down, I pray you; I should like to speak to you for 
a moment,’ 

He thereupon thought it his duty to account for his sudden 
entrance, and explained that he had found the door of the first 
salon ajar, and that Victorine was not in the ante-room, though 
he had seen her work lying on the table there. 

‘ Yes,’ exclaimed the Contessina, ‘ Victorine ought to have 
been there; I saw her there but a short time ago. And when 
my poor Dario lost his head I called her. Why did she not 
come?’ Then, with sudden expansion, leaning towards 
Pierre, she continued: ‘ Listen, Monsieur l’Abbé, I will tell 
you what happened, for I don’t want you to form too bad an 
opinion of my poor Dario. It was all in some measure my 
fault. Last night he asked me for an appointment here in 
order that we might have a quiet chat, and as I knew that my 
aunt would be absent at this time to-day I told him to come, 
It was only natural—wasn’t it ?—that we should want to see 
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one another and come to an agreement after the grievous news 
that my marriage will probably never be annulled. Wesuffer 
too much, and must form a decision. And so when he came 
in this evening we began to weep and embrace, mingling our 
tears together. I kissed him again and again, telling him 
how I adored him, how bitterly grieved I was at being the 
cause of his sufferings, and how surely I should die of grief at 
seeing him so unhappy. Ah! no doubt I did wrong ; Lought 
not to have caught him to my heart and embraced him as I 
did, for it maddened him, Monsieur l’Abbé; he lost his head, 
and would have made me break my vow to the Blessed 
Virgin.’ ¥ 
». She spoke these words in all tranquillity and simplicity, 
without sign of embarrassment, like a young and beautiful 
woman who is at once sensible and practical. Then she re- 
sumed: ‘Oh! I know my poor Dario well, but it does not 
prevent me from loving him ; perhaps, indeed, it only makes me 
love him the more. He looks delicate, perhaps rather sickly, 
but in truth he is a man of passion. Yes, the old blood of my 
people bubbles up in him. I know something of it myself, 
for when I was a child I sometimes had fits of angry passion 
which left me exhausted on the floor, and even now, when the 
gusts arise within me, I have to fight against myself and tor- 
ture myself in order that I may not act madly. But my poor 
Dario does not know how to suffer. He is like a child whose 
fancies must be gratified. And yet at bottom he has a good 
deal of common sense ; he waits for me because he knows that 
the only real happiness lies with the woman who adores him.’ 
As Pierre listened he was able to form amore precise idea 
of the young prince, of whose character he had hitherto had 
but a vague perception. Whilst dying of love for his cousin, 
Dario had ever been a man of pleasure. Though he was no 
doubt very amiable, the basis of his temperament was none 
the less egotism. And, in particular, he was unable to endure 
suffering ; he loathed suffering, ugliness, and poverty, whether 
they affected himself or others. Both his flesh and his soul 
required gaiety, brilliancy, show, life in the full sunlight. 
And withal he was exhausted, with no strength left him but 
for the idle life he led, so incapable of thought and will 
that the idea of joining the new régime had not even occurred 
to him. Yet he had all the unbounded pride of a Roman; 
sagacity—a keen, practical perception of the real—was mingled 
with his indolence ; while his inveterate love of woman, more 
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frequently displayed in charm of manner, burst forth at times 
in attacks of frantic sensuality. : 

‘After all he is a man,’ concluded Benedetta in a low voice, 
sand I must not ask impossibilities of him.’ Then, as Pierre 
gazed at her, his notions of Italian jealousy quite upset, she 
exclaimed, aglow with passionate adoration: ‘No, no. Situ- 
ated as we are, I am not jealous. I know very well that he 
will always return to me, and that he will be mine alone 
whenever I please, whenever it may be possible.’ 

Silence followed ; shadows were filling the room, the gild- 
ing of the large pier tables faded away, and infinite melan- 
choly fell from the lofty, dim. ceiling and the old hangings, 
yellow like autumn leaves. But soon, by some chance play 
of the waning light, a painting stood out above the sofa on 
which the Contessina was seated. It was the portrait of the 
beautiful young girl with the turban—Cassia Boccanera the 
forerunner, the amorosa and avengeress. Again was Pierre 
struck by the portrait’s resemblance to Benedetta, and, think- 
ing aloud, he resumed: ‘ Passion always proves the stronger ; 
there invariably comes a moment when one suecumbs——’ 

But Benedetta violently interrupted him: ‘I! I! Ah! you 
do not know me; I would rather die!’ And with extraordi- 
nary exaltation, all aglow with love, as if her superstitious 
faith had fired her passion to ecstasy, she continued: ‘I have 
vowed to the Madonna that I will belong to none but the 
man I love, and to him only when he is my husband. And 
hitherto I have kept that vow, at the cost of my happiness, 
and I will keep it still, even if it cost me my life! Yes, we will 
die, my poor Dario and I, if.it be necessary; but the holy 
Virgin has my vow, and the angels shall not weep in heaven! ? 

She was all in those words, her nature all simplicity, in- 
tricate, inexplicable though it might seem. She was doubtless 
swayed by that idea of human nobility which Christianity hag 
set in renunciation and purity; a protest, as if were, against 
eternal matter, against the forces of nature, the everlasting 
fruitfulness of life. But there was more than this; she re- 
served herself, like a divine and priceless gift, to be bestowed 
on the one being whom her heart had chosen, he who 
would be her lord and master when God should have united 
them in marriage. For her everything lay in the blessing of 
the priest, in the religious solemnisation of matrimony. And 
thusone understood her long resistance to Prada, whom she 
did not love, and her despairing, grievous resistance to Dario, 
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whom she did love, but who was not her husband. And how 
torturing it was for that soul of fire to have to resist her love; 
how continual was the combat waged by duty in the Virgin's 
name against the wild, passionate blood of her race! Igno- 
rant, indolent though she might be, she was capable of great 
fidelity of heart, and, moreover, she was not given to dreaming : 
love might have its tarioterial charms, but she desired it 
complete. 

As Pierre looked at her in 1 the dying twilight he seemed to 
see and understand her for the first time. The duality of her 
nature appeared in her somewhat full, fleshy lips, in her big 
black eyes, which suggested a dark, tempestuous night illu- 
mined by flashes of lightning, and in the calm, sensible ex- 
pression of the rest of her gentle, infantile face. And, withal, 
behind those eyes of flame, beneath that pure, candid skin, 
one divined the internal tension of a superstitious, proud, and 
self-willed woman, who was obstinately intent on reserving 
herself for her one love. And Pierre could well understand 
that she should be adored, that she should fill the life of the 
man she chose with passion, and that to his own eyes she should 
appear like the younger sister of that lovely, tragic Cassia who, 
unwilling to survive the blow that had rendered self-bestowal 
impossible, had flung. herself into the Tiber, dragging her 
brother Ercole and the corpse of her lover Flavio with her. 

. However, with a gesture of kindly affection Benedetta 
caught hold of Pierre’s hands. ‘You have been here a fort- 
night, Monsieur l’Abbé,’ said she, ‘and I have come to like 
you very much, for I feel you to bea friend. If at first you do 
not understand us, at least pray do not judge us too severely, 
Ignorant as I may be, I always strive to act for the best, I 
assure you.’ 

Pierre was greatly touched by her affectionate gracious- 
ness, and thanked her whilst for a moment retaining her 
beautiful hands in his own, for he also was becoming mucl: 
attached to her. A fresh dream was carrying him off, that of 
educating her, should he have the time, or, at all events, of not 
returning home before winning her soul over to his own ideas 
of future charity and fraternity. Did not that adorable, 
unoccupied, indolent, ignorant creature, who only knew how to 
defend her love, personify the Italy of yesterday? The Italy 
of yesterday; so lovely and so sleepy, instinct with a dying 
grace, charming one even in her drowsiness, and retaining so 
much mystery in the fathomless depths of her black, pas- 
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sionate eyes! And what a rôle would be that of awakening 
her, instructing her, winning her over to truth, making her 
the rejuvenated Italy of to-morrow such as he had dreamt of ! 
Even in that disastrous marriage with Count Prada he tried 
to see merely a first attempt at revival which had failed, the 
modern Italy of the North being over hasty, too brutal in its 
eagerness to love and transform that gentle, belated Rome 
which was yet so superb and indolent. But might he not 
take up the task? Had he not noticed that his book, after the 
astonishment of the first perusal, had remained a source of 
interest and reflection with Benedetta amidst the emptiness of 
her days given over to grief? What! was it really possible 
that she might find some appeasement for her own wretched- 
ness by interesting herself in the humble, in the happiness of 
the poor? Emotion already thrilled her at the idea, and he, 
quivering at the thought of all the boundless love that was 
within her and that she might bestow, vowed to himself that 
he would draw tears of pity from her eyes. 

But the night had now almost completely fallen, and 
Benedetta rose to ask for a lamp. Then, as Pierre was about 
to take leave, she detained him for another moment in the 
gloom. He could no longer see her ; he only heard her grave 
voice: ‘You will not go away with too bad an opinion of us, 
will you, Monsieur l'Abbé? We love one another, Dario and 
I, and that is no sin when one behaves as one ought. Ah! 
yes, I love him, and have loved him for years. I was barely 
thirteen, he was eighteen, and we already loved one another 
wildly in those big gardens of the Villa Montefiori which are 
now all broken up. Ah! what days we spent there, whole 
‘afternoons among the trees, hours in secret hiding-places, 
where we kissed like little angels. When the oranges ripened 
their perfume intoxicated us. And the large box-plants, ah, 
Dio! how they enveloped us, how their strong, acrid scent 
made our hearts beat! Ican never smell them nowadays 
without feeling faint!’ 

A man-servant brought in the lamp, and Pierre ascended 
to his room. But when half-way up the little staircase he 
perceived Victorine, who started slightly, as if she had posted 
‘herself there to watch his departure from the salon. And 
now, as she followed him up, talking and seeking for informa- 
tion, he suddenly realised what had happened. ‘ Why did you 
not go to your mistress instead of running off,’ he asked, 
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‘when she called you, while you were sewing in the ante- 
room ?’ 

At first she tried to feign astonishment and reply that she 
had heard nothing. But her good-natured, frank face did not 
know how to lie, and she ended by confessing, with a gay, 
courageous air. ‘Well,’ she said, ‘it surely wasn’t for me to 
interfere between lovers! Besides, my poor little Benedetta 
is simply torturing herself to death with those ideas of hers. 
Why shouldn’t they be happy, since they love one another ? 
Life isn’t so amusing as some may think. And how bitterly 
one regrets not having seized hold of happiness when the time 
for it has gone!’ 

Once alone in his room, Pierre suddenly staggered, quite 
overcome. The great box-plants, the great box-plants with 
their acrid, perturbing perfume! She, Benedetta, like him- 
self, had quivered as she smelt them; and he saw them once 
more in a vision of the pontifical gardens, the voluptuous 
gardens of Rome, deserted, glowing under the August sun. 
And now his whole day, crystallised, assumed clear and full 
significance. It spoke to him of the fruitful awakening, of 
the eternal protest of nature and life, of Venus and Hercules, 
whom one may bury for centuries beneath the soil, but who 
nevertheless one day arise from it, and though one may seek 
to wall them up within the domineering, stubborn, immutable 
Vatican, reign yet even there, and rule the whole wide world 
with sovereign power ! 


VII 


On the following day as Pierre, after a long ramble, once 
more found himself in front of the Vatican, whither a 
harassing attraction ever led him, he again encountered 
Monsignor Nani. It was a Wednesday; evening, and the 
Assessor of the Holy Office had just come from his weekly 
audience with the Pope, whom he had acquainted with the 
proceedings of the Congregation at its meeting that morning. 
‘What a fortunate chance, my dear sir,’ said he ; ‘I was think- 
ing of you. Would you like to see his Holiness in public 
while you are waiting for a private audience ? ’ 

Nani had put on his pleasant expression of smiling civility, 
beneath which one would barely detect the faint irony of a 
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superior man who knew everything, prepared everything, and 
could do everything. 

‘Why, yes, Monseigneur, Pierre replied, somewhat 
astonished by the abruptness of the offer. ‘ Anything of a 
nature to divert one’s mind is welcome when one loses one’s 
time in waiting.’ | 

‘No, no, you are not losing your time,’ replied the prelate. 
“You are looking round you, reflecting, and enlightening 
yourself. Well, this is the point. You are doubtless aware 
that the great international pilgrimage of the Peter’s Pence 
Fund will arrive in Rome on Friday, and be received on 
Saturday by his Holiness. On Sunday, moreover, the Holy 
Father will celebrate mass at the basilica. Well, I have a 
few cards left, and here are some very good places for both 
ceremonies.’ §o saying he produced an elegant little pocket- 
book bearing a gilt monogram and handed Pierre two cards, 
one green and the other pink. ‘If you only knew how people 
fight for them,’ he resumed. ‘ You remember that I told you 
of two French ladies who are consumed by a desire to see his 
Holiness. Well, I did not like to support their request for an 
audience in too pressing a way, and they have had to content 
themselves with cards like these. The fact is, the Holy 
Father is somewhat fatigued at the present time. I found 
him looking yellow and feverish just now. But he has so 
much courage; he nowadays only lives by force of soul.’ 
Then Nani’s smile came back with its almost imperceptible 
touch of derision as he resumed: ‘Impatient ones ought to 
find a great example in him, my dear son. I heard that 
Monsignor Gamba del Zoppo had been unable to help you. 
But you must not be too much distressed on that account. 
This long delay is assuredly a grace of Providence in order 
that you may instruct yourself and come to understand certain 
things which you French priests do not, unfortunately, realise 
when you arrive in Rome. And perhaps it will prevent you 
from making certain mistakes. Come, calm yourself, and 
remember that the course of events is in the hands of God, 
who, in His sovereign wisdom, fixes the hour for all things.’ 

Thereupon Nani offered Pierre his plump, supple, shapely 
hand, a hand soft like a woman’s but with the grasp of a vice. 
And afterwards he climbed into his carriage, which was wait- 
ing for him. 

It_so happened that the letter which Pierre had received 
from Viscount Philibert de la Choue was a long cry of spite 
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and despair in connection with the great international 
pilgrimage of the Peter's Pence Fund. The Viscount wrote 
from his bed, to which he was confined by a very severe attack 
of gout, and his grief at being unable to come to Rome was 
the greater as the President of the Committee, who would 
naturally present the pilgrims to the Pope, happened to be 
Baron de Fouras, one of his most bitter adversaries of the old 
conservative Catholic party. M. de la Choue felt certain that 
the Baron would profit by his opportunity to win the Pope 
over to the theory of free corporations; whereas he, the 
Viscount, believed that the salvation of Catholicism and the 
world could only be worked by a system in which the 
corporations should be closed and obligatory. And so he 
urged Pierre to exert himself with such cardinals as were 
favourable, to secure an audience with the Holy Father 
whatever the obstacles, and to remain in Rome until he should 
have secured the poniifi’s approbation, which alone could 
decide the victory. The letter further mentioned that the 
pilgrimage would be made up of a number of groups headed 
by bishops and other ecclesiastical dignitaries, and would com- 
prise three thousand people from France, Belgium, Spain, 
Austria, and even Germany. Two thousand of these would 
come from France alone. An international committee had 
assembled in Paris to organise everything and select the 
pilgrims, which last had proved a delicate task, as a represen- 
tative gathering had been desired, a commingling of members 
of the aristocracy, sisterhoods of middle-class ladies, and 
associations of the working classes, among whom all social 
differences would be forgotten in the union of a common 
faith. And the Viscount added that the pilgrimage would 
bring the Pope a large sum of money, and had settled the date 
of its arrival in the Eternal City in such wise that it would 
figure as a solemn protest of the Catholic world against the 
festivities of September 20, by which the Quirinal had just 
celebrated the anniversary of the occupation of Rome. 

The reception of the pilgrimage being fixed for noon, 
Pierre in all simplicity thought that he would be sufficiently 
early if he reached St. Peter’s at eleven. The function was 
to take place in the Hall of Beatifications, which is a large and 
handsome apartment over the portico, and has been arranged 
as a chapel since 1890. One of its windows opens on to the 
central balcony, whence the Popes formerly blessed the people, 
the city, and the world. To reach the apartment you ae 
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through two other halls of audience, the Sala Regia and Sala 
Ducale, and when Pierre wished to gain the place to which 
his green card entitled him he found both those rooms so 
extremely crowded that he could only elbow his way forward 
with the greatest difficulty. For an hour already the three 
or four thousand people assembled there had been stifling, full 
of growing emotion and feverishness. At last the young 
priest managed to reach the threshold of the third hall, but 
was so discouraged at sight of the extraordinary multitude of 
heads before him that he did not attempt to go any further. 
The apartment, which he could survey at a glance by 
rising on tip-toe, appeared to him to be very rich of aspect, 
with walls gilded and painted under a severe and lofty ceiling. 
On a low platform, where the altar usually stood, facing the 
entry, the pontifical throne had now been set: a large arm- 
chair upholstered in red velvet with glittering golden back 
and arms; whilst the hangings of the baldacchino, also of 
red velvet, fell behind and spread out on either side like a 
pair of huge purple wings. However, what more particu- 
larly interested Pierre was the wildly passionate concourse of 
people whose hearts he could almost hear beating and whose 
eyes sought to beguile their feverish impatience by contem- 
plating and adoring the empty throne. Asif it had been some 
golden monstrance which the Divinity in person would soon 
deign to occupy, that throne dazzled them, disturbed them, 
filled them all with devout rapture. Among the throng were 
workmen rigged out in their Sunday best, with clear childish 
eyes and rough ecstatic faces; ladies of the upper classes 
wearing black, as the regulations required, and looking 
intensely pale from the sacred awe which mingled with their 
excessive desire ; and gentlemen in evening dress, who appéared 
quite glorious, inflated with the conviction that they were 
saving both the Church and the nations. One cluster of dress- 
coats, assembled near the throne, was particularly noticeable ; 
it comprised the members of the International Committee, 
headed by Baron de Fouras, a very tall, stout, fair man of 
fifty, who bestirred and exerted himself and issued orders like 
some commander on the morning of a decisive victory. Then, 
amidst the general mass of grey, neutral hue, there gleamed 
the violet silk of some bishop’s cassock, for each pastor had 
desired to remain with his flock; whilst members of various 
religious orders, superiors in brown, black, and white habits, 
rose up above all others with lofty bearded or shaven heads 
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Right and left drooped banners which associations and 
congregations had brought to present to the Pope. And the 
sea of pilgrims ever waved and surged with a growing 
clamour: so much-impatient love being exhaled by those 
perspiring faces, burning eyes, and hungry mouths that the 
atmosphere, reeking with the odour of the throng, seemed 
thickened and darkened. 

All at once, however, Pierre perceived Monsignor Nani 
standing near the throne and beckoning him to approach ; and 
although the young priest replied by a modest gesture, imply- 
ing that he preferred to remain where he was, the prelate 
insisted, and even sent an usher to make way for him. Directly 
the usher had led him forward, Nani inquired: ‘ Why did you 
not come to take your place ? ? Your card entitled you ie be 
here, on the left of the throne.’ 

‘The truth is,’ answered the priest, ‘I did not like to dis- 
turb so many people. Besides, this is an undue honour 
for me.’ 

‘No, no; I gave you that place in order that you should 
occupy it.. I want you to bein the first rank, so that you may 
see everything of the ceremony.’ 

: Pierre could not do otherwise than thank him. Then, on 
looking round, he saw that several cardinals and many other 
prelates were likewise waiting on either side of the throne. 
Butit was in vain that he sought Cardinal Boccanera, who only 
came to St. Peter’s and the Vatican on the days when his 
functions required his presence there. However, he recognised 
Cardinal Sanguinetti, who, broad and sturdy and red of face, 
was talking in a loud voice to Baron de Fouras. And Nani, 
with his obliging air, stepped up again to point out two other 
Eminences who were high and mighty personages—the Car- 
dinal Vicar, a short, fat man, with a feverish countenance 
scorched by ambition, and the Cardinal Secretary, who was 
robust and bony, fashioned as with a hatchet, suggesting a 
romantic type of Sicilian bandit, who, to other courses, had 
preferred the discreet, smiling diplomacy of the Church. A 
few steps further on, and quite alone, the Grand Penitentiary, 
silent and seemingly suffering, showed his grey, lean, ascetic 
profile. 

Noon had struck. There was a false alarm, a burst of emo- 
tion, which swept in like a wave from the other halls. But it 
was merely the ushers opening a passage for the cortège. Then, 
all at once, acclamations arose in the first hall, gathered 
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volume, and drew nearer. This time it was the cortége itself. 
First came a detachment of the Swiss Guard in undress, 
headed by a sergeant; then à party of chair-bearers in red; 
and next the domestic prelates, including the four cameriert 
segreti partecipanti. And finally, between two rows of Noble 
Guards, in semi-gala uniforms, walked the Holy Father, alone, 
smiling a pale smile, and slowly blessing the pilgrims on either 
hand. In his wake the clamour which had risen in the other 
apartments swept into the Hall of Beatifications with the vio- 
lence of delirious love ; and, under his slender, white, benedic- 
tive hand, all those distracted creatures fell upon both knees, 
nought remaining but the prostration of a devout multitude, 
overwhelmed, as it were, by the apparition of its god. 
Quivering, carried away, Pierre had knelt like the others. 
Ah! that omnipotence, that irresistible contagion of faith, of 
the redoubtable current from the spheres beyond, increased 
tenfold by a scenario and a pomp of sovereign grandeur! Pro- 
found silence fell when Leo XIII was seated on the throne 
surrounded by the cardinals and his court; and then the 
ceremony proceeded according to rite and usage. First a 
bishop spoke, kneeling and laying the homage of the faithful 
of all Christendom at his Holiness’s feet. The President of 
the Committee, Baron de Fouras, followed, remaining erect 
whilst he read a long address in which he introduced the pil- 
grimage and explained its motive, investing it with all the 
gravity of a political and religious protest. This stout man 
had a shrill and piercing voice, and his words jarred like the 
grating of a gimlet as he proclaimed the grief of the Catholic 
world at the spoliation which the Holy See had endured for a 
quarter of a century, and the desire of all the nations there 
represented by the pilgrims to console the supreme and vene- 
rated Head of the Church by bringing him the offerings of 
rich and poor, even to the mites of the humblest, in order that 
the Papacy might retain the pride of independence and be 
able to treat its enemies with contempt. And he also spoke of 
France, deplored her errors, predicted her return to healthy 
traditions, and gave it to be understood that she remained in 
spite of everything the most opulent and generous of the Chris- 
tian nations, the donor whose gold and presents flowed into 
Rome in a never-ending stream. At last Leo XIII arose to 
reply to the bishop and the baron. His voice was full, with a 
strong nasal twang, and surprised one coming from a man 
80 Blight of build. In a few sentences he expressed his grati- 
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tude, saying how touched he was by the devotion of the nations 
to the Holy See. Although the times might be bad, the final 
triumph could not be delayed much longer. There were evi- 
dent signs that mankind was returning to faith, and that 
iniquity would soon cease under the universal dominion of the 
Christ. As for France, was she not the eldest daughter of the 
Church, and had she not given too many proofs of her affec- 
tion for the Holy See for the latter ever to cease loving her ? 
Then, raising his arm, he bestowed on all the pilgrims present, 
on the societies and enterprises they represented, on their 
families and friends, on France, on all the nations of the 
Catholic world, his apostolic benediction, in gratitude for the 
precious help which they sent him. And whilst he was again 
‘seating himself applause burst forth, frantic salvoes of applause 
‘lasting for ten minutes and mingling with vivats and inarticu- 
late cries—a passionate, tempestuous outburst, which made 
the very building shake, 

Amidst this blast of frantic adoration Pierre gazed at 
Leo XIII, now again motionless on his throne, With the | 
papal cap on his head and the red cape edged with ermine 
about his shoulders, he retained in his long white cassock the 
rigid, sacerdotal attitude of an idol venerated by two hundred 
and fifty millions of Christians. Against the purple back- 
ground of the hangings of the baldacchino, between the wing- 
like drapery on either side, enclosing, as it were, a brasier of 
glory, he assumed real majesty of aspect. He was no longer 
the feeble old man with the slow, jerky walk and the slender, 
scraggy neck of a poor ailing bird. The simious ugliness of 
his face, the largeness of his nose, the long slit of his mouth, 
the hugeness of his ears, the conflicting jumble of his withered 
features disappeared. In that waxen countenance you only 
distinguished the admirable, dark, deep eyes, beaming with 
eternal youth, with extraordinary intelligence and penetration. 
And then there was a resolute bracing of his entire person, a 
consciousness of the eternity which he represented, a regal 
nobility, born of the very circumstance that he was now but a 
mere breath, a soul set in so pellucid a body of ivory that it 
became visible as though it were already freed from the bonds 
of earth. And Pierre realised what such a man—the Sove- 
reign Pontiff, the King obeyed by two hundred and fifty mil- 
lions of subjects—must be for the devout and dolent creatures 
who came to adore him from so far, and who fell at his feet 
awestruck by the splendour of the powers incarnate in him. 
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Behind him, amidst the purple of the hangings, what a gleam 
was suddenly afforded of the spheres beyond, what an Infinite 
of ideality and blinding glory! So many centuries of history 
from the Apostle Peter downward, so much strength and genius, 
so many struggles and triumphs to be summed up in one being, 
the Elect, the Unique, the Superhuman! And whata miracle, 
incessantly renewed, was that of Heaven deigning to descend 
into human flesh, of the Deity fixing His abode in His chosen 
servant, whom He consecrated above and beyond all others, 
endowing him with all power and all science! What sacred 
perturbation, what emotion fraught with distracted love might 
one not feel at the thought of the Deity being ever there in 
the depths of that man’s eyes, speaking with his voice and 
emanating from his hand each time that he raised it to bless! 
Could one imagine the exorbitant absoluteness of that sove- 
reign who was infallible, who disposed of the totality of autho- 
rity in this world and of salvation in the next! At all events, 
how well one understood that souls consumed by a craving for 
faith should fly towards him, that those who at last found the 
certainty they had so ardently sought should seek annihilation 
in him, the consolation of self-bestowal and disappearance 
within the Deity Himself. | 

Meantime, the ceremony was drawing to an end; Baron 
de Fouras was now presenting the members of the committee 
and a few other persons of importance. There was a slow 
procession with trembling genuflexions and much greedy 
kissing of the papal ring and slipper. Then the banners 
were offered, and Pierre felt a pang on seeing that the finest 
and richest of them was one of Lourdes, an offering no doubt 
from the Fathers of the Immaculate Conception. On one 
side of the white gold-broidered silk Our Lady of Lourdes was 
painted, while on the other appeared a portrait of Leo XIII. 
Pierre saw the Pope smile at the presentment of himself, and 
was greatly grieved thereat, as though, indeed, his whole 
dream of an intellectual, evangelical Pope, disentangled from 
all low superstition, were crumbling away. And just then hig 
eyes met those of Nani, who from the outset had been watching 
him with the inquisitive air of a man who is making an ex- 
periment. 

‘ That banner is superb, isn’t it?’ said Nani, drawing near. 
‘How it must please his Holiness to be so nicely painted in 
company with so pretty a Virgin!’ And asthe young priest, 
turning pale, did not reply, the prelate added, with an air of 
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devout enjoyment: ‘ We are very fond of Lourdes in Rome; 
that story of Bernadette is so delightful.’ 

However, the scene which followed was so extraordinary 
that for a long time Pierre remained overcome by it. He had 
beheld never-to-be-forgotten idolatry at Lourdes, incidents of 
naive faith and frantic religious passion which yet made him 
quiver with alarm and grief. But the crowds rushing on the 
grotto, the sick dying of divine love before the Virgin’s statue, 
the multitudes delirious with the contagion of the miraculous— 
nothing of all that gave an idea of the blast of madness which 
suddenly inflamed the pilgrims at the feet of the Pope. Some 
bishops, superiors of religious orders, and other delegates of 
various kinds had stepped forward to deposit near the throne 
the offerings which they brought from the whole Catholic 
world, the universal ‘collection’ of St. Peter’s Pence. It was 
the voluntary tribute of the nations to their sovereign : silver, 
gold, and bank notes in purses, bags, and cases. Ladies came 
and fell on their knees to offer silk and velvet almsbags which 
they themselves had embroidered. Others had caused the note 
cases which they tendered to be adorned with the monogram 
of Leo XIII in diamonds. And at one moment the enthu- 
siasm became so intense that several women stripped them- 
selves of their adornments, flung their own purses on to the 
platform, and emptied their pockets even to the very coppers 
they had about them. One lady, tall and slender, very 
beautiful and very dark, wrenched her watch from about her 
neck, pulled off her rings, and threw everything upon the. 
carpet. Had it been possible, they would have torn away their 
flesh to pluck out their love-burnt hearts and fling them like- 
wise to the demi-god. They would even have flung them- 
selves, have given themselves without reserve. It was a rain 
of presents, an explosion of the passion which impels one to 
strip oneself for the object of one’s cult, happy at having 
nothing of one’s own that shall not belong to him. And 
meantime the clamour grew, vivats and shrill cries of adora-' 
tion arose amidst pushing and jostling of increased violence, 
one and all yielding to the irresistible desire to kiss the idol! 

But a signal was given, and Leo XIII made haste to quit 
the throne and take his place in the cortége in order to return 
to his apartments. The Swiss Guards energetically thrust 
back the throng, seeking to open a way through the three. 
halls. But at sight of his Holiness’s departure a lamentation 
arose and spread, as if Heaven’s gates had suddenly closed 
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again and shut out those who had not yet been able to 
approach. What a frightful disappointment—to have beheld 
the living manifestation of the Deity and to see it disappear 
before gaining salvation by just touching it! So terrible 
became the scramble, so extraordinary the confusion, that the 
Swiss Guards were sweptaway. And ladies were seen to dart 
after the Pope, to drag themselves on all fours over the 
marble slabs and kiss his footprints and lap up the dust of his 
steps! The tall dark lady suddenly fell at the edge of the 
platform, raised a loud shriek, and fainted ; and two gentlemen 
of the committee had to hold her so that she might not do 
herself an injury in the convulsions of the hysterical fit which 
had come upon her. Another, a plump blonde, was wildly, 
desperately kissing one of the golden arms of the throne- 
chair, on which the old man’s poor bony elbow had just 
rested. And others, on seeing her, came to dispute possession, 
seized both arms, gilding and velvet, and pressed their mouths 
to woodwork or upholstery, their bodies meanwhile shaking 
with their sobs. Force had to be employed in order to drag 
them away. | 

When it was all over Pierre went off, emerging as it were 
from a painful dream, sick at heart, and with his mind revolt- 
ing. And again he encountered Nani’s glance, which never 
left him. ‘It was a superb ceremony, was it not?’ said the 
prelate. ‘It consoles one for many iniquities.’ 

‘Yes, no doubt; but what idolatry!’ the young priest 
murmured despite himself. 

Nani, however, merely smiled, as if he had not heard the 
last word. At that same moment the two French ladies 
whom he had provided with tickets came up to thank him, 
and Pierre was surprised to recognise the mother and daughter 
whom he had met at the Catacombs. Charming, bright, and 
healthy as they were, their enthusiasm was only for the 
spectacle : they declared that they were well pleased at having 
seen it—that it was really astonishing, unique. 

As the crowd slowly withdrew Pierre all at once felt a 
tap on his shoulder, and, on turning his head, perceived 
Narcisse Habert, who also was very enthusiastic. ‘I made 
signs to you, my dear Abbé,’ said he,’ but you didn’t see me, 
Ah! how superb was the expression of that dark woman who 
fell rigid beside the platform with her arms outstretched, 
She reminded me of a masterpiece of one of the primitives, 
Cimabue, Giotto, or Fra Angelico, And the others, those whe 
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devoured the chair arms with their kisses, what suayity, beauty, 
and love! I never miss these ceremonies: there are always 
some fine scenes, perfect pictures, in which souls reveal 
themselves.’ 

The long stream of pilgrims slowly descended the stairs, 
and Pierre, followed by Nani and Narcisse, who had begun to 
chat, tried to bring the ideas which were tumultuously throb- 
bing in his brain into something like order. There was 
certainly grandeur and beauty in that Pope who had shut 
himself up in his Vatican, and who, the more he became a 
purely moral, spiritual authority, freed from all terrestrial 
cares, had grown in the adoration and awe ofmankind. Such 
a flight into the ideal deeply stirred Pierre, whose dream of 
rejuvenated Christianity rested on the idea of the supreme 
Head of the Church exercising only a purified, spiritual 
authority. He had just seen what an increase of majesty and 
power was in that way gained by the Supreme Pontiff of the 
spheres beyond, at whose feet the women fainted, and behind 
whom they beheld à vision of the Deity. But at the same 
moment the pecuniary side of the question had risen before 
him and spoilt his joy. If the enforced relinquishment of 
the temporal power had exalted the Pope by freeing him from 
the worries of a petty sovereignty which was ever threatened, 
the need of money still remained like a chain about his feet 
tying him to earth. As he could not accept the proffered 
subvention of the Italian government,! there was certainly 
in the Peter’s Pence a means of placing the Holy See above 
all material cares, provided, however, that this Peter’s Pence 
were really the Catholic sou, the mite of each believer, levied 
on his daily income and sent direct to Rome. Such a 
voluntary tribute paid by the flock to its pastor would, more- 
over, suffice for the wants of the Church if each of the 
250,000,000 of Catholics gave his or her sow every. week. 
In this wise the Pope, indebted to each and.all of his 
children, would be indebted to none in particular. A sow was 
so little and go easy to give, and there was also something so 
touching about the idea. But, unhappily, things were not 
worked in that way; the great majority of Catholics gave 
nothing whatever, while the rich ones sent large sums from 
motives of political passion; and a particular objection was 

1 110,0007. per annum. It has never been accepted, and theaccumula- 


tions lapse to the government every five years, and cannot afterwards 
be recovered.— Trans. 
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that the gifts were centralised in the hands of certain bishops 
and religious orders, so that these became ostensibly the bene- 
factors of the papacy, the indispensable cashiers from whom 
it drew the sinews of life. The lowly and humble whose 
mites filled the collection boxes were, so to say, suppressed, 
and the Pope became dependent on the intermediaries, and 
was compelled to act cautiously with them, listen to their 
remonstrances, and even at times obey their passions, lest the 
stream of gifts should suddenly dry up. And so, although 
he was disburdened of the dead weight of the temporal power, 
he was not free; but remained the tributary of his clergy, 
with interests and appetites around him which he must needs 
satisfy. And Pierre remembered the ‘Grotto of Lourdes’ 
in the Vatican gardens, and the banner which he had just 
seen, and he knew that the Lourdes Fathers levied two hun- 
dred thousand francs a year on their receipts to send them as a 
present to the Holy Father. Was not that the chief reason 
of their great power? He quivered, and suddenly became 
conscious that, do what he might, he would be defeated, and 
his book would be condemned. 

At last, as he was coming out on to the Piazza of St. 
Peter’s, he heard Narcisse asking Monsignor Nani: ‘ Indeed ! 
Do you really think that to-day’s gifts exceeded that figure?’ 

‘Yes, more than three millions,! I’m convinced of it,’ the 
prelate replied. 

For a moment the three men halted under the right-hand 
colonnade and gazed at the vast sunlit piazza where the pil- 
grims were spreading out like little black specks hurrying 
hither and thither—an anthill, as it were, in revolution. 

Three millions! The words had rung in Pierre’s ears. 
And, raising his head, he gazed at the Vatican, all golden in 
the sunlight against the expanse of blue sky, as if he wished 
to penetrate its walls and follow the steps of Leo XIII 
returning to his apartments. He pictured him laden with 
those millions, with his weak, slender arms pressed to his 
breast, carrying thesilver, the gold, the bank notes, andeven the 
jewels which the women had flung him. And almost uncon- 
sciously the young priest spoke aloud: ‘ What will he do with 
those millions? Where is he taking them ?’ 

Narcisse and even Nani could not help being amused by 

1 All the amounts given on this and the following pages are calcu- 
lated in francs. The reader will bear in mind that a million francs is 
equivalent to 40,0007.—Trans, 
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this strangely expressed curiosity. It was the young attaché 
who replied. ‘ Why, his Holiness is taking them to his room ; 
or, at least, is having them carried there before him. Didn't 
you see two persons of his suite picking up everything and 
filling their pockets? And now his Holiness has shut him- 
self up quite alone; and if you could see him you would find 
him counting and recounting his treasure with cheerful care, 
ranging the rolls of gold in good order, slipping the bank 
notes into envelopes in equal quantities, and then putting 
everything away in hiding-places which are only known to 
himself.’ 

While his companion was speaking Pierre again raised 
his eyes to the windows of the Pope’s apartments as if to 
follow the scene. Moreover, Narcisse gave further explana- 
tions, asserting that the money was put away in a certain 
article of furniture, standing against the right-hand wall in 
the Holy Father’s bedroom. Some people, he added, also 
spoke of a writing-table or secrétaire with deep drawers; and 
others declared that the money slumbered in some big pad- 
locked trunks stored away in the depths of the alcove, which 
was very roomy. Of course, on the left side of the passage 
leading to the Archives there was a large room occupied 
by a general cashier and a monumental safe; but the 
funds kept there were simply those of the Patrimony of 
St. Peter, the administrative receipts of Rome; whereas the 
Peter’s Pence money, the voluntary donations of Christendom, 
remained in the hands of Leo XIII: he alone knew the exact 
amount of that fund, and lived alone with its millions, which 
he disposed of like an absolute master, rendering account to 
none. And such was his prudence that he never left his 
room when the servants cleaned and set it in order. At 
the utmost he would consent to remain on the threshold of 
the adjoining apartment in order to escape the dust. And 
whenever he meant to absent himself for a few hours, to go 
down into the gardens, for instance, he double-locked the 
doors and carried the keys away with him, never confiding 
them to another. 

At this point Narcisse paused and, turning to Nani, 
inquired: ‘Is not that so, Monseigneur? ‘These are things 
known to all Rome.’ 

The prelate, ever smiling and wagging his head without 
expressing either approval or disapproval, had begun to study 
on Pierre’s face the effect of these curious stories. ‘ No doubt, 
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no doubt,’ he responded; ‘so many things are said! I know 
nothing myself, but you seem to be certain of it all, Monsieur 
Habert.’ 

‘Oh!’ resumed the other, ‘I don’t accuse his Holiness of 
sordid avarice, such as is rumoured. Some fabulous stories 
are current, stories of coffers full of gold in which the Holy 
Father is said to plunge his hands for hours at a time; trea- 
sures which he has heaped up in corners for the sole pleasure 
of counting them over and over again. Nevertheless, one may 
well admit that his Holiness is somewhat fond of money for 
its own sake, for the pleasure of handling it and setting it in 
order when he happens to be alone—and after all that is a 
very excusable mania in an old man who has no other pas- 
time. But I must add that he is yet fonder of money for the 
social power which it brings, the decisive help which it will 
give to the Holy See in the future, if the latter desires to 
triumph.’ 

These words evoked the lofty figure of a wise and prudent 
Pope, conscious of modern requirements, inclined to utilise 
the powers of the century in order to conquer it, and for this 
reason venturing on business and speculation. As it happened, 
the treasure bequeathed by Pius IX had nearly been lost in 
a financial disaster, but ever since that time Leo XIIT had 
sought to repair the breach and make the treasure whole 
again, in order that he might leave it to his successor intact 
and even enlarged. Economical he certainly was, but he saved 
for the needs of the Church, which, as he knew, increased day 
by day; and money was absolutely necessary if Atheism was 
to be met and fought in the sphere of the schools, institutions, 
and associations of all sorts. Without money, indeed, the 
Church would become a vassal at the mercy of the civil powers, 
the Kingdom of Italy and other Catholic States; and so, 
although he liberally helped every enterprise which might 
contribute to the triumph of the Faith, Leo XIII had a con- 
tempt for all expenditure without an object, and treated him- 
self and others with stern closeness. Personally, he had no 
needs. At the outset of his pontificate he had set his small 
private patrimony apart from the rich patrimony of St. Peter, 
refusing to take aught from the latter for the purpose of 
assisting his relatives. Never had pontiff displayed less nepo- 
tism: his three nephews and his two nieces had remained poor 
—in fact, in great pecuniary embarrassment. Still he listened 
neither to complaints nor accusations, but remained inflexible, 
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proudly resolved to bequeath the sinews of life, the invincible 
weapon money, to the Popes of future times, and therefore 
vigorously defending the millions of the Holy See against the 
desperate covetousness of one and all. 

‘But what are the receipts and expenses of the Holy 
See ?’ inquired Pierre. 

In all haste Nani again made his amiable evasive gesture. 
‘Oh! I am altogether ignorant in such matters,’ he replied. 
“Ask Monsieur Habert, who is so well informed.’ 

‘For my part,’ responded the attaché,’ I simply know what 
is known to all the embassies here, the matters which are the 
subject of common report. With respect to the receipts there 
is, first of all, the treasure left by Pius IX, some twenty mil- 
lions, invested in various ways and formerly yielding about a 
million a year in interest. But, as I said before, a disaster 
happened, and there must then have been a falling off in the 
income. Still, nowadays it is reported that nearly all defi- 
ciencies have been made good. Well, besides the regular 
income from the invested money, a few hundred thousand 
francs are derived every year from chancellery dues, patents of 
nobility, and all sorts of little fees paid to the Congregations. 
However, as the annual expenses exceed seven millions, it has 
been necessary to find quite six millions every year ; and cer- 
tainly it is the Peter’s Pence Fund that has supplied, not the 
six millions, perhaps, but three or four of them, and with these 
the Holy See has speculated in the hope of doubling them and 
making both ends meet. It would take me too long just now 
to relate the whole story of these speculations, the first huge 
gains, then the catastrophe which almost swept everything 
away, and finally the stubborn perseverance which is gradually 
supplying all deficiencies. However, if you are anxious on the 
subject, I will one day tell you all about it.’ 

Pierre had listened with deep interest. ‘Six millions— 
even four!’ he exclaimed, ‘ what does the Peter’s Pence Fund 
bring in, then?’ 

‘Oh! I can only repeat that nobody has ever known the 
exact figures. In former times the Catholic Press published 
lists giving the amounts of different offerings, and in this way 
one could frame an approximate estimate. But the practice 
must have been considered unadvisable, for no documents 
nowadays appear, and it is absolutely impossible for people to 
form any real idea of what the Pope receives. He alone 
knows the correct amount, keeps the money, and disposes of 
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it with absolute authority. Still, I believe that in good years 
the offerings have amounted to between four and five millions. 
Originally France contributed one half of the sum; but 
nowadays it certainly gives much less. Then come Belgium 
and Austria, England and Germany. As for Spain and Italy 
—oh! Italy——’ 

Narcisse paused and smiled at Monsignor Nani, who was 
wagging his head with the air of a man delighted at learning 
some extremely curious things of which he had previously 
had no idea. 

‘Oh, you may proceed, you may proceed, my dear son,’ 
said he. 

‘Well, then, Italy scarcely distinguishes itself. If the 
Pope had to provide for his living out of the gifts of the Italian 
Catholics there would soon be a famine at the Vatican. Far 
from helping him, indeed, the Roman nobility has cost him 
dear; for one of the chief causes of his pecuniary losses was 
his folly in lending money to the princes who speculated. 
It is really only from France and England that rich people, 
noblemen and so forth, have sent royal gifts to the imprisoned 
and martyred pontiff. Among others there was an English 
nobleman who came to Rome every year with a large offering, 
the outcome of a vow which he had made in the hope that 
Heaven would cure his unhappy idiot son. And, of course, I 
don’t refer to the extraordinary harvest garnered during the 
sacerdotal and the episcopal jubilees—the forty millions which 
then fell at his Holiness’s feet.’ 

‘ And the expenses ?’ asked Pierre. 

‘ Well, as I told you, they amount to about seven millions, 
We may reckon two of them for the pensions paid to former 
officials of the pontifical government who were unwilling to 
take service under Italy; but I must add that this source of 
expense is diminishing every year as people die off and their 
pensions become extinguished. Then, broadly speaking, we 
may put down one million for the Italian sees, another for 
the Secretariate and the Nunciatures, and another for the 
Vatican. In this last sum I include the expenses of the 
pontifical Court, the military establishment, the musoums, 
and the repair of the palace and the basilica. Well, we have 
reached five millions, and the two others may be set, down 
for the various subsidised enterprises, the Propaganda, and 
particularly the schools, which Leo XIII, with great practical 
good sense, subsidises very handsomely, for he is well aware 
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that the battle and the triumph lie in that direction—among 
the children who will be men to-morrow, and who will then 
defend their mother the Church, provided that they have been 
inspired with horror for the abominable doctrines of the age.’ 

A spell of silence ensued, and the three men slowly paced 
the majestic colonnade. The swarming crowd had gradually 
disappeared, leaving the piazza empty, so that only the obelisk 
and the twin fountains now arose from the burning desert of 
symmetrical paving ; whilst on the entablature of the porticus 
across the square a noble line of motionless statues stood out 
in the bright sunlight. And Pierre, with his eyes still raised to 
the Pope’s windows, again fancied that he could see Leo XIII 
amidst all the streaming gold that had been spoken of, his 
whole, white, pure figure, his poor, waxen, transparent form 
steeped amidst those millions which he hid and counted and 
expended for the glory of God alone. ‘And so,’ murmured 
the young priest, ‘he has no anxiety, he is not in any pecu- 
niary embarrassment.’ 

‘Pecuniary embarrassment!’ exclaimed Monsignor Nani, 
his patience so sorely tried by the remark that he could no 
longer retain his diplomatic reserve. ‘Oh! my dear son! 
Why, when Cardinal Mocenni, the treasurer, goes to his 
Holiness every month, his Holiness always gives him the 
sum he asks for; he would give it, and be able to give it, 
however large it might be! His Holiness has certainly had 
the wisdom to effect great economies; the Treasure of St. 
Peter is larger than ever. Pecuniary embarrassment, indeed ! 
Why, if a misfortune should occur, and the Sovereign Pontiff 
were to make a direct appeal to all his children, the 
Catholics of the entire world, do you know that in that case 
a thousand millions would fall at his feet just like the gold 
and the jewels which you saw raining on the steps of his 
throne just now?’ Then suddenly calming himself and re- 
covering his pleasant smile, Nani added: ‘At least, that is 
what I sometimes hear said ; for, personally, I know nothing, 
absolutely nothing ; and it is fortunate that Monsieur Habert 
should have been here to give you information. Ah! Monsieur 
Habert, Monsieur Habert! Why, I fancied that you were 
always in the skies absorbed in your passion for art, and far 
removed from all base mundane interests! But you really 
understand these things like a banker or a notary. Nothing 
escapes you, nothing. It is wonderful.’ 

Narcisse must have felt the sting of the prelate’s delicate 
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sarcasm. At bottom, beneath this make-believe Florentine 
all angelicalness, with long curly hair and mauve eyes which 
grew dim with rapture at sight of a Botticelli, there was’ a 
thoroughly practical, business-like young man, who took 
admirable care of his fortune and was even somewhat miserly. 
However, ho contented himself with lowering his eyelids and 
assuming a languorous air. ‘Oh!’ said he, ‘I’m all reverie ; 
my soul is elsewhere.’ 

‘ At all events,’ resumed Nani, turning towards Pierre, ‘I 
am very glad that you were able to see such a beautiful 
spectacle. A few more such opportunities and you will under- 
stand things far better than you would from all the explana- 
tions in the world. Don't miss the grand ceremony at St. 
Peter’s to-morrow. It will be magnificent, and will give you 
food for useful reflection; I’m sure of it. And now allow me 
to leave you, delighted at seeing you in such a fit frame of 
mind.’ 

Darting a last glance at Pierre, Nani seemed to have 
observed with pleasure the weariness and uncertainty which 
were paling his face. And when the prelate had gone off, and 
Narcisse also had taken leave with a gentle hand-shake, the 
young priest felt the ire of protest rising within him. What 
fit frame of mind did Nani mean? Did that man hope to 
weary him and drive him to despair by throwing him into 
collision with obstacles, so that he might afterwards over- 
come him with perfect ease? For the second time Pierre 
became suddenly and briefly conscious of the stealthy efforts 
which were being made to invest and crush him. But, 
believing as he did in his own strength of resistance, pride 
filled him with disdain. Again he swore that he would never 
yield, never withdraw his book, no matter what might happen. 
And then, before crossing the piazza, he once more raised his 
eyes to the windows of the Vatican, all his impressions 
crystallising in the thought of that much-needed money which 
like a last bond still attached the Pope to earth. Its chief 
evil doubtless lay in the manner in which it was provided; 
and if indeed the only question were to devise an improved 
method of collection, his dream of a pope who should be all 
soul, the bond of love, the spiritual leader of the world, would 
not be seriously affected, At this thought, Pierre felt com- 
forted and was unwilling to look on things otherwise than 
hopefully, moved as he was by the extraordinary scene which 
he had just beheld, that feeble old man shining forth like the 
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symbol of human deliverance, obeyed and venerated by the 
multitudes, and alone among all men endowed with the moral 
omnipotence that might at last set the reign of charity and 
peace on earth. ; 

For the ceremony on the following day, it was fortunate 
that Pierre held a private ticket which admitted him to a re- 
served gallery, for the scramble at the entrances to the basilica 
proved terrible. The mass, which the Pope was to celebrate 
in person, was fixed for ten o’clock, but people began to pour 
into St. Peter’s four hours earlier, as soon, indeed, as the 
gates had been thrown open. The three thousand members 
of the International Pilgrimage were increased tenfold by the 
arrival of all the tourists in Italy, who had hastened to Rome 
eager to witness one of those great pontifical functions which 
nowadays are sorare. Moreover, the devotees and partisans 
whom the Holy See numbered in Rome itself and in other 
great cities of the kingdom, helped to swell the throng, all 
alacrity at the prospect of a demonstration. Judging by the 
tickets distributed, there would be a concourse of 40,009 people, 
And, indeed, at nine o'clock, when Pierre crossed the piazza 
on his way to the Canons’ Entrance in the Via Santa Marta, 
where the holders of pink tickets were admitted, he saw the 
portico of the fagade still thronged with people who were but 
slowly gaining admittance, while several gentlemen in evening 
dress, members of some Catholic association, bestirred them- 
selves to maintain order with the help of a detachment of 
Pontifical Guards. Nevertheless, violent quarrels broke out 
in the crowd, and blows were exchanged amidst the involun- 
tary scramble. Some people were almost stifled, and two 
women were carried off half crushed to death. 

A disagreeable surprise met Pierre on his entry into the 
basilica, The huge edifice was draped; coverings of old red 
damask with bands of gold swathed the columns and pilasters, 
seventy-five feet high; even the aisles were hung with the 
same old and faded silk ; and the shrouding of those pompous 
marbles, of all the superb dazzling ornamentation of the church, 
bespoke a very singular taste, a tawdry affectation of pom- 
posity, extremely wretched in itseffect. However, he was yet 
more amazed on seeing that even the statue of St. Peter was 
clad, costumed like‘ a living pope in sumptuous pontifical vest- 
ments, with.a tiara on its metal head. He had never imagined 
that people could garment statues either for their glory or for 
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the pleasure of the eyes, and the result seemed to him 
disastrous. 

The Pope was to say mass at the papal altar of the Con- 
fession, the high altar which stands under the dome. On a 
platform at the entrance of the left hand transept was tho 
throne on which he would afterwards take his place. Then, 
on either side of the nave, tribunes had been erected for the 
choristers of the Sixtine Chapel, the Corps Diplomatique, the 
Knights of Malta, the Roman nobility, and other guests of 
various kinds. And, finally, in the centre before the altar, 
there were three rows of benches covered with red rugs, the 
first for the cardinals and the other two for the bishops and 
the prelates of the pontifical Court. All the rest of the con- 
gregation was to remain standing. 

Ah! that huge concert-audience, those thirty, forty thou- 
sand believers from here, there, and everywhere, inflamed with 
curiosity, passion, or faith, bestirring themselves, jostling one 
another, rising on tip-toe to see the better! The clamour of 
a human sea arose, the crowd was as gay and familiar as if it 
had found itself in some heavenly theatre where it was allow- 
able for one to chat aloud and recreate oneself with the spec- 
tacle of religious pomp! At first Pierre was thunderstruck, 
he who only knew of nervous, silent kneeling in the depths of 
dim cathedrals, who was not accustomed to that religion of 
light, whose brilliancy transformed a religious celebration into 
a morning festivity. Around him, in the same tribune as 
himself, were gentlemen in dress-coats and ladies gowned in 
black, carrying glasses as in an opera-house. There were 
German and English women, and numerous Americans, all 
more or less charming, displaying the grace of thoughtless, 
chirruping birds. In the tribune of the Roman nobility on 
the left he recognised Benedetta and Donna Serafina, and 
there the simplicity of the regulation attire for ladies was re- 
lieved by large lace veils rivalling one another in richness and 
elegance. Then on the right was the tribune of the Knights 
of Malta, where the Grand Master stood amidst a group of 
commanders: while across the nave rose the diplomatic tri- 
bune where Pierre perceived the ambassadors of all the 
Catholic nations, resplendent in gala uniforms covered with 
gold lace. However, the young priest’s eyes were ever return- 
ing to the crowd, the great surging throng in which the three 
thousand pilgrims were lost amidst the multitude of other 
spectators. And yet, as the basilica was so vast that it could 
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easily contain eighty thousand people, it did not seem to be 
more than half full. People came and went along the aisles 
and took up favourable positions without impediment. Some 
could be seen gesticulating, and calls rang out above the 
ceaseless rumble of voices. From the lofty windows of plain 
white glass fell broad sheets of sunlight, which set a gory glow 
upon the faded damask hangings, and these cast a reflection 
as of fire upon all the tumultuous, feverish, impatient faces. 
The multitude of candles, and the seven-and-eighty lamps 
of the Confession paled to such a degree that they seemed 
but glimmering night-lights in the blinding radiance; and 
everything proclaimed the worldly gala of the imperial Deity 
of Roman pomp. 

All at once there came a premature shock of delight, a 
false alarm. Cries burst forth and circulated through the 
crowd: ‘Æccolo ! eccolo! Here he comes!’ And then 
there was pushing and jostling, eddying which made the 
human sea whirl and surge, all craning their necks, raising 
themselves to their full height, darting forward in a frenzied 
desire to see the Holy Father and the cortège. But only a 
detachment of Noble Guards marched by and took up position 
right and left of the altar. A flattering murmur accompanied 
them, their fine impassive bearing, with its exaggerated mili- 
tary stiffness, provoking the admiration of the throng. An 
American woman declared that they were superb-looking 
fellows; and a Roman lady gave an English friend some 
particulars about the select corps to which they belonged. 
Formerly, said she, young men of the aristocracy had greatly 
sought the honour of forming part of it, for the sake of wear- 
ing its rich uniform and caracoling in front of the ladies. But 
recruiting was now such a difficult matter that one had to 
content oneself with good-looking young meh of doubtful or 
ruined nobility, whose only care was for the meagre ‘pay’ 
which just enabled them to live. 

When another quarter of an hour of chatting and scruti- 
nising had elapsed, the papal cortège at last made its appear- 
ance, and no sconer was it seen than applause burst forth as 
in a theatre—furious applause it was which rose and rolled 
along under the vaulted ceilings, suggesting the acclamations 
which ring out when some popular, idolised actor makes his 
entry on the stage. As in a theatre, too, everything had been 
very skilfully contrived so as to produce all possible effect 
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was formed in the wings, that is in the Cappella della Pieta, 
the first chapel of the right aisle, and, in order to reach it, 
the Holy Father, coming from his apartments by the way of 
the Chapel of the Blessed Sacrament, had been stealthily 
carried behind the hangings of the aisle which served the pur- 
pose of a drop-scene. Awaiting him in all readiness in the 
Cappella della Pietà were the cardinals, archbishops, and 
bishops, the whole pontifical prelacy, hierarchically classified 
and grouped. And then, asat a signal from a ballet master, 
the cortége made its entry, reaching the nave and ascending it 
in triumph from the closed Porta Santa to the altar of the 
Confession. On either hand were the rows of spectators whose 
applause at the sight of so much magnificence grew louder 
and louder as their delirious enthusiasm increased. 

_It was the cortège of the olden solemnities, the cross and 
sword, the Swiss Guard in full uniform, the valets in scarlet 
simars, the Knights of the Cape and the Sword in Renascence 
costumes, the canons in rochets of lace, the superiors of the 
religious communities, the apostolic prothonotaries, the arch- 
bishops and bishops, all the pontifical prelates in violet silk, the 
cardinals, each wearing the cappa magna and draped in purple, 
walking solemnly two by two with long intervals between 
each pair. Finally, around his Holiness were grouped the 
officers of the military household, the chamber prelates, 
Monsignor the Majordomo, Monsignor the Grand Chamber- 
lain, and all the other high dignitaries of the Vatican, with the 
Roman Prince assistant of the throne, the traditional, sym- 
bolical defender of the Church. And on the Sedia gestatoria, 
sereened by the flabelli with their lofty triumphal fans of 
feathers and carried on high by the bearers in red tunics 
broidered with silk, sat the Pope, clad in the sacred vestments 
which he had assumed in the Chapel of the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, the amict, the alb, the stole, and the white chasuble 
and white mitre enriched with gold, two gifts of extraordinary 
sumptuousness that had come from France. And, as his 
Holiness drew near, all hands were raised and clapped yet 
more loudly amidst the waves of living sunlight which 
streamed from the lofty windows. 

_ Then a new and different impression of Leo XIII came to 
Pierre. The Pope, as he now beheld him, was no longer the 
familiar, tired, inquisitive old man, leaning on the arm of a 
talkative prelate as he strolled through the loveliest gardens in 
the world. He no longer recalled the Holy Father, in red 
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cape and papal cap, giving a paternal welcome to a pilgrimage 
which brought him a fortune. He was here the Sovereign 
Pontiff, the all-powerful Master whom Christendom adored. 
His slim waxen form seemed to have stiffened within his white 
vestments, heavy with golden broidery, as in a reliquary of 
precious metal; and he retained a rigid, haughty, hieratie 
attitude, like that of some idol, gilded, withered for centuries 
past by the smoke of sacrifices. Amidst the mournful stiffness 
of his face only his eyes lived—eyes like black sparkling dia- 
monds gazing afar, beyond earth, into the infinite. He gave 
not a glance to the crowd, he lowered his eyes neither to 
right nor to left, but remained soaring in the heavens, ignoring 
all that took place at his feet. 

And as that seemingly embalmed idol, deaf and blind, in 
spite of the brilliancy of its eyes, was carried through the 
frantic multitude which it appeared neither to hear nor to 
see, it assumed fearsome majesty, disquieting grandeur, all the 
rigidity of dogma, all the immobility of tradition exhumed 
with its fasciæ which alone kept it erect. Still Pierre fancied 
he could detect that the Pope wasill and weary, suffering from 
the attack of fever which Nani had spoken of when glorifying 
the courage of that old man of eighty-four, whom strength 
of soul alone now kepi alive. 

The service began. Alighting from the Sedia gestatoria 
before the altar of the Confession, his Holiness slowly cele- 
brated a low mass, assisted by four prelates and the pro-prefect 
of the ceremonies. When the time came for washing his 
fingers, Monsignor the Majordomo and Monsignor the Grand 
Chamberlain, accompanied by two cardinals, poured the 
water on his august hands; and shortly before the elevation 
of the host all the prelates of the pontifical court, each hold- 
ing a lighted taper, came and knelt around the altar. There 
was à solemn moment, the forty thousand believers there as- 
sembled shuddered as if they could feel the terrible yet deli- 
cious blast of the invisible sweeping over them when during 
the elevation the silver clarions sounded the famous chorus of 
angels which invariably makes some women swoon. Almost 
immediately an aerial chant descended from the cupola, from 
a lofty gallery where one hundred and twenty choristers were 
concealed, and the enraptured multitude marvelled as though 
the angels had indeed responded to the clarion call. The 
voices descended, taking their flight under the vaulted ceilings 
with the airy sweetness of celestial harps ; then in suave har- 
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mony they died away, reascended to the heavens as with a 
faint flapping of wings. And, after the mass, his Holiness, 
still standing at the altar, in person started the Te Deum, 
which the singers of the Sixtine Chapel and the other choris- 
ters took up, each party chanting a verse alternately. But 
soon the whole congregation joined them, forty thousand 
voices were raised, and the hymn of joy and glory spread 
‘through the vast nave with incomparable splendour of effect. 
And then the scene became one of extraordinary magnificence : 
there was Bernini’s triumphal, flowery, gilded baldacchino, 
surrounded by the whole pontifical court with the lighted 
tapers showing like starry constellations, there was the Sove- 
reign Pontiff in the centre, radiant like a planet in his gold- 
broidered chasuble, there were the benches crowded with 
cardinals in purple and archbishops and bishops in violet silk, 
there were the tribunes glittering with official finery, the gold 
lace of the diplomatists, the variegated uniforms of foreign 
officers, and then there was the throng flowing and eddying 
on all sides, rolling billows after billows of heads from the 
most distant depths of the basilica. And the hugeness of the 
temple increased one’s amazement; and even the glorious 
hymn which the multitude repeated became colossal, ascended 
like a tempest blast amidst the great marble tombs, the super- 
human statues and gigantic pillars, till it reached the vast 
vaulted heavens of stone, and penetrated into the firmament 
of the cupola where the Infinite seemed to open resplendent 
with the gold work of the mosaics. 

A long murmur of voices followed the Te Deum, whilst 
Leo XIII, after donning the tiara in lieu of the mitre, and 
exchanging the chasuble for the pontifical cope, went to occupy 
his throne on the platform at the entry of the left transept. 
He thence dominated the whole assembly through which a 
quiver sped when after the prayers of the ritual, he once more 
rose erect. Beneath the symbolic, triple crown, in the golden 
sheathing of his cope, he seemed to have grown taller. 
Amidst sudden and profound silence, which only feverish 
heart-beats interrupted, he raised his arm with a very noble 
gesture and pronounced the papal benediction ina slow, loud, 
full voice, which seemed, as it were, the very voice of the 
Deity, so greatly did its power astonish one, coming from 
such waxen lips, from such a bloodless, lifeless frame. And 
the effect was prodigious: as soon as the cortège re-formed to 
return whence it had come, applause again burst forth, a 
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frenzy of enthusiasm which the clapping of hands could no 
longer content. Acclamations des and gradually gained 
upon the whole multitude. They began among a group of 
ardent partisans stationed near the statue of St. Peter: 
Evviva il Papa-Re ! evviva il Papa-Rè ! Long live the Pope- 
King !’ As the cortège went by the shout rushed along like 
leaping fire, inflaming heart after heart, and at last springing 
from every mouth in a thunderous protest against the theft of 
the States of the Church. All the faith, all the love of those 
believers, over-excited by the regal spectacle they had just 
beheld, returned once more to the dream, to the rageful desire 
that the Pope should be both King and Pontiff, master of 
men’s bodies as he was of their souls—in one word, the abso- 
lute sovereign of the earth. Therein lay the only truth, the 
only happiness, the only salvation! Let all be given to him, 
both mankind and the world! ‘Hvviva il Papa-Rè ! evviva 
il Papa-Ré! Long live the Pope-King !’ 

Ah! that ery, that ery of war which had caused so many 
errors and so much bloodshed, that cry of self-abandonment 
and blindness which, realised, would have brought back the 
old ages of suffering, it shocked Pierre, and impelled him in 
all haste to quit the tribune where he was in order that he 
might escape the contagion of idolatry. And while the 
cortège still went its way and the deafening clamour of the 
crowd continued, he for a moment followed the left aisle 
amidst the general scramble. This, however, made him de- 
spair of reaching the street, and, anxious to escape the crush of 
the general departure, it occurred to him. to profit by a door 
which he saw open and which led him into a vestibule, 
whence ascended the steps conducting to the dome. A 
sacristan standing in the doorway, both bewildered and 
delighted at the demonstration, looked at him for a moment, 
hesitating whether he should stop him or not. However, 
the sight of the young priest’s cassock combined with his 
own emotion rendered the man tolerant. Pierre was allowed 
to pass, and at once began to climb the staircase as rapidly 
as he could, in order that he might flee farther and farther 
away, ascend higher and yet higher into peace and silence. 

And the silence suddenly became profound, the walls 
stifled the cry of the multitude. The staircase was easy and 
light, with broad paved steps turning within a sort of tower. 
When Pierre came out upon the roofs of nave and aisles, he 
was delighted to find himself in the bright sunlight and the pure 
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keen air which blew there as in the open country. And it 
was with astonishment that he gazed upon the huge expanse 
of lead, zine, and stonework, a perfect aerial city living a life 
of its own under the blue sky. He saw cupolas, spires, 
terraces, even houses and gardens, houses bright with flowers, 
the residences of the workmen who live atop of the basilica, 
which is ever and ever requiring repair. A little population 
hero bestirs itself, labours, loves, eats and sleeps. However, 
Pierre desired to approach the balustrade so as to get a near 
view of the colossal statues of the Saviour and the Apostles 
which surmount the fagade on the side of the piazza. These 
giants, some nineteen feet in height, are constantly being 
mended ; their arms, legs, and heads, into which the atmo- 
sphere is ever eating, nowadays only hold together by the help 
of cement, bars, and hooks. And having examined them, 
Pierre was leaning forward to glance at the Vatican’s 
jumble of ruddy roofs, when it seemed to him that the shout 
from which he had fled was rising from the piazza, and 
thereupon, in all haste, he resumed his ascent within the 
pillar conducting to the dome. There was first a staircase, 
and then came some narrow, oblique passages, inclines inter- 
sected by a few steps, between the inner and outer walls of 
the cupola. Yielding to curiosity, Pierre pushed a door open, 
and suddenly found himself inside the basilica again, at 
nearly 200 feet from the ground. A narrow gallery there 
ran round the dome just above the frieze, on which, in 
letters five feet high, appeared the famous inscription: Tues 
Petrus et super hanc petram edificabo ecclesiam meam et tibi 
dabo claves regni celorwm.! And then, as Pierre leant over to 
gaze into the fearful cavity beneath him and the wide open- 
ings of nave and aisles and transepts, the cry, the delirious 
cry of the multitude, yet clamorously swarming below, struck 
him full in the face. He fled once more; but, higher up, yet 
a second time he pushed another door open and found another 
gallery, one perched above the windows, just where the 
splendid mosaics begin, and whence the crowd seemed to him 
lost in the depths of a dizzy abyss, altar and baldacchino 
alike looking no larger than toys. And yet the cry of idolatry 
and warfare arose again, and smote him like the buffet of 
a tempest which gathers increase of strength the farther it 


1 Thou art Peter (Petrus) and on that rock (petram) will I build my 
Church, and to thee will I give the keys of the Kingdom of Heaven. 
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rushes. Fo to escape it he had to climb higher still, even to 
the outer gallery which encircles the lantern, hovering in the 
very heavens. 

How delightful was the relief which that bath of air and 
sunlight at first brought him! Above him now there only 
remained the ball of gilt copper into which emperors and 
queens have ascended, as is testified by the pompous inscrip- 
tions in the passages; a hollow ball it is, where the voice 
erashes like thunder, where all the sounds of space reverberate. 
As he had emerged on the side of the apse, his eyes at first 
plunged into the papal gardens, whose clumps of trees seemed 
mere bushes almost level with the soil; and he could retrace 
his recent stroll among them, the broad parterre looking like 
a faded Smyrna rug, the large wood showing the deep 
glaucous greenery of a stagnant pool. Then there were the 
kitchen garden and the vineyard easily identified and tended 
with care. The fountains, the observatory, the casino, where 
the Pope spent the hot days of summer, showed merely like 
little white spots in those undulating grounds, walled in like 
any other estate, but with the fearsome rampart of the fourth 
Leo, which yet retained its fortress-like aspect. However, 
Pierre took his way round the narrow gallery and abruptly 
found himself in front of Rome, a sudden and immense 
expanse, with the distant sea on the west, the uninterrupted 
mountain chains on the east and the south, the Roman Cam- 
pagna stretching to the horizon like a bare and greenish 
desert, while the city, the Eternal City, was spread out at his 
feet. Never before had space impressed him so majestically. 
Rome was there, as a bird might see it, within the glance, as 
distinct as some geographical plan executed in relief. To 
think of it, such a past, such a history, so much grandeur, 
and Rome so dwarfed and contracted by distance! Houses as 
lilliputian and as pretty as toys; and the whole a mere mouldy 
speck upon the earth’s wide face! What impassioned Pierre 
was that he could at a glance understand the divisions of 
Rome: the antique city yonder with the Capitol, the Forum, 
and the Palatine ; the papal city in that Borgo which he over- 
looked, with St. Peter’s and the Vatican gazing across the city 
of the middle ages—which was huddled together in the right 
angle described by the yellow Tiber—towards the modern city, 
the Quirinal of the Italian monarchy. And particularly did 
he remark the chalky girdle with which the new districts 
encompassed the ancient, central, sun-tanned quarters, thus 
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symbolising an effort at rejuvenescence, the old heart but 
slowly mended, whereas the outlying limbs were renewed as 
if by miracle. 

In that ardent noontide glow, however, Pierre no longer 
beheld the pure ethereal Rome which had met his eyes on the 
morning of his arrival in the delightfully soft radiance of the 
rising sun. That smiling, unobtrusive city, half veiled by 
golden mist, immersed as it were in some dream of childhood, 
now appeared to him flooded with a crude light, motionless, 
hard of outline and silent like death. The distance was as if 
devoured by too keen a flame, steeped in a luminous dust in 
which it crumbled. And against that blurred background the 
whole city showed with violent distinctness in great patches 
of light and shade, their tracery harshly conspicuous. One 
might have fancied oneself above some very ancient, abandoned 
stone quarry, which a few clumps of trees spotted with dark 
green. Of the ancient city one could see the sunburnt tower 
of the Capitol, the black cypresses of the Palatine, and the 
ruins of the palace of Septimius Severus, suggesting the 
white osseous carcase of some fossil monster, left there by a 
flood. In front, was enthroned the modern city with the long, 
renovated buildings of the Quirinal whose yellow walls stood 
forth with wondrous crudity amidst the vigorous crests of 
the garden trees. And to right and left on the Viminal, 
beyond the palace, the new districts appeared like a city of 
chalk and plaster mottled by innumerable windows as with a 
thousand touches of black ink. Then here and there were the 
Pincio showing like a stagnant mere, the Villa Medici uprearing 
its campanili, the castle of Sant’ Angelo brown like rust, the 
spire of Santa Maria Maggiore aglow like a burning taper, the 
three churches of the Aventine drowsy amidst verdure, the 
Palazzo Farnese with its summer-baked tiles showing like old 
gold, the domes of the Gest, of Sant’ Andrea della Valle, of 
San Giovanni dei Fiorentini, and yet other domes and other 
domes, all in fusion, incandescent in the brazier of the heavens. 
And Pierre again felt à heart-pang in presence of that harsh, 
stern Rome, so different from the Rome of his dream, the 
Rome of rejuvenescence and hope, which he had fancied he 
had found on his first morning, but which had now faded away 
to give place to the immutable city of pride and domina- 
tion, stubborn under the sun even unto death. 

And there on high, all alone with his thoughts, Pierre 
suddenly understood. It was as if a dart of flaming light fell 
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on him in that free, unbounded expanse where he hovered. 
Had it come from the ceremony which he had just beheld, 
from the frantic cry of servitude still ringing in his ears? 
Had it come from the spectacle of that city beneath him, that 
city which suggested an embalmed Queen still reigning amidst 
the dust of her tomb? He knew not; but doubtless both had 
acted as factors, and at all events the light which fell upon 
his mind was complete: he felt that Catholicism could not 
exist without the temporal power, that it must fatally dis- 
appear whenever it should no longer be king over this earth. 
A first reason of this lay in heredity, in the forces of history, 
the long line of the heirs of the Cæsars, the Popes, the great 
pontiffs, in whose veins the blood of Augustus, demanding 
the empire of the world, had never ceased to flow. Though 
they might reside in the Vatican they had come from the 
imperial abodes on the Palatine, from the palace of Septimius 
Severus, and throughout the centuries their policy had ever 
pursued the dream of Roman mastery, of all the nations 
vanquished, submissive, and obedient to Rome. If its 
sovereignty were not universal, extending alike over bodies 
and over souls, Catholicism would lose its raison d'être ; for 
the Church cannot recognise any empire or kingdom other- 
wise than politically—the emperors and the kings being 
purely and simply so many temporary delegates placed in 
charge of the nations pending the time when they shall be 
called upon to relinquish their trust. All the nations, all 
humanity and the whole world belong to the Church to whom 
they have been given by God. And if real and effective 
possession be not hers to-day, this is only because she yields 
to force, compelled to face accomplished facts, but with the 
formal reserve that she is in presence of guilty usurpation, 
that her possessions are unjustly withheld from her, and that 
she awaits the realisation of the promises of the Christ, who, 
when the times shall be accomplished, will for ever restore to 
her both the earth and mankind. Such is the real future 
city which time is to bring: Catholic Rome, sovereign of the 
world once more. And Rome the city forms a substantial 
part of the dream, Rome whose eternity has been predicted, 
Rome whose soil has imparted to Catholicism the inextin- 
guishable thirst of absolute power. And thus the destiny of 
the Papacy is linked to that of Rome, to such a point indeed 
that a pope elsewhere than at Rome would no longer be a 
Catholic pope. The thought of all ‘this frightened Pierre; a 
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great shudder passed through him, as he leant on the light 
iron balustrade, gazing down into the abyss where the stern 
mournful city was even now crumbling away under the fierce 
sun. 
There was, however, evidence of the facts which had 
dawned on him. If Pius IX and Leo XIII had resolved to 
imprison themselves in the Vatican it was because necessity 
bound them to Rome. A pope is not free to leave the city, to 
be the head of the Church elsewhere; and in the same way 
a pope, however well he may understand the modern world, 
has not the right to relinquish the temporal power. This is 
an inalienable inheritance which he must defend, and it is 
moreover, a question of life, peremptory, above discussion. 
And thus Leo XIII has retained the title of Master of the 
temporal dominions of the Church, and this he has done the 
more readily since as a cardinal—like all the members of the 
Sacred College when elected—he swore that he would main- 
tain those dominions intact. Italy may hold Rome as her 
capital for another century or more, but the coming popes 
will never cease to protest and claim their kingdom. If ever 
an understanding should be arrived at, it must be based on 
the gift of a strip of territory. Formerly, when rumours of 
reconciliation were current, was it not said that the papacy 
exacted, as a formal condition, the possession of at least the 
Leonine city with the neutralisation of a road leading to the 
sea? Nothing is not enough, one cannot start from nothing 
to attain to everything, whereas that Civitas Leonina, that 
bit of a city, would already be a little royal ground, and it 
would then only be necessary to conquer the rest, first Rome, 
next Italy, then the neighbouring states, and at last the whole 
world. Never has the Church despaired, even when, beaten 
and despoiled, she seemed to be at the last gasp. Never will 
she abdicate, never will she renounce the promises of the 
Christ, for she believes in a boundless future and declares her- 
self to be both indestructible and eternal. Grant her but a 

ebble on which to rest her head, and she will hope to possess, 
first the field in which that pebble lies, and then the empire in 
which the field is situated. If one pope cannot achieve the 
recovery of the inheritance, another pope, ten, twenty other 
popes. will continue the work. .The centuries do not count. 
And this explains why an cld man of eighty-four has under- 
taken colossal enterprises whose achievement requires several 
lives, certain as he is that his successors will take his place, 
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and that the work will ever and ever be carried forward and 
completed. 

As these thoughts coursed through his mind, Pierre, over- 
looking that ancient city of glory and domination, so stub- 
bornly clinging to its purple, realised that he was an imbecile 
with his dream of a purely spiritual pope. The notion 
seemed to him so different from the reality, so out of place, 
that he experienced a sort of shame-fraught despair. The 
new pope, consonant to the teachings of the Gospel, such as a 
purely spiritual pope reigning over souls alone would be, was 
virtually beyond the ken of a Roman prelate. At thought of 
that papal Court congealed in ritual, pride, and authority, 
Pierre suddenly understood what horror and repugnance such 
a pastor would inspire. How great must be the astonishment 
and contempt of the papal prelates for that singular notion 
of the northern mind, a pope without dominions or subjects, 
military household or royal honours, a pope who would be, as 
it were, a spirit, exercising purely moral authority, dwelling 
in the depths of God’s temple, and governing the world solely 
with gestures of benediction and deeds of kindliness and love ! 
All that was but a misty Gothic invention for this Latin 
clergy, these priests of light and magnificence, who were 
certainly pious and even superstitious, but who left the Deity 
well sheltered within the tabernacle in order to govern in His 
name, according to what they considered the interests of 
‘Heaven. Thence it arose that they employed craft and 
artifice like mere politicians, and lived by dint of expedients 
amidst the great battle of human appetites, marching with 
the prudent, stealthy steps of diplomatists towards the final 
terrestrial victory of the Christ, who, in the person of the 
Pope, was one day to reign over all the nations. And how 
stupefied must a French prelate have been—a prelate like 
Monseigneur Bergerot, that apostle of renunciation and 
charity—when he lighted amidst that world of the Vatican ! 
How difficult must it have been for him to understand and 
focus things, and afterwards how great his grief at finding 
himself unable to come to any agreement with those men 
without country, without fatherland, those ‘ internationals,’ 
who were ever poring over the maps of both hemispheres, 
ever absorbed in schemes which were to bring them empire. 
Days and days were necessary, one needed to live in Roms, 
and he, Pierre himself, had only seen things clearly after a 
month’s sojourn, whilst labouring under the violent shock of 
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the royal pomp of St. Peter’s, and standing face to face with 
the ancient city as it slumbered heavily in the sunlight and 
dreamt its dream of eternity. 

But on lowering his eyes to the piazza in front of the 
basilica he perceived the multitude, the 40,000 believers 
streaming over the pavement like insects. And then he 
thought that he could hear the ery again rising: ‘ Evviva il 
Papa-Ré! evviva il Papa-Ré! Long live the Pope-King!’ 
Whilst ascending those endless staircases a moment previously 
it had seemed to him as if the colossus of stone were quiver- 
ing with the frantic shout raised beneath its ceilings. And 
now tliat he had climbed even into cloudland that shout 
apparently was traversing space. If the colossal pile beneath 
him still vibrated with it, was it not as with a last rise of sap 
within, its ancient walls, a reinvigoration of that Catholic 
blood which formerly had demanded that the pile should be 
a stupendous one, the veritable king of temples, and which 
now was striving to reanimate it with the powerful breath of 
life, and this at the very hour when death was beginning to 
fall upon its over-vast, deserted nave and aisles? The 
crowd was still streaming forth, filling the piazza, and Pierre's 
heart was wrang by frightful anguish, for that throng with 
its shout had just swept his last hope away. On the previous 
afternoon, after the reception of the pilgrimage, he had yet 
been able to deceive himself by overlooking the necessity for 
money which bound the Pope to earth in order that he might 
see nought but the feeble old man, all spirituality, resplendent 
like the symbol of moral authority. But his faith in such a 
pastor of the Gospel, free from all considerations of earthly 
wealth, and king of none other than a heavenly kingdom, had 
fled. Not only did the Peter’s Pence impose hard servitude 
upon Leo XIII but he was also the prisoner of papal tradition 
—the eternal king of Rome, riveted to the soil of Rome, 
unable either to quit the city or to renounce the temporal 
power. The fatal end would be collapse on the spot, the dome 
of St. Peter's falling even as the temple of Olympian Jupiter 
had fallen, Catholicism strewing the grass with its ruins 
whilst elsewhere schism burst forth: a new faith for the new 
nations. Of this Pierre had a grandiose and tragical vision: 
he beheld his dream destroyed, his book swept away amidst 
that cry which spread around him as if flying to the four 
corners of the Catholic world: ‘ Evviva il Papa-Ré ! evviva il 
Papa-Ré! Long live the Pope-King!’ But even in that 
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hour of the Papacy’s passing triumph he already felt that the 
giant of gold and marble on which he stood was oscillating, 
even as totter all old and rotten societies. 

At last he took his way down again, and a fresh shock of 
emotion came to him as he reached the roofs, that sunlit 
expanse of lead and zinc, large enough for the site of a town. 
Monsignor Nani was there, in company with the two French 
ladies, the mother and the daughter, both looking very happy 
and highly amused. No doubt the prelate had good-naturedly 
offered to conduct them to the dome. However, as soon as he 
recognised the young priest he went towards him: ‘ Well, my 
dear son,’ he inquired, ‘are you pleased? Have you been 
impressed, edified ?’ As he spoke, his searching eyes dived 
into Pierre’s soul, as if to ascertain the present result of his 
experiments. Then, satisfied with what he detected, he began 
to laugh softly: ‘Yes, yes, I see—Come, you are a sensible, 
fellow after all. I begin to think that the unfortunate affair 
which brought you here will have a happy ending.’ 


VIII 


Wen Pierre remained in the morning at the Boccanera 
mansion he often spent some hours in the little neglected 
garden which had formerly ended with a sort of colonnaded 
loggia, whence two flights of steps descended to the Tiber, 
This garden was a delightful, solitary nook, perfumed by the 
ripe fruit of the centenarian orange trees, whose symmetrical 
lines were the only indication of the former pathways, now 
hidden beneath rank weeds. And Pierre also found there the 
acrid scent of the large box-shrubs growing in the old central 
fountain basin, which had been filled up with loose earth and 
rubbish. | ay : 

On those luminous October mornings, full of such tender 
and penetrating charm, the spot was one where all the joy of 
living might well be savoured, but Pierre brought thither his 
northern dreaminess, his concern for suffering, his steadfast 
feeling of compassion, which rendered yet sweeter the caress 
of the sunlight pervading that atmosphere of love. He seated 
himself against the right-hand wall on a fragment of a fallen 
column over which à huge laurel cast a deep black shadow, fresh 
and aromatic. In the antique greenish sarcophagus beside 
him, on which fauns offered violence to nymphs, the streamlet 
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of water trickling from the mask incrusted in the wall set the 
unchanging music of its erystal note, whilst he read the 
newspapers and the letters which he received, all the com- 
munications of good Abbé Rose, who kept him informed of 
his mission among the wretched ones of gloomy Paris, now 
already steeped in fog and mud. 

Onemorning, however, Pierre unexpectedly found Benedetta 
seated on the fallen column which he usually made his chair. 
She raised a light cry of surprise on seeing him, and for a 
moment remained embarrassed, for she had with her his 
book ‘ New Rome,’ which she had read once already, but had 
then imperfectly understood. And overcoming her embar- 
rassment she now hastened to detain him, making him sit 
down beside her, and frankly owning that she had come to 
the garden in order to be alone and apply herself to an 
attentive study of the book, in the same way as some ignorant 
schoolgirl. Then they began to chat like a pair of friends, 
and the young priest spent a delightful hour. Although 
Benedetta did not speak of herself, he realised that it was 
her grief alone which brought her nearer to him, as if indeed 
her own sufferings enlarged her heart and made her think of 
all who suffered in the world. Patrician as she was, regarding 
social hierarchy as a divine law, she had never previously 
thought of such things, and some pages of Pierre's book 
greatly astonished her. What! one ought to take interest in 
the lowly, realise that they had the same souls and the same 
griefs as oneself, and seek in brotherly or sisterly fashion to 
make them happy? She certainly sought to acquire such 
an interest, but with no great success, for she secretly 
feared that it might lead her into sin, as it could not be right 
to alter aught of the social system which had been established 
by God and consecrated by the Church. Charitable she un- 
doubtedly was, wont to bestow small sums in alms, but she did 
not give her heart, she felt no true sympathy for the humble, 
belonging as she did to such a different race, which looked to 
a throne in heaven high above the seats of the plebeian elect. 

She and Pierre, however, found themselves on other morn- 
ings side by side in the shade of the laurels near the trickling, 
singing water; and he, lacking occupation, weary of waiting 
for a solution which seemed to recede day by day, fervently 
strove to animate this young and beautiful woman with some 
of his own fraternal feclings. He was impassioned by the 
idea that he was catechising Italy herself, the queen of beauty, 


ROME 243 


who was still slumbering in ignorance, but who would recover 
all her past glory if she were to awake to the new times with 
soul enlarged, swelling with pity for men and things. Read- 
ing good Abbé Rose’s letters to Benedetta, he made her 
shudder at the frightful wail of wretchedness which ascends 
from all great cities. With such deep tenderness in her eyes, 
with the happiness of love reciprocated emanating from her 
whole being, why should she not recognise, even as he did, 
that the law of love was the sole means of saving suffering 
humanity, which, through hatred, incurred the danger of death? 
And to please him she did try to believe in democracy, in the 
fraternal remodelling of society, but among other nations only 
—not at Rome, for an involuntary, gentle laugh came to her lips 
whenever his words evoked the idea of the poor still remain- 
ing in the Trastevere district fraternising with those who yet 
dwelt in the old princely palaces. No, no, things had been 
as they were so long ; they could not, must not, be altered! 
And so, after all, Pierre’s pupil made litile progress: she was, 
in reality, simply touched by the wealth of ardent love which 
the young priest had chastely transferred from one alone to the 
whole of human kind. And between him and her, as those 
sunlit October mornings went by, a tie of exquisite sweetness 
was formed ; they came tolove one another with deep, pure, 
fraternal affection, amidst the great glowing passion which 
consumed them both. 
' Then, one day, Benedetta, her elbow resting on the sarco- 
phagus, spoke of Dario, whose name she had hitherto refrained 
from mentioning. Ah! poor amico, how circumspect and 
repentant he had shown himself since that fit of brutal in- 
sanity! At first, to conceal his embarrassment, he had gone to 
spend three days at Naples, and it was said that La Tonietta, 
the sentimental demi-mondaine, had hastened to join him 
there, wildly in love with him. Since his return to the- 
mansion he had avoided all private meetings with his cousin, 
and scarcely saw her except at the Monday receptions, when 
he wore a submissive air, and with his eyes silently entreated 
forgiveness. : 
‘Yesterday, however,’ continued Benedetta, ‘I met him 
on the staircase and gave him my hand. He understood that 
I was no longer angry with him and was very happy. What 
else could I have done? One must not be severe for ever. 
Besides, I do not want things to go too far between him and 


that woman. I want him to remember that I still love him, 
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and am still waiting for him. Oh! he is mine, mine alone, 
But alas ! I cannot say the word: our affairs are in such sorry 
plight.’ | 

She paused, and two big tears welled into her eyes. The 
divorce proceedings to which she alluded had now come to a 
standstill, fresh obstacles ever arising to stay their course. 

-Pierre was much moved by her tears, for she seldom wept. 
She herself sometimes confessed, with her calm smile, that 
she did not know how to weep. But now her heart was melt- 
ing, and for a moment she remained overcome, leaning on 
the mossy, crumbling sarcophagus, whilst the clear water fall- 
ing from the gaping mouth of the tragic mask still sounded 
its flute-like note. And a sudden thought of death came to 
the priest as he saw her, so young and so radiant with 
beauty, half fainting beside that marble resting-place where 
fauns were rushing upon nymphs in a frantic bacchanal which 
proclaimed the omnipotence of love—that omnipotence which 
the ancients were fond of symbolising on their tombs as a 
token of life’s eternity. And meantime a faint, warm breeze 
passed through the sunlit, silent garden, wafting hither and 
thither the penetrating scent of box and orange. 

‘One has so much strength when one loves,’ Pierre at last 
murmured. 

‘ Yes, yes, you are right,’ she replied, already smiling again, 
‘Tam childish. But itis the fault of your book. It is only 
when I suffer that I properly understand it. Butall the same 
I am making progress, am I not? Since you desire it, let 
all the poor, all those who suffer, as I do, be my brothers and 
sisters.’ 

Then for a while they resumed their chat. 

On these occasions Benedetta was usually the first to 
return to the house, and Pierre would linger alone under the 
laurels, vaguely dreaming of sweet, sad things. Often did ha 
think how hard life proved for poor creatures whose only thirst 
was for happiness ! 

One Monday evening, at a quarter-past ten, only the young 
folks remained in Donna Serafina’s reception room. Monsignor 
Nani had merely put in an appearance that night, and Cardinal 
Sarno had just gone off. Even Donna Serafina, in her usual 
seat by the fireplace, seemed to have withdrawn from the 
others, absorbed as she was in contemplatior of the chair 
which the absent Morano still stubbornly left unoccupied. 
Chatting and laughing in front of the sofa on which sat 
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Benedetta and Celia were Dario, Pierre, and Narcisse Habert, 
the last of whom had begun to twit the young Prince, having 
met him, so he asserted, a few days previously, in the company 
of a very pretty girl. 

‘Oh! don’t deny it, my dear fellow,’ continued Narcisse, 
‘for she was really superb. She was walking beside you, 
and he turned into a lane together—the Borgo Angelico, I 
think.’ | 

Dario listened smiling, quite at his ease and incapable of 
denying his passionate predilection for beauty. ‘No doubt, 

“no doubt; it was I, I don’t deny it,’ he responded. ‘ Only the 
inferences you draw are not correct.’ And turning towards 
Benedetta, who, without a thought of jealous anxiety, wore as 
gay a look as himself, as though delighted that he should 
have enjoyed that passing pleasure of the eyes, he went on: ‘It 
was the girl, you know, whom I found in tears six weeks ago. 
Yes, that bead-worker who was sobbing because the workshop 
was shut up, and who rushed along, all blushing, to conduct 
me to her parents when I offered her a bit of silver. Pierina 
her name is, as you, perhaps, remember.’ 

‘Oh! yes, Pierina.’ 

‘Well, since then I’ve met her in the street on four or five 
occasions. And, to tell the truth, she is so very beautiful that 
I’ve stopped and spoken to her. The other day, for instance, 
I walked with her as far aga manufacturer’s. But she hasn’t 
yet found any work, and she began to cry, and so, to console 
her a little, I kissed her. She was quite taken aback at it, but 
she seemed very well pleased.’ | 

At this all the others began to laugh. But suddenly Celia 
iesisted and said very gravely, ‘ You know, Dario, she loves 
you; you must not be hard on her” . 

Dario, no doubt, was of Celia’s opinion, for he again looked 
at Benedetta, but with a gay toss of the head, as if to say that, 
although the girl might love him,-he did not love her. A 
bead-worker indeed, a girl of the lowest classes, pooh! She 
might be a Venus, but she could be nothing to him. And he 
himself made merry over his romantic adventure, which 
Narcisse sought to arrange in a kind of antique sonnet: A 
beautiful bead-worker falling madly in love with a young 
prince, as fair as sunlight, who, touched by her misfortune, 
hands her a silver crown; then the beautiful bead-worker, 
quite overcome at finding him as charitable as handsome, 
dreaming of him incessantly, and following him everywhere, 
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chained to his steps by a link of flame; and finally the beauti- 
ful bead-worker, who has refused the silver crown, so entreat- 
ing the handsome prince with her soft, submissive eyes, that 
he at last deigns to grant her the alms of his heart. This 
pastime greatly amused Benedetta ; but Celia, with her angelic 
face and the air of a little girl who ought to have been igno- 
rant of everything, remained very grave and repeated sadly, 
‘Dario, Dario, she loves you ; you must not make her suffer.’ 

Then the Contessina, in her turn, was moved to pity. ‘And 
those poor folks are not happy!’ said she. 

‘Oh!’ exclaimed the Prince, ‘it’s misery beyond belief. 
On the day she took me to the Quartiere dei Prati’ I was quite 
overcome; it was awful, astonishingly awful!’ 

‘ But I remember that we promised to go to see the poor 
people,’ resumed Benedetta, ‘and we have done wrong in 
delaying our visit so long. For your studies, Monsieur l'Abbé 
Froment, you greatly desired to accompany us and see the 
poor of Rome—was that not so?’ 

As she spoke she raised her eyes to Pierre, who for a 
moment had been silent. He was much moved by her chari- 
table thought, for he realised, by the faint quiver of her voice, 
that she desired to appear a docile pupil, progressing in affec- 
tion for the lowly and the wretched. Moreover, his passion 
for his apostolate had at once returned to him. ‘Oh!’ said 
he, ‘I shall not quit Rome without having seen those who 
suffer, those who lack work and bread. Therein lies the 
malady which affects every nation; salvation can only be 
attained by the healing of misery. When the roots of the 
tree cannot find sustenance the tree dies.’ 

‘Well,’ resumed the Contessina, ‘we will fix an appoint- 
ment at once ; you shall come with us to the Quartiere dei Prati 
—Dario will take us there.’ 

At this the Prince, who had listened to the priest with an 
air of stupefaction, unable to understand the simile of the tree 
and its roots, began to protest distressfully, ‘ No, no, cousin, 
take Monsieur l'Abbé for a stroll there if it amuses you. But 
I’ve been, and don’t want to go back. Why, when I got 
home the last time I was so upset that I almost took to 
my bed. No, no; such abominations are too awful—it isn’t 
possible.’ 

At this moment a voice, bitter with displeasure, arose 
from the chimney corner. Donna Serafina was emerging 

1 The district of the castle meadows—see ante p. 63 (note).— Trans. 
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from her long silence. ‘Dario is quite right! Send your 
alms, my dear, and I will gladly add mine. There are other 
places where you might take Monsieur l'Abbé, and which it 
would be far more useful for him to see. With that idea of 
yours you would send him away with a nice recollection of 
our.city.’ 

Roman pride rang out amidst the old lady’s bad temper. 
Why, indeed, show one’s sores to foreigners, whose visit is 
possibly prompted by hostile curiosity? One always ought 
to look beautiful; Rome should not be shown otherwise than 
in the garb of glory. 

Narcisse, however, had taken possession of Pierre. ‘It's 
true, my dear Abbé,’ said he; ‘I forgot to recommend that 
stroll to you. You really must visit the new district built 
over the castle meadows. It’s typical, and sums up all the 
others. And you won't lose your time there, I’ll warrant you, 
for nowhere can, you learn more about the Rome of the present 
day. It’s extraordinary, extraordinary {’ Then, addressing 
Benedetta, he added, ‘1s it decided? Shall we say to-morrow 
morning ? You'll find the Abbé and me over there, for I 
want to explain matters to him beforehand, in order that he 
may understand them. What do you say to ten o'clock ?’ 

Before answering him the Contessina turned towards her 
aunt and respectfully opposed her views. ‘ But Monsieur 
l'Abbé, aunt, has met enough beggars in our streets already, 
so he may well see everything. Besides, judging by his book, 
he won't see worse things than he has seen in Paris. As he 
says in one passage, hunger is the same all the world over.’ 
Then, with her sensible air, she gently laid siege to Dario. 
‘You know, Dario,’ said she, ‘ you would please me very much 
by taking me there, We can go in the carriage and join these 
gentlemen. It will be a very pleasant outing for us. Itissuch 
a long time since we went out together.’ 

It was certainly that idea of going out with Dario, of 
having a pretext for a complete reconciliation with him, that 
enchanted her ; he himself realised it, and, unable to escape, he 
tried to treat ‘the matter as a joke. ‘Ah! cousin,’ he said, 
‘it will be your fault ; I shall have the nightmare for a week, 
An excursion like that spoils all the enjoyment of life for days 
and days.’ 

Tho mere thought madehim quiver with revolt. However, 
laughter again rang out around him, and, in spite of Donna 
Serafina’s mute disapproval, the appointment was finally fixed 
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for the following morning at ten o'clock. Celia as she went 
off expressed deep regret that she could not form one of the 
party ; but, with the closed candour of a budding lily, she really 
took interest in Pierina alone. As she reached the ante-room 
she whispered in her friend’s ear: ‘Take a good look at that 
beauty, my dear, so as to tell me whether she is so very 
beautiful—beautiful beyond compare.’ 

When Pierre met Narcisse near the castle of Sant’ Angelo 
on the morrow, at nine o’clock, he was surprised to find him 
again languid and enraptured, plunged anew in artistic 
enthusiasm. At first not a word was said of the excursion. 
Narcisse related that he had risen at sunrise in order that he 
might spend an hour before Bernini’s Santa Teresa. It 
seemed that when he did not see that statue for a week he 
suffered as acutely as if he were parted from some cherished 
mistress. And his adoration varied with the time of day, 
according to the light in which he beheld the figure: in the 
morning, when the pale glow of dawn steeped it in whiteness, 
he worshipped it with quite a mystical transport of the soul, 
whilst in the afternoon, when the glow of the declining sun’s 
oblique rays seemed to permeate the marble, his passion 
became as fiery red as the blood of martyrs. ‘Ah! my 
friend,’ said he with a weary air whilst his dreamy eyes faded 
to mauve, ‘ you have no idea how delightful and perturbing her 
awakening was this morning—how languorously she opened 
her eyes, like a pure, candid virgin, emerging from the embrace 
of the Divinity. One could die of rapture at the sight!’ 

Then, growing calm again when he had taken a few steps, 
he resumed in the voice of a practical man who does not lose 
his balance in the affairs of life: ‘ We'll walk slowly towards 
the castle fields district—the buildings yonder; and on our 
way I'll tell you what I know of the things we shall see there. 
It was the maddest affair imaginable, one of those delirious 
frenzies of speculation which have a splendour of their own, 
just like the superb, monstrous masterpiece of a man of 
genius whose mind is unhinged. I was told of it all by some 
relatives of mine, who took part in the gambling, and, in point 
of fact, made a good deal of money by it.’ | ! 

Thereupon, with the clearness and precision of a financier, 
employing technical terms with perfect ease, he recounted the 
extraordinary adventure. That all Italy, on the morrow of 
the occupation of Rome, should have been delirious with 
enthusiasm at the thought of at last possessing the ancient 
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and glorious city, the eternal capital to which the empire of 
the world had been promised, was but natural. It was, so to 
say, a legitimate explosion of the delight and the hopes of a 
young nation anxious to show its power. The question was 
to make Rome a modern capital worthy of a great kingdom, 
and before aught else there were sanitary requirements to be 
dealt with: the city needed to be cleansed of all the filth 
which disgraced it. One cannot nowadays imagine in what 
abominable putrescence the City of the Popes, the Roma sporca 
which artists regret, was then steeped: the vast majority of 
the houses lacked even the most primitive arrangements, the 
public thoroughfares were used for all purposes, noble ruins 
served as storeplaces for sewage, the princely palaces were 
surrounded by filth, and the streets were perfect manure beds 
which fostered frequent epidemics. Thus vast municipal works 
were absolutely necessary, the question was one of health and 
life itself. And in much the same way it was only right to 
think of building houses for the new-comers, who would 
assuredly flock into the city. There had been a precedent at 
Berlin, whose population, after the establishment of the 
German empire, had suddenly increased by some hundreds of 
thousands. In the same way the population of Rome would 
certainly be doubled, tripled, quadrupled, for as the new centre 
of national life the city could necessarily attract all the vis viva 
of the provinces. And atthis thought pride stepped in: the 

fallen government of the Vatican must be shown what Italy 
was capable of achieving, what splendour she would bestow 
on the new and third Rome, which, by the magnificence of its 
thoroughfares and the multitude of its. people, would far excel 
either the imperial or the papal city. 

True, during the early years some prudence was observed; 
wisely enough, houses were only built in proportion as they 
were required. The population had doubled at one bound, 
rising from two to four hundred thousand souls, thanks to the 
arrival of the little world of employees and officials. of the 
public services—all those who live on the State or hope to live 
on it, without mentioning the idlers and enjoyers of life whom 
a Court always carries in its train. However, this influx of 
new-comers was a first cause of intoxication, for everyone 
imagined that the increase would continue, and, in fact, become 
more and more rapid. And so the city of the day before no 
longer seemed large enough ; it was necessary to make immedi- 
ate preparations for the morrotv’s need by enlarging Rome on 
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all sides. Folks talked, too, of the Paris of the Second Empire, 
which had been so extended and transformed into a city of 
light and health. But unfortunately on the banks of the 
Tiber there was neither any preconcerted general plan nor 
any clear-seeing man, master of the situation, supported by 
powerful financial organisations. And the work, begun by 
pride, prompted by the ambition of surpassing the Rome of 
the Caesars and the Popes, the determination to make the 
eternal, predestined city the queen and centre of the world 
once more, was completed by speculation, one of those extra- 
ordinary gambling frenzies, those tempests which arise, rage, 
destroy, and carry everything away without premonitory warn- 
ing or possibility of arresting their course. All at onte it was 
rumoured that land bought at five francs the métre had been 
sold again for a hundred francs the métre; and thereupon the 
fever arose—the fever of a nation which is passionately fond of 
gambling. A flight of speculators descending from north 
Italy swooped down upon Rome, the noblest and easiest of 
preys. Those needy, famished mountaineers found spoils for 
every appetite in that voluptuous south where life is so benign, 
and the very delights of the climate helped to corrupt and 
hasten moral gangrene. At first, too, it was merely necessary 
to stoop ; money was to be found by the shovelful among the 
rubbish of the first districts which were opened up. People 
who were clever enough to scent the course which the new 
thoroughfares would take and purchase buildings threatened 
with demolition increased their capital tenfold in à couple of 
years. And after that the contagion spread, infecting all 
classes—the princes, burgesses, petty proprietors, even the 
shop-keepers, bakers, grocers, and boot-makers; the delirium 
rising to such a pitch that a mere baker subsequently failed 
for forty-five millions.’ Nothing, indeed, was left but rageful 
gambling, in which the stakes were millions, whilst the lands 
and the houses became mere fictions, mere pretexts for stock- 
exchange operations. And thus the old hereditary pride, which 
had dreamt of transforming Rome into the capital of the world, 
was heated to madness by the high fever of speculation—folks 
buying, and building, and selling without limit, without a 
pause, even as one might throw shares upon the market as 
fast and as long as presses can be found to print them. 

No other city in course of evolution has ever furnished 
such a spectacle. Nowadays, when one strives to penetrate 

1 1,800,000, See ante p. 220 (note).— Trans. 
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things one is confounded. The population had increased ta 
five hundred thousand, and then seemingly remained statio- 
nary ; nevertheless, new districts continued to sprout up more 
thickly than ever. Yet what folly it was not to wait for a 
further influx of inhabitants! Why continue piling up 
accommodation for thousands of families whose advent was 
uncertain? The only excuse lay in having beforehand pro- 
pounded the proposition that the third Rome, the triumphant 
capital of Italy, could not countless than a million souls, and 
in regarding that proposition asindisputable fact. The people 
had not come, but they surely would come: no patriot could 
doubt it without being guilty of treason. And so houses were 
built and built without a pause, for the half-million citizens 
who were coming. There was no anxiety as to the date of 
their arrival ; it was sufficient that they should be expected. 
Inside Rome the companies which had been formed in con- 
nection with the new thoroughfares passing through the old, 
demolished, pestiferous districts, certainly sold or let their 
house property, and thereby realised large profits. But, as the 
craze increased, other companies were established for the 
purpose of erecting yet more and more districts outside Rome 
—veritable little towns, of which there was no need whatever. 
Beyond the Porta San Giovanni and the Porta San Lorenzo 
suburbs sprang up as by miracle. A town was sketched out 
over the vast estate of the Villa Ludovisi, from the Porta Pia 
to the Porta Salaria and even as far as Sant’ Agnese. And 
then came an attempt to make quite a little city, with church, 
school, and market, arise all at once on the fields of the 
castle of Sant’ Angelo. And it was no question of small 
dwellings for labourers, modest flats for employees, and others 
of limited means; no, it was a question of colossal mansions 
three and four storeys high, displaying uniform and end- 
less fagades which made these new excentral quarters quite 
Babylonian, such districts, indeed, as only capitals endowed 
with intense life, like Paris and London, could contrive to 
populate. However, such were the monstrous products of 
pride and gambling ; and what a page of history, what a bitter 
lesson now that Rome, financially ruined, is further disgraced 
by that hideous girdle of empty, and, for the most part, uncom- 
pleted carcases, whose ruins already strew the grassy streets | 

The fatal collapse, the disaster proved a frightful one. 
Narcisse explained its causes and recounted its phases so 
clearly that Pierre fully understood. Naturally enough, nume- 
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rous financial companies had sprouted up: the Immobiliere, 
the Società d’ Edilizia e Construzione, the Fondaria, the 
Tiberiana, and the Esquilino. Nearly all of them built, erected 
huge houses, entire streets of them, for purposes of sale; but 
they also gambled in land, selling plots at large profit 
to petty speculators, who also dreamt of making large profits 
amidst the continuous, fictitious rise brought about by the 
growing fever of agiotage. And the worst was that the petty 
speculators, the middle-class people, the inexperienced shop- 
keepers without capital, were crazy enough to build in their 
turn by borrowing of the banks or applying to the companies 
which had sold them the land for sufficient cash to enable 
them to complete their structures. As a general rule, to 
avoid the loss of everything, the companies were one day 
compelled to take back both land and buildings, incomplete 
though the latter might be, and from the congestion which 
resulted they were bound to perish. If the expected million 
of people had arrived to occupy the dwellings prepared for 
them the gains would have been fabulous, and in ten years 
Rome might have become one of the most flourishing capitals 
of the world. But the people did not come, and the dwellings 
remained empty. Moreover, the buildings erected by the 
companies were too large and costly for the average investor 
inclined to put his money into house property. Heredity had 
acted, the builders had planned things on too huge a scale, 
raising a series of magnificent piles whose purpose was to 
dwarf those of all other ages; but, as it happened, they were 
fated to remain lifeless and deserted, testifying with wondrous 
eloquence to the impotence of pride. 

So there was no private capital that dared or could take 
the place of that of the companies. Elsewhere, in Paris for 
instance, new districts have been erected and embellishments 
have been carried out with the capital of the country—the 
money saved by dint of thrift. But in Rome all was built on 
the credit system, either by means of bills of exchange at 
ninety days, or—and this was chiefly the case—by borrowing 
money abroad. The huge sum sunk in these enterprises is 
estimated at a milliard, four-fifths of which was French 
money. The bankers did everything; the French ones lent 
to the Italian bankers at 8L or 4 per cent.; and the Italian 
bankers accommodated the speculators, the Roman builders, 
at 6, 7, and even 8 per cent. And thus the disaster was great 
indeed when France, learning of Italy’s alliance with Ger- 
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many, withdrew her 800,000,000 francs in less than two 
years. The Italian banks were drained of their specie, and 
the land and building companies, being likewise compelled to 
reimburse their loans, were compelled to apply to the banks 
of issue, those privileged to issue notes. At the same time 
they intimidated the government, threatening to stop all 
work and throw 40,000 artisans and labourers starving on 
the pavement of Rome if it did not compel the banks of 
issue to lend them the five or six millions of paper which 
they needed. And this the government at last did, appalled 
by the possibility of universal bankruptcy. Naturally, how- 
ever, the five or six millions could not be paid back at 
maturity, as the newly-built houses found neither purchasers 
nor tenants; and so the great fall began, and continued with 
a rush, heaping ruin upon ruin. The petty speculators fell 
on the builders, the builders on the land companies, the land 
companies on the banks of issue, and the latter on the public 
credit, ruining the nation. And that was how a mere 
municipal crisis became a frightful disaster: a whole milliard 
sunk to no purpose, Rome disfigured, littered with the ruins 
of the gaping and empty dwellings which had been prepared 
for the five or six hundred thousand inhabitants for whom the 
city yet waits in vain ! | 

Moreover, in the breeze of glory which swept by, the 
State itself took a colossal view of things. It was a ques- 
tion of at once making Italy triumphant and perfect, of 
accomplishing in five and twenty years what other nations 
have required centuries to effect. So there was feverish 
activity and a prodigious outlay on canals, ports, roads, rail- 
way lines, and improvements in all the great cities. Directly 
after the alliance with Germany, moreover, the military and 
naval estimates began to-devour millions to no purpose. And 
the ever-growing financial requirements were simply met by 
the issue of paper, by a fresh loan each succeeding year. In 
Rome alone, too, the building of the Ministry of War cost 
ten millions, that of the Ministry of Finances fifteen, whilst 
a hundred was spent on the yet unfinished quays, and two 
hundred and fifty were sunk on works of defence around the 
city. And all this was a flare of the old hereditary pride, 
springing from that soil whose sap can only blossom in 
extravagant projects ; the determination to dazzle and conquer 
the world which comes as soon as one has climbed to the 
Capitol, even though one’s feet rest amidst the accumulated 
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dust of all the forms of human power which have there 
crumbled one above the other. 

‘And, my dear friend,’ continued Narcisse, ‘if I could go 
into all the stories that are current, that are whispered here 
and there, you would be stupefied at the insanity which over- 
came the whole city amidst the terrible fever to which the 
gambling passion gave rise. Folks of small account, and 
fools and ignorant people were not the only ones to be ruined ; 
nearly all the Roman nobles lost their ancient fortunes, their 
gold and their palaces and their galleries of masterpieces, 
which they owed to the munificence of the popes. The 
colossal wealth which it had taken centuries of nepotism to 
pile up in the hands of a few melted away like wax, in less 
than ten years, in the levelling fire of modern speculation.’ 
Then, forgetting that he was speaking to a priest, he went on 
to relate one of the whispered stories to which he had alluded : 
‘There’s our good friend Dario, Prince Boccanera, the last of 
the name, reduced to live on the crumbs which fall to him 
from his uncle the Cardinal, who has little beyond his stipend 
left him. Well, Dario would be a rich man had it not been 
for that extraordinary affair of the Villa Monteñori. You 
have heard of it, no doubt; how Prince Onofrio, Dario’s 
father, speculated, sold the villa grounds for ten millions, 
then bought them back and built on them, and how, at last, 
not only the ten millions were lost, but also all that remained 
of the once colossal fortune of the Boccaneras. What you 
haven’t been told, however, is the secret part which Count 
Prada—our Contessina’s husband—played in the affair. He 
was the lover of Princess Boccanera, the beautiful Flavia 
Montefiori, who had brought the villa as dowry to the old 
Prince. She was a very fine woman, much younger than her 
husband, and it is positively said that it was through her that 
Prada mastered the Prince—for she held her old doting 
husband at arm’s length whenever he hesitated to give a 
signature or go farther into the affair of which he scented the 
danger. And in all this Prada gained the millions which he 
now spends, while as for the beautiful Flavia, you are aware, 
no doubt, that she saved a little fortune from the wreck and 
bought herself a second and much younger husband, whom 
she turned into a Marquis Montefiori. In the whole affair 
the only victim is our good friend Dario, who is absolutely 
ruined, and wishes to marry his cousin, who is as poor as 
himself, It’s true that she’s determined to have him, and 
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that it’s impossible for him not to reciprocate her love. But 
for that he would have already married some American girl 
with a dowry of millions, like so many of the ruined princes, 
on the verge of starvation, have done; that is, unless the 
Cardinal and Donna Serafina had opposed such a match, 
which would not have been surprising, proud and stubborn as 
they are, anxious to preserve the purity of their old Roman 
blood. However, let us hope that Dario and the exquisite 
Benedetta will some day be happy together.’ 

Narcisse paused ; but, after taking a few steps in silence, he 
added in a lower tone: ‘I’ve a relative who picked up nearly 
three millions in that Villa Montefiori affair. Ah! I regret 
that I wasn’t here in those heroic days of speculation. It 
must have been very amusing; and what strokes there were 
for a man of self-possession to make |’ 

However, all at once, as he raised his head, he saw before 
him the Quartiere dei Prati—the new district of the castle 
fields ; and his face thereupon changed : he again became an 
artist, indignant with the modern abominations with which 
old Rome had been disfigured. His eyes paled, and a curl 
of his lips expressed the bitter disdain of a dreamer whose 
passion for the vanished centuries was sorely hurt: ‘Look, 
look at it all!’ he exclaimed. ‘To think of it, in the city 
of Augustus, the city of Leo X, the city of eternal power 
and eternal beauty!’ 

Pierre himself was thunderstruck. The meadows of the 
castle of Sant’ Angelo, dotted with a few poplar trees, had 
here formerly stretched alongside the Tiber as. far as the 
first slopes of Monte Mario, thus supplying, to the satisfaction 
of artists, a foreground of greenery to the Borgo and the dome 
of St. Peter’s. But now, amidst the white, leprous, overturned 
plain, there stood a town of huge, massive houses, cubes of 
stone-work, invariably the same, with broad streets intersect- 
ing one another at right angles. From end to end similar 
facades: appeared, suggesting series of convents, barracks, 
or hospitals. Hxtraordinary and painful was the impression 
produced by this town so suddenly immobilised whilst in 
course of erection. It was as if on some accursed morning 
a wicked magician had with one touch of his wand stopped 
the works and emptied the noisy stone-yards, leaving the 
buildings in mournful abandonment. Here on one side 
the soil had been banked up; there deep pits dug for 
foundations had remained gaping, overrun with weeds. 
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There were houses whose walls scarcely rose above the level 
of the soil; others which had been raised to a second or third 
floor; others, again, which had been carried as high as was 
intended, and even roofed in, suggesting skeletons or empty 
cages.. Then there were houses finished excepting that their 
walls had not been plastered, others which had been left 
without window frames, shutters, or doors; others, again, 
which had their doors and shutters, but were nailed up like 
coffins with not a soul inside them ; and yet others which were 
partly, and in a few cases fully, inhabited—animated by the 
most unexpected of populations. And no words could describe 
the fearful mournfulness of that City of the Sleeping Beauty, 
hushed into mortal slumber before it had even lived, lying 
annihilated beneath the heavy sun pending an awakening 
which, likely enough, would never come. 

Following his companion, Pierre walked along the broad, 
deserted streets, where all was still as in a cemetery. Nota 
vehicle nor a pedestrian passed by. Some streets had no 
footways ; weeds were covering the unpaved roads, turning 
them once more into fields; and yet there were temporary 
gas lamps, mere leaden pipes bound to poles, which had 
been there for years. To avoid payment of the door and 
window tax, the house owners had generally closed all 
apertures with planks: while some houses, of which little 
had been built, were surrounded by high palings for fear lest 
their cellars should become the dens of all the bandits of the 
district. But the most painful sight of all was that of the 
young ruins, the proud, lofty structures, which, although 
unfinished, were already cracking on all sides, and required 
the support of an intricate arrangement of timbers to prevent 
them from falling in dust upon the ground. A pang came to 
one’s heart as though one were in a city which some scourge 
had depopulated—pestilence, war, or bombardment, of which 
these gaping carcases seem to retain the mark. Then at 
the thought that this was abortion, not death—that destruc- 
tion would complete its work before the dreamt-of, vainly 
awaited denizens would bring life to the stillborn houses, 
one’s melancholy deepened to hopeless discouragement. And 
at each corner, moreover, there was the frightful irony of the 
magnificent marble slabs which bore the names of the streets, 
illustrious historical names, Gracchus, Scipio, Pliny, Pompey, 
Julius Cesar, blazing forth on those unfinished, crumbling 
walls like a buffet dealt by the Past to modern incompetency, 
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Then Pierre was once more struck by this trüth—that. 
whosoever possesses Rome is consumed by the building frenzy,. 
the passion for marble, the boastful desire to build and leave 
his monument of glory to future generations. After’ the 
Cæsars and the Popes had come the Italian Government, 
which was no sooner master of the city than it wished to re- 
construct it, make it more splendid, more huge than it had 
ever been before. It was the fatal suggestion of the soil itself — 
the blood of Augustus rushing to the brain of these last-comers 
and urging them to a mad desire to make the third Rome the 
queen of the earth. Thence had come all the vast schemes 
such as the cyclopean quays and the mere ministries struggling 
to outvie the Colosseum ; and thence had come all the new 
districts of gigantic houses which had sprouted like towns 
around the ancient city. It was not only on the castle fields, 
but at the Porta San Giovanni, the Porta San Lorenzo, 
the Villa Ludovisi, and on the heights of the Viminal and 
the Esquiline that unfinished, empty districts were already 
crumbling amidst the weeds of their deserted streets. After 
two thousand years of prodigious fertility the soil really seemed 
to be exhausted. Even asin very old fruit gardens newly 
planted plum and cherry trees wither and die, so the new 
walls, no doubt, found no life in that old dust of Rome, im- 
poverished by. the immemorial growth of so many temples, 
circuses, arches, basilicas,and churches. And thus the modern 
houses which men had sought to render fruitful, the useless, 
overhuge houses, swollen with hereditary ambition, had been 
unable to attain maturity, and remained there sterile like dry 
bushes on a plot of land exhausted by over-cultivation. And 
the frightful sadness that one felt arose from the fact that so 
creative and great a past had culminated in such present-day 
impotency—Rome, who had covered the world with indestructi- 
ble monuments, now so reduced that she could only generate 
ruins. 

‘Oh, they'll be finished some day!’ said Pierre. 

Narcisse gazed at him in astonishment: ‘ For whom?’ 

That was the cruel question! Only by dint of patriotic 
enthusiasm on the morrow of the conquest had one been able 
to indulge in the hope of a mighty influx of population, and now 
singular blindness was needed for the belief that such an influx 
would ever take place. The past experiment seemed decisive ; 
moreover, there was no reason why the population should 
double: Rome offered neither the attraction of pleasure nor 
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that.of gain to be amassed in commerce and industry for those 

ghe had not, nor of intensity of social and intellectual life, 

since of this she seemed no longer capable. In any case, years 

and years would be requisite. And, meantime, how could one 
people those houses which were finished; and for whom was 

one to finish those which had remained mere skeletons, falling 

to pieces under sun and rain? Mustthey all remain there in- 

definitely, some gaunt and open to every blast and others closed 

and silent like tombs, in the wretched hideousness of their 

inutility and abandonment? What a terrible proof of error. 
they offered under the radiantsky! The new masters of Rome 

had made a bad start, and even if they now knew what they 

ought to have done would they have the courage to undo what: 
they had done? Since the milliard sunk there seemed to be 

definitively lost and wasted, one actually hoped for the advent 

of a Nero, endowed with mighty, sovercign will, who would 

take torch and pick and burn and raze everything in the 

avenging name of reason and beauty. / 

*Ahl’ resumed Narcisse, ‘ here are the Contessina and the: 
Prince.’ 

Benedetta had told the coachman to pull up in one of the: 
open spaces intersecting the deserted streets, and now along 
the broad, quiet, grassy road—well fitted for a lovers’ stroll— 
she was approaching on Dario's arm, both of them delighted 
with their outing, and no longer thinking of the sad things 
which they-had come to see. ‘What a nice day it is!’ the 
Contessina gaily exclaimed as she reached Pierre and Narcisse. 
‘How pleasant the sunshine is! It’s quite a treat to be able 
to walk about a little as if one were in the country!’ 

Dario was the first to cease smiling at the blue sky, all 
the delight of his stroll with his cousin on his arm suddenly. 
departing. ‘My dear,’ said he, ‘we must go to see those 
people, since you are bent on it, though it will certainly spoil: 
our day. But first I must take my bearings. I’m not: 
particularly clever, you know, in finding my way in places 
where I don’t care to go. Besides, this district is idiotic with 
all its dead streets and dead houses, and never a face or a shop 
to serve as a reminder. Still I think the place is over. 
yonder. Follow me; at all events, we shall see.’ 

The four friends then wended their way towards the central 
part of the district, the part facing the Tiber, where a small 
nucleus of a population had collected. The landlords turned: 
the few completed houses to the best advantage they could,. 
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letting the rooms at very low rentals, and waiting patiently 
enough for payment. Some needy employees, some poverty- 
stricken families had thus installed themselves there, and in 
the long run contrived to pay a trifle for their accommodation. 
In consequence, however, of the demolition of the ancient 
Ghetto and the opening of the new streets by which air had 
been let into the Trastevere district, perfect hordes of tatter- 
demalions, famished and homeless, and almost without gar- 
ments, had swooped upon the unfinished houses, filling them 
with wretchedness and vermin; and it had been necessary to 
tolerate this lawless occupation lest all the frightful misery 
should remain displayed in the puklic thoroughfares. And so 
it was to those frightful tenants that had fallen the huge four 
and five storied palaces, entered by monumental doorways 
flanked by lofty statues and having carved balconies upheld 
by Caryatides all along their fronts. Hach family had made 
its choice, often closing the frameless windows with boards 
and the gaping doorways with rags, and occupying now an 
entire princely flat and now a few small rooms, according 
to its taste.. Horrid-looking linen hung drying from the 
carved balconies, foul stains already degraded the white walls, 
and from the magnificent porches, intended for sumptuous 
equipages, there poured a stream of filth which rotted in 
stagnant pools in the roads, where there was neither pavement 
nor footpath. sees 

On two occasions already Dario had caused his companions 
to retrace their steps. He was losing his way and becoming 
more andmore gloomy. ‘I ought to have turned to the left,’ 
said he, ‘but how is one to know amidst such a set as that!’ 

Parties of verminous children were now to be seen rolling 
in the dust; they were wondrously dirty, almost naked, with 
black skins and tangled locks as coarse as horsehair.. There 
were also women in sordid skirts and with their loose jackets 
unhooked. Many stood talking together in yelping voices, 
whilst others, seated on old chairs, with their hands on their 
-knees, remained like that idle for hours. Not many men were 
‘met; but a few lay on the scorched grass, sleeping heavily in 
the sunlight. However, the stench was becoming unbearable— 
a stench of misery as when the human animal eschews all 
‘cleanliness to wallow in filth. And matters were made worse 
by the smell from a small improvised market—the emanations 


of the rotting fruit, cooked and sour vegetables, and stale ined 
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fish which a few poor women had set out on the ground amidst 
a throng of famished, covetous children. _ 

‘Ah! well, my dear, I really don’t know where it is,’ all 
at once exclaimed the Prince, addressing his cousin. ‘Be 
reasonable; we've surely seen enough; let's go back to the 
carriage.’ : 

He was really suffering, and, as Benedetta had said, he did 
not know how to suffer. It seemed to him monstrous that 
one should sadden one’s life by such an excursion as this, 
Life ought to be buoyant and benign under the clear sky, 
brightened by pleasant sights, by dance and song. And he, 
with his naive egotism, had a positive horror of ugliness, poverty, 
and suffering, the sight of which caused him both mental and 
physical pain. 

Benedetta shuddered even as he did, but in presence of 
Pierre she desired to be brave. Glancing at him, and seeing 
how deeply interested and compassionate he looked, she de- 
sired to persevere in her effort to sympathise with the humble 
and the wretched. ‘No, no, Dario, we must stay. Thesa 
gentlemen wish to see everything—is it not so ?’ 

‘Oh, the Rome of to-day is here,’ exclaimed Pierre ; ‘ this 
tells one more about it than all the promenades among the 
ruins and the monuments.’ 

‘ You exaggerate, my dear Abbé,’ declared Narcisse. ‘ Still, 
I will admit that it is very interesting. Some of the old 
women are particularly expressive.’ 

At this moment Benedetta, seeing a superbly beautiful girl 
in front of her, could not restrain a cry of enraptured admira- 
tion: ‘ O che bellezza !’ 

And then Dario, having recognised the girl, exclaimed 
with the same delight: ‘ Why, it’s La Pierina ; she’ll show us 
the way.’ 

The girl had been following the party for a moment 
already without daring to approach. Her eyes, glittering 
with the joy of a loving slave, had at first darted towards the 
Prince, and then had hastily scrutinised the Contessina—not, 
however, with any show of jealous anger, but with an ex- 
pression of affectionate submission and resigned happiness at 
seeing that she also was very beautiful. And the girl fully 
answered to the Prince’s description of her—tall, sturdy, with 
the bust of a goddess, a real antique, a Juno of twenty, her 
chin somewhat prominent, her mouth and nose perfect in 
contour, her eyes large and full like a heifer’s, and her whole 
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face quite dazzling—gilded, so to say, by a sunflash—beneath 
her casque of heavy jet black hair. 

‘So you will show us the way ?’ said Benedetta, familiar 
and smiling, already consoled for all the surrounding ugliness 
by the thought that there should be such beautiful creatures 
in the world. 

‘Qh yes, signora, yes, at once!’ And thereupon Pierina 
ran off before them, her feet in shoes which at any rate had 
no holes, whilst the old brown woollen dress which she wore 
appeared to have been recently washed and mended. One 
seemed to divine in her a certain coquettish care, a desire for 
cleanliness, which none of the others displayed ; unless, indeed, 
it were simply that her great beauty lent radiance to her 
humble garments and made her appear a goddess. 

‘Che bellezza! che bellezza!’ the Contessina repeated 
without wearying. ‘That girl, Dario mio, is a real feast for 
the eyes!’ 

‘I knew she would please you,’ he quietly replied, flattered 
at having discovered such a beauty, and no longer talking of 
departure, since he could at last rest his eyes on something 
pleasant. 

Behind them came Pierre, likewise full of admiration, 
whilst Narcisse spoke to him of the scrupulosity of his own 
tastes, which were for the rare and the subtle. ‘ She’s beauti- 
ful, no doubt,’ said he; ‘but at bottom nothing can be more 
gross than the Roman style of beauty ; there’s no soul, none 
of the infinite in it. These girls simply have blood under their 
skins without ever a glimpse of heaven.’ 

Meantime Pierina had stopped, and with a wave of the 
hand directed attention to her mother, who sat on a broken 
box beside the lofty doorway of an unfinished mansion. She 
also must have once been very beautiful, but at forty she was 
already a wreck, with dim eyes, drawn mouth, black teeth, 
broadly wrinkled countenance, and huge fallen bosom. And 
she was also fearfully dirty, her grey wavy hair dishevelled 
and her skirt and jacket soiled and slit, revealing glimpses of 
grimy flesh. On her knees she held a sleeping infant, her 
last born, at whom she gazed like one overwhelmed and 
courageless, like a beast of burden resigned to her fate. 

‘ Bene, bene,’ said she, raising her head, ‘it’s the gentle- 
man who came to give mea crown because he saw you crying. 
And he’s come back to see us with some friends. Well, well, 
there are some good hearts in the world after all." 
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Then she related their story, but in a spiritless way, with- 
out seeking to move her visitors. She was called Giacinta, if 
appeared, and had married a mason, one Tomaso Gozzo, by 
whom she had had seven children, Pierina, then Tito; a big 
fellow of eighteen, then four more girls, each at an interval of 
two years, and finally the infant, a boy, whom she now had 
on her lap. They had long lived in the Trastevere district, in 
an old house which had lately been pulled down; and their 
existence seemed to have then been shattered, for since they 
had taken refuge in the Quartiere dei Prati the crisis in the 
building trade had reduced Tomaso and Tito to absolute idle- 
ness, and the bead factory where Pierina had earned as much 
as tenpence a day—just enough to prevent them from dying 
of hunger—had closed its doors. At present not one of them 
had any work; they lived purely by chance. 

‘If you like to go up,’ the woman added, ‘ you'll find 
Tomaso there with his brother Ambrogio, whom we've taken 
to live with us. They’ll know better than I what to say to you. 
Tomaso is resting; but what else can he do? It’s like 
Tito—he’s dozing over there.’ | 

So saying she pointed towards the dry grass amidst which 
lay a tall young fellow with a pronounced nose, hard mouth, 
and eyes as admirable as Pierina’s. He had raised his head 
to glance suspiciously ai the visitors, a fierce frown gathering 
on his forehead when he remarked how rapturously his sister 
contemplated the Prince. Then he let his head fall again, 
but kept his eyes open, watching the pair stealthily. 

‘Take the lady and gentlemen upstairs, Pierina, since they 
would like to see the place,’ said the mother. 

Other women had now drawn near shuffling along with 
bare feet in old shoes; bands of children, too, were swarming 
around; little girls but half clad, amongst whom, no doubt, 
were Giacinta’s four. However, with their black eyes under 
their tangled mops they were all so much alike that only their 
mothers could identify them. And the whole resembled 
a teeming camp of misery pitched on that spot of majestic 
disaster, that street of palaces, unfinished yet already in 
ruins. 

With a soft, loving smile, Benedetta turned to her cousin. 
‘Don’t you come up,’ she gently said; ‘I don’t desire your 
death, Dario mio. It was very good of you to come so far, 
Wait for me here in the pleasant sunshine: Monsiour l’Abbé 
and Monsieur Habert will go up with me.’ diye 


ROME 263 


Dario began to laugh, and willingly acquiesced. Then light- 
ing a cigarette, he walked slowly up and down, well pleased 
with the mildness of the atmosphere, 

La Pierina had already darted into the spacious porch 

whose lofty, vaulted ceiling was adorned with panels displaying 
& rosaceous pattern. However, a veritable manure heap covered 
such marble slabs as had already been laid in the vestibule, 
whilst the steps of the monumental stone staircase with sculp- 
tured balustrade were already cracked and so grimy that they 
seemed almost black. On all sides appeared the greasy stains 
of hands; the walls, whilst awaiting the painter and gilder, 
had been smeared with repulsive filth. Se 
: On reaching the spacious first floor landing, Pierina paused, 
and contented herself with calling through a gaping portal 
which lacked both door and framework: ‘Father, here's a 
lady and two gentlemen to see you.’ Then to the Contessina 
she added: ‘It’s the third room at the end.’ And forthwith 
she-herself rapidly descended the stairs, hastening back to her 
passion. 
'  Benedetta and her companions passed through two large 
rooms, bossy with plaster under foot and having frameless 
windows wide open upon space; and at last they reached a 
third room, where the whole Gozzo family had installed itself. 
with the remnants it used as furniture. ‘On the floor, where 
the. bare iron girders showed, no boards having been laid 
down, were five or six leprous-looking palliasses. A long 
table, which was still strong, occupied the centre of the room, 
and here and there were a few old, damaged, straw-seated 
chairs mended with bits of rope. The great business had been 
to close two of the three windows with boards, whilst the 
third one and the door were screened with some old mattrass 
ticking studded with stains and holes. 

’ Tomaso’s face expressed the surprise of a man who is un- 
accustomed to visits of charity. Seated at the table, with hig 
élbows resting on it and his chin supported by his hands, he 
was taking repose, as his wife Giacinta had said. He was a 
sturdy fellow of five and forty, bearded and long-haired ; and, 
in spite of all his misery and idleness, his large face had 
remained as serene as that of a Roman senator. However, 
the sight of the two foreigners—for such he at once judged 
Pierre and Narcisse to be, made him rise to his feet with 
sudden distrust. But he smiled on recognising Benedetta, 
and as she began to speak of Dario, and to explain the chari- 
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table purpose of their visit, he interrupted her: ‘ Yes, yes, I 
know, Contessina. Oh! I well know who you are, for in my 
father’s time I once walled up a window at the Palazzo 
Boccanera.’ : : 

Then he complaisantly allowed himself to be questioned, 
telling Pierre, who was surprised, that although they were 
certainly not happy, they would have found life tolerable had 
they been able to work two days a week.. And one could 
divine that he was, at heart, fairly well content to go on short 
commons, provided that he could live as he listed without 

fatigue. His narrative and his manner suggested the familiar 
locksmith who, on being summoned by a traveller to open 
his trunk, the key of which was lost, sent word that he could 
not possibly disturb himself during the hour of the siesta. 
In short, there was no rent to pay, as there were plenty of 
empty mansions open to the poor, and a few coppers would 
have sufficed for food, easily contented and sober as one was. 

‘But ob, sir,’ Tomaso continued, ‘things were ever so 
much better under the Pope. My father, a mason like my- 
self, worked at the Vatican all his life, and even now, when I 
myself get a job or two, it’s always there. We were spoilt; 
you see, by those ten years of busy work, when we never left 
our ladders and earned as much as we pleased. Of course, 
we fed ourselves better, and bought ourselves clothes, and 
took such pleasure as we cared for; so that it’s all the harder 
nowadays to have to stint ourselves. But if you'd only 
come to see us in the Pope’s time! No taxes, everything to 
be had for nothing, so to say—why, one merely had to ‘let 
oneself live.’ 

At this moment a growl arose from one of the palliasses 
lying in the shade of the boarded windows, and the mason, 
in his slow, quiet way, resumed: ‘It’s my brother Ambrogio, 
who isn’t. of my opinion. He was with the Republicans in 
49, when he was fourteen. But it doesn’t matter ; we took 
him with us when we heard that he was dying of hunger and 
sickness in a collar.’: : 

The visitors could not help quivering with pity. Ambrogio 
was the elder by some fifteen years; and now, though 
scarcely sixty, he was already a ruin, consumed by fever, his 
legs so wasted that he spent his days on his palliasse without 
ever going out. Shorter and slighter, but more turbulent 
than his brother, he had been a carpenter by trade. And, 
despite his physical decay, he retained an extraordinary head 
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—the head of an apostle and martyr, at once noble and tragic 
in its expression, and encompassed by bristling snowy hair 
and beard. 

‘The Pope,’ he growled; ‘I’ve never spoken badiy of the 
Pope. Yet it’s his fault if tyranny continues. He alone in 
*49 could have given us the Republic, and then we shouldn't 
have been as we are now.’ 

Ambrogio had known Mazzini, whose vague religiosity 
remained in him—the dream of a Republican pope at last 
establishing the reign of liberty and fraternity. But later on 
his passion for Garibaldi had disturbed these views, and Jed 
him to regard the Papacy as worthless, incapable of achieving 
human freedom. And so, between the dream of his youth 
and the stern experience of his life, he now hardly knew in 
which direction the truth lay. Moreover, he had never acted 
save under the impulse of violent emotion, but contented him- 
self with fine words—vague, indeterminate wishes. 

‘Brother Ambrogio,’ replied Tomaso, all tranquillity, ‘ the 
Pope is the Pope, and wisdom lies in putting oneself on his 
side, because he will always be the Pope—that is to say, the 
stronger. For my part, if we had to vote to-morrow I'd vote 
for him.’ 

Calmed by the shrewd prudence characteristic of his race, 
the old carpenter made no haste to reply. At last he said, 
“Well, as for me, brother Tomaso, I should vote against him— 
always against him. And you know very well that we should 
have the majority. The Pope-King indeed! That's all over. 
The very Borgo would revolt. Still, I won’t say that we 
oughtn’t to come to an understanding with him, so that 
everybody’s religion may be respected.’ 

Pierre listened, deeply interested, and at last ventured to 
ask: ‘Are there many socialists among the Roman working 
classes ?’ 

This time the answer came after a yet longer pause. 
# Socialists ?. Yes, there are some, no doubt, but much fewer 
than in other places. All those things are novelties which 
impatient fellows go in for without understanding much about 
them. We old men, we were for liberty; we don’t believe 
in fire and massacre.’ 

Then, fearing to say too much in presence of that lady 
and those gentlemen, Ambrogio began to moan on his 
pallet, whilst the Contessina, somewhat upset by the smell of 
the place, took her departure, after telling the young priest 
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that it would be best for them to Icave their alms with the 
wife downstairs: Meantime Tomaso resumed his seat at the 
table, again letting his chin rest on his hands as he nodded to 
his visitors, no more impressed by their departure than ho 
had been by their arrival: ‘To the pleasure of seeing you 
again, and am happy to have been able to oblige you.’ . 

On the threshold, however, Narcisse’s enthusiasm burst 
forth; he turned to cast a final admiring’ glance ‘at old 
Ambrogio’s head, ‘a perfect masterpiece,’ which he continued 
praising whilst he descended the stairs. | 
‘ Down below Giacinta was still sitting on the broken box 
with her infant across her lap, and a few steps away Pierina 
stood in front of Dario, watching him with an enchanted air 
whilst he finished his cigarette. Tito, lying low in the grass 
like an animal on the watch for prey, did not for a moment 
cease to gaze at them. 

. “Ab, signora!’ resumed the woman, in her resigned, 
doleful voice, ‘ the place is hardly inhabitable, as you must 
have seen. The only good thing is that one gets plenty of 
room. But there are draughts enough to kill me, and I’m 
he so afraid of the children falling down some of the 

oles.’ 

Thereupon she related a story of a woman who had lost 
her life through mistaking a window for a door one evening 
and falling headlong into the street. Then, too, a little girl 
had broken both arms by tumbling from a staircase which had 
no banisters. And you could die there without anybody 
knowing how bad you were and coming to help you. Only 
the previous day the corpse of an old man had been found 
lying on the plaster in a lonely room. Starvation must have 
killed him quite a week previously, yet he would still have 
been stretched there if the odour of his remains had not 
attracted the attention of neighbours. 

~ © Tf one only had something to eat, things wouldn’t be so 
bad!’ continued Giacinta. ‘But it’s dreadful when there's a 
baby to suckle and one gets no food, for after a while one has 
no milk. This little fellow wants his titty and gets angry 
with me because I can’t give him any. But it isn’t my fault. 
He has sucked me till the blood came, and all I can do is to 
cry. 

Vis she spoke, tears welled into her poor dim eyes. But 
all at once she flew into a tantrum with Tito, who was still 
wallowing in the grass like an animal instead of rising by 
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way of civility towards those fine people, who would surely 
leave her some alms. ‘Eh! Tito, you lazy fellow, can’t you 
get up when people come to see you?’ she called. 

_ After some pretence of not hearing, the’ young fellow at 
last rose with an air of great ill- humour ; and Pierre, feeling 
interested in him, tried to draw him out as he had done with 
the father and uncle upstairs. But Tito only returned curt 
answers, as if both bored and suspicious. Since there was no 
work to be had, said he, the only thing was to sleep. It was 
of no use to get angry ; that wouldn’t alter matters. So the 
best was to live as one could without increasing one’s worry. 
As for socialists—well, yes, perhaps there were a few, but he 
didn’t know any. And his weary, indifferent manner made 
it quite clear that, if his father was for the Pope and his uncle 
for the Republic, ‘he himself was for nothing at all. In this 
Pierre divined the end of a nation, or rather the slumber of a 
nation in which democracy has not yet awakened. However, 
as the priest continued, asking Tito his age, what school he 
had attended, and in what district he had been born, the 
young man suddenly cut the questions short by pointing with 
one finger to his breast and saying gravely, ‘lo som’ Romano 
a Bona.’ 

‘And, indeed, did not that answer everything? ‘lama 
Homan of Rome.’ Pierre smiled sadly and spoke no further. 
Never had he more fully realised the pride of that race, the 
long descending inheritance of glory which was so heavy to 
bear. The sovereign vanity of the Cæsars lived anew in that 
degenerate young fellow who was scarcely able to read and 
write. Starveling though he was, he knew his city, and could 
instinctively have recounted the grand pages of its history. 
The names of the great emperors and great popes were familiar 
tohim. And why should men toil and moil when they had been 
the masters of the world? Why not live nobly and idly in 
the most beautiful of cities, under the most beautiful of skies ? 
‘Io son’ Romano di Roma !’ 

Benedetta had slipped her alms into the mother’s hand, 
and Pierre and Narcisse were following her example when 
Dario, who had already done so, thought of Pierina. He did 
not like fo offer her money, buta pretty, fanciful idea occurred 
to him. Lightly touching his lips with his finger-tips, he said, 
with a faint laugh, ‘ For beauty!’ 

- There was something really pretty and pleasing in the kiss 
thus wafted with a slightly mocking laugh by that familiar, 
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good-natured young Prince who, as in some love story of the 
olden time, was touched by the beautiful bead-worker’s mute 
adoration. Pierina flushed with pleasure, and, losing her 
head, darted upon Dario’s hand and pressed her warm lips to 
it with unthinking impulsiveness, in which there was as much 
divine gratitude as tender passion. But Tito’s eyes flashed 
with anger at the sight, and, brutally seizing his sister by the 
skirt, he threw her back, growling between his teeth, ‘ None 
of that, you know, or I'll kill you, and him too!’ 

It was high time for the visitors to depart, for other women, 
scenting the presence of money, were now coming forward 
with outstretched hands, or despatching tearful children in 
their stead. The whole wretched, abandoned district was in 
a flutter, a distressful wail ascended from those lifeless streets 
with high resounding names. But what was to be done? 
One could not give to all. So the only course lay in flight— 
amidst deep sadness as one realised how powerless was charity 
in presence of such appalling want. 

When Benedetta and Dario had reached their carriage 
they hastened to take their seats and nestle side by side, glad 
to escape from all such horrors. Still the Contessina was 
well pleased with her bravery in the presence of Pierre, whose 
hand she pressed with the emotion of a pupil touched by the 
master’s lesson, after Narcisse had told her that he meant to 
take the young priest to lunch at the little restaurant on the 
Piazza of St. Peter’s, whence one obtained such an interesting 
view of the Vatican. 

‘Try some of the light white wine of Genzano,’ said Dario, 
who had become quite gay again. ‘There's nothing better 
to drive away the blues.’ 

However, Pierre’s curiosity was insatiable, and on the 
way he again questioned Narcisse about the people of modern 
Rome, their life, habits, and manners. There was little or no 
education, he learnt; no large manufactures and no export 
trade existed. The men carried on the few trades that were 
current, all consumption being virtually limited to the city 
itself. Among the women there were bead-workers and 
embroiderers ; and the manufacture of religious articles, such 
as medals and chaplets, and of certain popular jewellery had 
always occupied a fair number of hands. But after marriage 
the women, invariably burdened with numerous offspring, 
attempted little beyond household work. Briefly, the popula- 
tion took life as it came, working just sufficiently to secure: 
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food, contenting itself with vegetables, pastes, and scraggy 
mutton, without thought of rebellion or ambition. The only 
vices were gambling and a partiality for the red and white 
wines of the Roman province—wines which excited to quarrel 
and murder, and on the evenings of feast days, when the 
taverns emptied, strewed the streets with groaning men, 
slashed and stabbed with knives. The girls, however, but 
seldom went wrong ; one could count those who allowed them- 
selves to be seduced; and this arose from the great union 
prevailing in each family, every member of which bowed 
submissively to the father’s absolute authority. Moreover, 
the brothers watched over their sisters even as Tito did over 
Pierina, guarding them fiercely for the sake of the family 
honour. And amidst all this there was no real religion, but 
simply a childish idolatry, all hearts going forth tothe Madonna 
and the Saints, who alone were entreated and regarded 
as having being: for it never occurred to anybody to think of 
God. 

Thus the stagnation of the lower orders could easily be 
understood. Behind them were the many centuries during 
which idleness had been encouraged, vanity flattered, and 
nerveless life willingly accepted. When they were neither 
masons, nor carpenters, nor bakers, they were servants 
serving the priests, and more or less directly in the pay of 
the Vatican. Thence sprang the two antagonistic parties, on 
the one hand the more numerous party composed of the old 
Carbonari, Mazzinians, and Garibaldians, the élite of the 
Trastevere; and on the other the ‘clients’ of the Vatican, 
all who lived on or by the Church and regretted the Pope- 
King. But, after all, the antagonism was confined to opinions; 
there was no thought of making an effort or incurring a risk. 
For that, some sudden flare of passion, strong enough to 
overcome the sturdy calmness of the race, would have been 
needed. But what would have been the use of it? The 
wretchedness had lasted for so many centuries, the sky was 
so blue, the siesta preferable to aught else during the hot 
hours! And only one thing seemed positive—that the majority 
was certainly in favour of Rome remaining the capital of 
Italy. Indeed, rebellion had almost broken out in the Leonine 
City when the cession of the latter to the Holy See was 
rumoured. As for the increase of want and poverty, this was 
largely due to thé circumstance that the Roman workman 
had really gained nothing by the many works carried on in 
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his city during fifteen years. First of all, over 40,000 pro- 
vincials, mostly from the North, more spirited and resistant 
than himself, and working at cheaper rates, had invaded 
Rome; and when he, the Roman, had secured his share of 
the labour, he had lived in better style, without thought of 
economy; so that after the crisis, when the 40,000 men from 
the provinces were sent home again, he had found himself 
once more in a dead city where trade was always slack. And 
thus he had relapsed into his antique indolence, at heart well 
pleased at no longer being hustled by press of work, and again 
accommodating himself as best he could to his old mistress; 
want, empty in pocket yet always a grand seigneur. , 
However, Pierre was struck by the great difference between 
the want and wretchedness of Rome and Paris. In Rome the 
destitution was certainly more complete, tlhe food more loath- 
some, the dirt more repulsive. Yet at the same time the 
Roman poor retained more ease of manner and more real 
gaiety. The young priest thought of the fireless, breadlesg 
poor of Paris, shivering in their hovels at winter time; and 
suddenly he understood. The destitution of Rome did not 
know cold. What a sweet and eternal consolation; a sun for 
ever bright, a sky for ever blue and benign out of charity to 
the wretched! And what mattered the vileness of the dwelling 
if one could sleep under the sky, fanned by the warm 
breeze? What mattered even hunger if the family could 
await the windfall of chance in sunlit streets or on the 
scorched grass? The climate induced sobriety ; there was no 
need of alcohol or red meat to enable one to face treacherous 
fogs. Blissfulidleness smiled on the golden evenings, poverly 
became like the enjoyment of liberty in that delightful atmo- 
sphere where the happiness of living seemed to be all sufi: 
cient. Narcisse told Pierre that at Naples, in the narrow 
odoriferous streets of the port and Santa Lucia districts, the 
people spent virtually their whole lives out of doors, gay, 
childish, and ignorant, seeking nothing beyond the few 
pence that were needed to buy food. And it was certainly the 
climate which fostered the prolonged infancy of the nation, 
which explained why such a democracy did not awaken to 
social ambition and consciousness of itself. No doubt the poor 
of Naples and Rome suffered from want;.but they did not 
know the rancour which cruel winter implants.in men’s hearts, 
the dark rancour which one feels on shivering with cold while 
rich people are warming themselves before blazing fires; 
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They did not know the infuriated reveries in enow-swept : 


hovels, when the guttering dip burns low, the passionate need 
which then comes upon one to wreak justice, to revolt, as from 
a, sense of duty, in order that one may save wife and children 
from consumption, in order that they also may have a warm 
nest where life shall be a possibility! Ah! the want that 
shivers with the bitter cold—therein lies the excess of. 
social injustice, the most terrible of schools, where the poor 


learn to realise their sufferings, where they are roused to-in- 


dignation, and swear to make those sufferings cease, even if 
in doing so they annihilate all olden society! © 

And in that same clemency of the southern heavens 
Pierre also found an explanation of the life of St. Francis,! that 
divine mendicant of love who roamed the highroads extolling 
the charms of poverty. Doubtless he was an unconscious. 
revolutionary, protesting against the overflowing luxury of the 
Roman Court by his return to the love of the humble, the 
simplicity of the primitive Church. But such a revival. of. 
innocence and sobriety would never have been’ possible in a 
northern land. The enchantment of nature, the frugality of 


a people whom the sunlight nourished, the benignity of men- - 
dicancy on roads for ever warm, were needed to effect it, : 


And yet how was it possible that a St. Francis, glowing. with 


brotherly love, could have appeared in a land which nowadays. 
so seldom practises charity, which treats the lowly so harslily.: 


and coniemptuously, and cannot even bestow alms on its own 
Pope? Is it because ancient pride ends by hardening all 


hearts, or because the experience of very old races leads, 


finally to egotism, that one now behoïds Italy seemingly be- 
numbed amidst dogmatic and pompous Catholicism, whilst 
the return to the ideals of the gospel, the passionate interest 
in the poor and the suffering comes from the woeful plains of 
the North, from the nations whose sunlight is so limited ? 
Yes, doubtless all that has much to do with the change, and. 
the success of St. Francis was in particular due to the cir-., 
cumstance that, after so gaily espousing his lady, Poverty, he. 
was able to lead her, barefooted and scarcely clad, during- 
endless and delightful springtides, among communities whom: 
an ardent need of love and compassion then consumed. 

While conversing, Pierre and Narcisse had reached the. 


1 §t. Francis of Assisi, the founder of the famous order of mendicant 
friars.— Trans. : : 
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Piazza of St. Peter’s, and they sat down at one of the little 
tables skirting the pavement outside the restaurant where 
they had lunched once before. The linen was none too clean, 
but the view was splendid. The basilica rose up in front of 
them, and the Vatican on the right, above the majestic curve 
of the colonnade. Just as the waiter was bringing the hors- 
d'œuvre, some finocchio! and anchovies, the young priest, 
who had fixed his eyes on the Vatican, raised an exclamation 
to attract Narcisse’s attention: ‘Look, my friend, at that 
window, which I am told is the Holy Father’s. Can't you 
distinguish a pale figure standing there, quite motionless?’ — 

The young man began to laugh. ‘Oh! well,’ said he, 
‘it must be the Holy Father in person. You are so anxious 
to see him that your very anxiety conjures him into your 
presence.’ 

‘But I assure you,’ repeated Pierre, ‘ that he is over there 
behind the window-pane. There isa white figure looking this 
‘way.’ 
Narcisse, who was very hungry, began to eat whilst still 
indulging in banter. All at once, however, he exclaimed: 
* Well, my dear Abbé, as the Pope is looking at us, this is the 
moment to speak of him. I promised to tell you how he sank 
several millions of St. Peter’s Patrimony in the frightful 
financial crisis of which you have just seen the ruins; and, 
indeed, your visit to the new district of the castle fields would 
not be complete without this story by way of appendix.’ 

Thereupon, without losing a mouthful, Narcisse spoke at 
considerable length. At the death of Pius IX. the Patrimony 
of St. Peter, it seemed, had exceeded twenty millions of francs. 
Cardinal Antonelli, who speculated, and whose ventures were 
usually successful, had for a long time left a part of this money 
with the Rothschilds and a part in the hands of different 
nuncios, who turned it to profit abroad. After Antonelli’s 
death, however, his successor, Cardinal Simeoni, withdrew the 
money from the nuncios to invest it at Rome; and Leo XIII 
on his accession entrusted the administration of the Patrimony 
to a commission of cardinals, of which Monsignor Folchi was 
appointed secretary. This prelate, who for twelve yeard 
played such an important rôle, was the son of an employee of 
the Dataris. who, thanks to skilful financial operations, had 


1 Fennel-root, eaten raw ; a favourite ‘appetiser’in Rome during the 
spring and autumn.—Trans. 
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left a fortune of a million francs. Monsignor Folchi inherited 
his father’s cleverness, and revealed himself to be a financier 
of the first rank in such wise that the commission gradually 
relinquished its powers to him, letting him act exactly as he 
pleased and contenting itself with approving the reports which 
he laid before it at each meeting. The Patrimony, however, 
yielded scarcely more than a million francs per annum, and, 
as the expenditure amounted to seven millions, six had to be 
found. Accordingly, from that other source of income, the 
Peter’s Pence, the Pope annually gave three million francs to 
Monsignor Folchi, who, by skilful speculations and investments, 
was able to double them every year, and thus provide for all 
disbursements without ever breaking into the capital of the 
Patrimony. 

In the earlier times he realised considerable profit by 
gambling in land in and about Rome. He took shares also in 
many new enterprises, speculated in mills, omnibuses, and 
water-services, without mentioning all the gambling in which 
he participated with the Banca di Roma, a Catholic institu- 
tion. Wonderstruck by his skill, the Pope, who, on his own 
side, had hitherto speculated through the medium of a con- 
fidential employee named Sterbini, dismissed the latter, and 
entrusted Monsignor Folchi with the duty of turning his money 
to profit in the same way as he turned that of the Holy See. 
This was the climax of the prelate’s favour, the apogee of his 
power. Bad days were dawning, things were tottering already, 
and the great collapse was soon to come, sudden and swift like 
lightning. One of Leo XIII’s practices was to lend large sums 
to the Roman princes who, seized with the gambling frenzy, 
and mixed up in land and building speculations, were at a loss 
for money. To guarantee the Pope’s advances they deposited 
shares with him, and thus, when the downfall came, he was 
left with heaps of worthless paper on his hands. Then 
another disastrous affair was an attempt to found a house of 
credit in Paris in view of working off the shares which could 
not be disposed of in Italy among the French aristocracy and 
religious people. To egg these on it was said that the Pope 
was interested in the venture; and the worst was that he 
dropped three millions of francs in it.! The situation then 


1 The allusion is evidently to the famous Union Générale, on which 
the Pope bestowed his apostolic benediction, and with which M. Zola 
deals at length in his novel Money. Certainly a very brilliant idea was 
embodied in the Union Générale, that of establishing a great inter- 
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became the more critical as he had gradually risked all the 
money he disposed of in the terrible agiotage going on in 
Rome, tempted thereto by the prospect of huge profits and 
perhaps indulging in the hope that he might win back by 
money the city which had been torn from him by force. His 
own responsibility remained complete, for Monsignor Folchi 
never made an important venture without consulting him; 
and he must have been therefore the real artisan of the 
disaster, mastered by his passion for gain, his desire to endow 
the Church with a huge capital, that great source of power in 
modern times. As always happens, however, the prelate was 
the only victim. He had become imperious and difficult to 
deal with ; and was no longer liked by the cardinals of the 
commission, who were merely called together to approve such 
transactions as he chose to entrust to them. $So, when the 
crisis came, a plot was laid; the cardinals terrified the Pope 
by telling him of all the evil ramours which were current, and 
then forced Monsignor Folchi to render a full account of his 
speculations. The situation proved to be very bad; it was no 
longer possible to avoid heavy losses. And so Monsignor 
Folchi was disgraced, and since then has vainly solicited an 
audience of Leo XIII, who has always refused to receive him, 
as if determined to punish him for their common fault—that 
passion for lucre which blinded them both. Very pious and 
submissive, however, Monsignor Folchi has never complained, 
but has kept his secrets and bowed to fate. Nobody can say 
exactly how many millions the Patrimony of St. Peter lost 
when Rome was changed into a gambling-hell, but if some 
prelates only admit ten, others go as far as thirty. The proba- 
bility is that the loss was about fifteen millions.! 

Whilst Narcisse was giving this account he and Pierre 
had despatched their cutlets and tomatoes, and the waiter was 
now serving them some fried chicken. ‘ At the present time,’ 
said Narcisse by way of conclusion, ‘the gap has been filled 
up ; I told you of the large sums yielded by the Peter's Pence 
fund, the amount of which is only known by the Pope, who 


national Catholic bank which would destroy the Jewish financial auto- 
cracy throughout Europe, and provide both the papacy and the Legitimist 
cause in several countries with the sinews of war. But in the battle 
which ensued the great Jew financial houses proved the stronger, and 
the disaster which overtook the Catholio speculators was a terrible one.— 


Trans. 
1 That is 600,0004. 
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alone fixes its employment. And, by the way, he isn’t cured 
of speculating : I know from a good source that he still gambles, 
though with more prudence. Moreover, his confidential 
assistant is still a prelate. And, when all is said, my dear 
aoa in the right: a man must belong to his times—dash 
ib all!’ 

Pierre had listened with growing surprise, in which terror and 
sadness mingled. Doubtless such things were natural, even 
legitimate; yet he, in his dream of a pastor of souls frea 
from all terrestrial cares, had never imagined that they existed. 
What! the Pope—the spiritual father of. the lowly and the 
suffering—had speculated in land and in stocks and shares! Ho 
had gambled, placed fundsin the hands of Jew bankers, practised 
usury, extracted hard interest from money—he, the successor 
of the Apostle, the Pontiff of Christ, the representative of 
Jesus of the Gospel, that divine friend of the poor! And, 
besides, what a painful contrast: so many millions stored 
away in those rooms of the Vatican, and so many millions 
working and fructifying, constantly being diverted from one 
speculation to another in order that they might yield the more 
gain ; and then down below, near at hand, so much want and 
misery in those abominable unfinished buildings of the new dis- 
tricts, so many poor folks dying of hunger amidst filth, mothers 
without milk for their babes, men reduced to idleness by lack 
of work, old ones at the last gasp like beasts of burden who 
are pole-axed when they are of no more use! Ah! God of 
Charity, God of Love, was it possible! The Church doubtless 
had material wants; she could not live without money; pru- 
dence and policy had dictated the thought of gaining for her 
such a treasure as would enable her to fight her adversaries 
victoriously. But how grievously this wounded one’s feelings, 
how it soiled the Church, how she descended from her divine 
throne to become nothing but a party, a vast international 
association organised for the purpose of conquering and 
possessing the world ! 

And the more Pierre thought of the extraordinary ad- 
venture the greater was his astonishment. Could a more 
unexpected, startling drama be imagined? That Pope shut- 
ting himself up in his palace—a prison, no doubt, but one 
whose hundred windows overlooked immensity; that Pope 
who, at all hours of the day and night, in every season, could 
from his window see his capital, the city which had been 


stolen from him, and the restitution of which he never bensed 
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to demand; that Pope who, day by day, beheld the changes 
effected in the city—the opening of new streets, the demolition 
of ancient districts, the sale of land, and the gradual erection 
of new buildings which ended by forming a white girdle 
around the old ruddy roofs; that Pope who, in presence of this 
daily spectacle, this building frenzy, which he could follow 
from morn till eve, was himself finally overcome by the 
gambling passion, and, secluded in his closed chamber, began 
to speculate on the embellishments of his old capital, seeking 
wealth in the spurt of work and trade brought about by that 
very Italian Government which he reproached with spoliation; 
and finally that Pope losing millions in a catastrophe which 
he ought to have desired, but had been unable to foresee! No, 
never had dethroned monarch yielded to a stranger idea, 
compromised himself in a more tragical venture, the result of 
which fell upon him like divine punishment. And it was no 
mere king who had done this, but the delegate of God, the 
man who, in the eyes of idolatrous Christendom, was the 
living manifestation of the Deity ! 

Dessert had now been served—a goat’s cheese and some 
fruit—and Narcisse was just finishing some grapes when, on 
raising his eyes, he in turn exclaimed: ‘ Well, you are quite 
right, my dear Abbé, I myself can see a pale figure at the 
window of the Holy Father's room.’ 

Pierre, who scarcely took his eyes from the window, 
answered slowly: ‘ Yes, yes, it went away, but has just come 
back, and stands there white and motionless.’ 

‘Well, after all, what would you have the Pope do?’ 
resumed Narcisse with his languid air. ‘He's like everybody 
else ; he looks out of the window when he wants a little dis- 
traction, and certainly there’s plenty for him to look at.’ 

The same idea had occurred to Pierre, and was filling him 
with emotion. People talked of the Vatican being closed, and 
pictured a dark, gloomy palace, encompassed by high walls, 
whereas this palace overlooked all Rome, and the Pope from 
his window could see the world. Pierre himself had viewed 
the panorama from the summit of the Janiculum, the loggis 
of Raffaelle, and the dome of St. Peter’s, and so he well knew 
what it was that Leo XIII was able to behold. In the centre 
of the vast desert of the Campagna, bounded by the Sabine 
and Alban mountains, the seven illustrious hills appeared to 
him with their trees and edifices. His eyes ranged also over 
all the basilicas, Santa Maria Maggiore, San Giovanni in 
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Laterano, the cradle of the papacy, San Paolo fuori-le-Mura, 
Santa Croce in Gerusalemme, Sant’ Agnese, and the others; 
they beheld, too, the domes of the Gest, of Sant’ Andrea della 
Valle, San Carlo and San Giovanni dei Fiorentini, and indeed 
all those four hundred churches of Rome which make the city 
like a campo santo studded with crosses. And Leo XIII could 
moreover see the famous monuments testifying to the pride of 
successive centuries—the castle of Sant’ Angelo, that imperial 
mausoleum which was transformed into a papal fortress, the 
distant white line of the tombs of the Appian Way, the scat- 
tered ruins of the baths of Caracalla and the abode of Septimius 
Severus ; and then, after the innumerable columns, porticoes, 
and triumphal arches, there were the palaces and villas of the 
sumptuous cardinals of the Renascence, the Palazzo Farnese, 
the Palazzo Borghese, the Villa Medici, and others, amidst a 
swarming of façades and roofs. But, in particular, just under 
his window, on the left, the Pope was able to see the abomina- 
tions of the unfinished district of the castle fields. In the 
afternoon, when he strolled through his gardens, bastioned by 
the wall of the fourth Leo like the plateau of a citadel, his 
view stretched over the ravaged valley at the foot of Monte 
Mario, where so many brickworks were established during the 
building frenzy. The green slopes are still ripped up, yellow 
trenches intersect them in all directions, and the closed works 
and factories have become wretched ruins with lofty, black, 
and smokeless chimneys. And at any other hour of the day 
Leo XIII could not approach his window without beholding 
the abandoned houses for which all those brickfields had 
worked, those houses which had died before they even lived, 
and where there was now nought but the swarming misery 
of Rome, rotting there like some decomposition of olden 
society. 

However, Pierre more particularly thought of Leo XIII 
forgetting the rest of the city to let his thoughts dwell on the 
Palatine, now bereft of its crown of palaces and 'rearing only 
its black cypresses towards the blue heavens. Doubtless in 
his mind he rebuilt the palaces of the Cæsars, whilst before 
him rose great shadowy forms arrayed in purple, visions of 
his real ancestors, those emperors and supreme pontiffs who 
alone could tell him how one might reign over every nation 
and be the absolute master of the world. Then, however, his 
glances strayed to the Quirinal, and there he could contem- 
plate the new and neighbouring royalty. How strange the 
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meeting of those two palaces, the Quirinal and the Vatican, 
which rise up and gaze at one another across the Rome of the 
Middle Ages and the Renascence, whose roofs, baked and 
gilded by the burning sun, are jumbled in confusion alongside 
the Tiber. When the Pope and the King go to their windows 
they can with a mere opera-glass see each other quite dis- 
tinctly. True, they are but specks in the boundless immen- 
sity, and what a gulf there is between them—how many 
centuries of history, how many generations that battled and 
suffered, how much departed greatness, and how much new 
seed for the mysterious future! Still, they can see one another, 
and they are yet waging the eternal fight, the fight as to which 
of them—the pontiff and shepherd of the soul or the monarch 
and master of the body—shall possess the people whose stream 
rolls beneath them, and in the result remain the absolute 
sovereign. And Pierre wondered also what might be the 
thoughts and dreams of Leo XIII behind those window panes 
where he still fancied he could distinguish his pale, 
ghostly figure. On surveying new Rome, the ravaged olden 
districts and the new ones laid waste by the blast of disaster, 
the Pope must certainly rejoice at the colossal failure of the 
Italian Government. His city had been stolen from him; 
the new comers had virtually declared that they would show 
him how a great capital was created, and their boast had 
ended in that catastrophe—a multitude of hideous and useless 
buildings which they did not even know how to finish! He, 
the Pope, could moreover only be delighted with the terrible 
worries into which the usurping régime had fallen, the politi- 
cal crisis and the financial crisis, the whole growing national 
unrest amidst which that régime seemed likely to sink some 
day; and yet did not he himself possess a patriotic soul, was 
he not a loving son of that Italy whose genius and ancient 
ambition coursed in the blood of his veins? Ah ! no, nothing 
against Italy ; rather everything that would enable her to be- 
come once more the mistress of the world. And so, even 
amidst the joy of hope, he must have been grieved to see her 
thus ruined, threatened with bankruptcy, displaying like a 
sore that overturned, unfinished Rome which was a confession 
of her impotency. But, on the other hand, if the House of 
Savoy were to be swept away, would he not be there to take 
its place, and at last resume possession of his capital, which, 
from his window, for fifteen years past, he had beheld in the 
grip of masons and demolishers? And then he would again 
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be the master and reign over the world, enthroned in the pre- 
destined city to which prophecy has ensured eternity and uni- 
versal dominion. 

But the horizon spread out, and Pierre wondered what 
Leo XIII beheld beyond Rome, beyond the Campagna and the 
Sabine and Alban mountains. What had he seen for eighteen 
years past from that window whence he obtained his only 
view of the world? What echoes of modern society, its 
truths and certainties, had reached his ears? From the heights 
of the Viminal, wherethe railway terminus stands, the prolonged. 
whistling of engines must have occasionally been carried 
towards him, suggesting our scientific civilisation, the nations 
brought nearer together, free humanity marching on towards 
the future. Did he himself ever dream of liberty when, on 
turning to the right, he pictured the sea over yonder, past the 
tombs of the Appian Way? Had he ever desired to go off, 
quit Rome and her traditions and found the Papacy of the 
new democracies elsewhere? As he was said to possess so 
clear and penetrating a mind he ought to have understood and 
trembled at the far-away stir and noise that came from certain 
lands of battle, from those United States of America, for 
instance, where revolutionary bishops were conquering, win- 
ning over the people. Were they working for him or for 
themselves? If he could not follow them, if he remained 
stubborn within his Vatican, bound on every side by dogma 
and tradition, might not rupture some day become unavoidable? 
And, indeed, the fear of a blast of schism, coming from afar, 
must have filled him with growing anguish. It was assuredly 
on that account that he had practised the diplomacy of con- 
ciliation, seeking to unite in his hands all the scattered forces 
of the Church, overlooking the audacious proceedings of 
certain bishops as far as possible, and himself striving to gain 
the support of the people by putting himself on its side 
against the fallen monarchies. But would he ever go any 
farther? Shut up in that Vatican, behind that bronze 
portal, was he not bound to the strict formulas of Catholicism, 
chained to them by the force of centuries ? There obstinacy 
was fated ; it was impossible for him to resign himself to that 
which was his real aid surpassing power, the purely spiritual 
power, the moral authority which brought mankind to his 
feet, made thousands of pilgrims kneel and women swoon. 
Departure from Rome and the renunciation of the temporal 
power would not displace the centre of the Catholic world, 
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but would transform him, the head of the Catholic Church, 
into the head of something else. And how anxious must 
have been his thoughts if the evening-breeze ever brought 
him a vague presentiment of that something else, a fear of the 
new religion which was yet dimly, confusedly dawning amidst 
the tramp of the nations on the march, and the sound of which 
must have reached him at one and the same time from every 
point of the compass. 

At this precise moment, however, Pierre felt that the white 
and motionless shadow behind those window panes was held. 
erect by pride, by the ever present conviction of victory. If 
man could not achieve it, a miracle wouldintervene. He, the 
Pope, was absolutely convinced that he or some successor 
would recover possession of Rome. Had not the Church all 
eternity before it? And, moreover, why should not the victor 
be himself? Could not God accomplish the impossible? Why, 
if it so pleased God, on the very morrow his city would be 
restored to him, in spite of all the objections of human reason, 
all the apparent logic of facts. Ah! how he would welcome. 
the return of that prodigal daughter whose equivocal adven-- 
tures he had ever watched with tears bedewing his paternal 
eyes! He would soon forget the excesses which he had beheld 
during eighteen years at all hours and inall seasons. Perhaps 
he dreamt of what he would do with those new districts with 
which the city had been soiled. Should they be razed, or left 
as evidence of the insanity of the usurpers? At all events, 
Rome would again become the august and lifeless city, dis- 
dainful of such vain matters as material cleanliness and com- 
fort, and shining forth upon the world like a pure soul encom- 
passed by the traditional glory of the centuries. And his 
dream continued, picturing the course which events would 
take on the very morrow, no doubt. Anything, even a republic 
was preferable to that House of Savoy. Why not a federal 
republic, reviving the old political divisions of Italy, restoring 
Rome to the Church, and choosing him, the Pope, as tha 
natural protector of the country thus re-organised? But his 
eyes travelled beyond Rome and Italy, and his dream expanded, 
embracing republican France, Spain which might become 
republican again, Austria which would some day be won, and 
indeed all the Catholic nations welded into the United States 
of Europe, and fraternising in peace under his high presidency 
as Sovereign Pontiff. And then would follow the supreme 
triumph, all the other Churches at last vanishing, and all the 
dissident communities coming to him as to the one and only 
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pastor, who would reign in the name of Jesus over the universal 
democracy. 

However, whilst Pierre was immersed in this dream which 
he attributed to Leo XIII, he was all at once interrupted by 
Narcisse, who exclaimed: ‘Oh! my dear Abbé, just look -at 
those statues on the colonnade.’ The young fellow had ordered 
a cup of coffee and was languidly smoking a cigar, deep once 
more in the subtle esthetics which were his only preoccupa- 
tion. ‘They are rosy, are they not?’ he continued; ‘rosy, 
with a touch of mauve, as if the blue blood of angels circulated. 
in their stone veins. Itis the sun of Rome which gives them 
that supra-terrestrial life; for they live, my friend; I have 
seen them smile and hold out their arms to me during certain 
fine sunsets. Ah! Rome, marvellous, delicious Rome! One 
could live here as poor as Job, content with the very atmo- 
sphere, and in everlasting delight at breathing it!’ 

This time Pierre could not help feeling surprised at 
Narcisse’s language, for he remembered his incisive voice and 
clear, precise, financial acumen when speaking of money 
matters. And, at this recollection, the young priest’s mind 
reverted to the castle fields, and intense sadness filled his heart 
as for the last time all the want and suffering rose before him. 
Again he beheld the horrible filth which was tainting so many 
human beings, that shocking proof of the abominable social 
injustice which condemns the greater number to lead the 
joyless, breadless lives of accursed beasts. And as his glance 
returned yet once more to the window of the Vatican, and he 
fancied he could see a pale hand uplifted behind the glass- 
panes, he thought of that papal benediction which Leo XIII 
gave from that height, over Rome, and over the plain and the 
hills, to the faithful of all Christendom. And that papal 
benediction suddenly seemed to him a mockery, destitute of 
all power, since throughout such a multitude of centuries it. 
had not once been able to stay a single one of the sufferings. 
of mankind, and could not even bring a little justice for those 
Boor wretches who were agonising yonder beneath the very 
window. 


IX 


THAT evening at dusk, as Benedetta had sent Pierre word 
that she desired to see him, he went down to her little salon, 
and there found her chatting with Celia, 
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‘I’ve seen your Pierina, you know,’ exclaimed the latter, 
just as the young priest came in. ‘And with Dario, too. Or 
rather, she must have been watching for him; he found her 
waiting in a path on the Pincio and smiled at her. I under- 
stood at once. What a beauty she is!’ 

Benedetta smiled at her friend’s enthusiasm; but her lips 
twitched somewhat painfully, for, however sensible she might 
be, this passion, which she realised to be so naive and so strong, 
was beginning to make her suffer. She certainly made 
allowances for Dario, but the girl was too much in love with 
him, and she feared the consequences. Even in turning the 
conversation she allowed the secret of her heart to escape her. 
‘ Pray sit down, Monsieur l'Abbé,’ she said, ‘we are talking 
scandal, you see. My poor Dario is accused of making love 
to every pretty woman in Rome. People say that it’s he who 
gives La Tonietta those white roses which she has been ex- 
hibiting at the Corso every afternoon for a fortnight past.’ 

‘ That’s certain, my dear,’ retorted Celia impetuously. ‘At 
first people were in doubt, and talked of little Pontecorvo and 
Lieutenant Moretta. But everyone now knows that La 
Tonietta’s caprice is Dario. Besides, he joined her in her box 
at the Costanzi the other evening.’ 

Pierre remembered that the young Prince had pointed out 
La Tonietta at the Pincio one afternoon. She was one of the 
few demi-monddines that the higher class society of Rome 
took an interest in. For a month or s0 the rich Englishman 
to whom she owed her means had been absent, travelling. 

‘Ah!’ resumed Benedetta, whose budding jealousy was 
entirely confined to La Pierina, ‘so my poor Dario is ruining 
himself in white roses! Well, I shall have to twit him about 
it. But one or another of these beauties will end by robbin 
me of him if our affairs are not soon settled. Fortunately, i 
have had some better news. Yes, my suit is to be taken in 
hand again, and my aunt has gone out to-day on that very 
account.’ 

Then, as Victorine came in with a lamp, and Celia rose to 
depart, Benedetta turned towards Pierre, who also was rising 
from his chair: ‘ Please stay,’ said she; ‘I wish to speak to 

ou.” 
However, Celia still lingered, interested by the mention of 
the divorce suit, and eager to know if the cousins would soon 
be able to marry. And at last, throwing her arms round 
Benedetta, she kissed her passionately. ‘So you are hopeful, 
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my dear,’ she exclaimed. ‘ You think that the Holy Father 
will give you back your liberty? Oh! Iam so pleased; it 
will be so nice for you to marry Dario! And I’m well pleased 
on my own account, for my father and mother are beginning 
to yield. Only yesterday I said to them with that quiet little 
air of mine, “I want Attilio, and you must give him me.” And 
then my father flew into a furious passion and upbraided me, 
and shook his fist at me, saying thatif he’d made my head as 
hard as his own he would know how to break it. My mother 
was there quite silent and vexed, and all at once he turned to 
her and said: “ Here, give her that Attilio she wants, and 
then perhaps we shall have some peace!” Oh yes! I’m well 
pleased, very well pleased indeed |’ 

As she spoke her pure virginal face beamed with so much 
innocent, celestial joy that Pierre and Benedetta could not 
help laughing. And at last she went off attended by a maid 
who had waited for her in the first salon. 

When they were alone Benedetta made the priest sit down 
again : ‘I have been asked to give you some important advice, 
my friend,’ she said. ‘Ii seems that the news of your 
presence in Rome is spreading, and that bad reports of you are 
circulated. Your book is said to be a fierce appeal to schism, 
and youare spoken of as a mere ambitious, turbulent schismatic. 
After publishing your book in Paris you have come to Rome, 
it is said, to raise a fearful scandal over it in order to make it 
sell. Now, if you still desire to see his Holiness, so as to 
plead your cause before him, you are advised to make people 
forest you, to disappear altogether for a fortnight or three 
weeks.’ 

Pierre was stupefied. Why, they would end by maddening 
him with all the obstacles they raised to exhaust his patience ; 
they would actually implant in him an idea of schism, of an 
avenging, liberating scandal! He wished to protest and refuse 
the advice, but all at once he made a gesture of weariness. 
What would be the good of it, especially with that young 
woman, who was certainly sincere and affectionate? ‘Who 
asked you to give me this advice?’ he inquired. She did not 
answer, but smiled, and with sudden intuition he resumed: 
‘It was Monsignor Nani, was it not ?’ : 

Thereupon, still unwilling to give a direct reply, she began 
to praise the prelate. He had at last consented to guide her 
in her divorce affair; and Donna Serafina had gone to the 
Palace of the Inquisition that very afternoon in order to 
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acquaint him with the result of certain steps she had taken. 
Father Lorenza, the confessor of both the Boccanera ladies, 
was to be present at the interview, for the idea of the divorce 
was in reality his own. He had urged the two women to it 
in his eagerness to sever the bond which the patriotic priest 
Pisoni had tied full of such fine illusions. Benedetta became 
quite animated as she explained the reasons of her hopeful- 
ness. ‘Monsignor Nani can do everything,’ she said, ‘and I 
am very happy that my affair should be in his hands. You 
must be reasonable also, my friend; do as you are requested. 
I’m sure you will some day be well pleased at having taken 
this advice.’ 

Pierre had bowed his head and remained thoughtful. 
There was nothing unpleasant in the idea of remaining for a 
few more weeks in Rome, where day by day his curiosity found 
so much fresh food. Of course, all these delays were calculated 
to discourage him and bend his will. Yet what did he fear, 
since he was still determined to relinquish nothing of his book, 
and to see the Holy Father for the sole purpose of proclaiming 
his new faith ? Once more, in silence, he took that oath, then 
yielded to Benedetta’s entreaties. And as he apologised for 
being a source of embarrassment in the house she exclaimed: 
‘No, no, I am delighted to have you here. I fancy that your 
presence will bring us good fortune now that luck seems to be 
changing in our favour.’ 

Tt was then agreed that he would no longer prowl around 
St. Peter’s and the Vatican, where his constant presence must 
have attracted attention. He even promised that he would 
virtually spend a week indoors, desirous as he was of re- 
perusing certain books, certain pages of Rome’s history. Then 
he went on chatting for a moment, lulled by the peacefulness 
which reigned around him, since the lamp had illumined the 
salon with its sleepy radiance. Six o’clock had just struck, 
and outside all was dark. 

‘Wasn't his Eminence indisposed to-day ?’ the young man 
asked. 

‘Yes,’ replied the Contessina. ‘But we are not anxious: 
it is only a little fatigue. He sent Don Vigilio to tell me 
that he intended to shut himself up in his room and dictate 
some letters. So there can be nothing much the matter, you 
geo. : 

Silence fell again. For a while nota sound came from 
the deserted street or the old empty mansion, mute and dreamy 
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like a tomb. But all at once the soft somnolence, instinct 
with all the sweetness of a dream of hope, was disturbed by a 
tempestuous entry, a whirl of skirts, a gasp of terror. It was 
‘Victorine, who had gone off after bringing the lamp, but now 
returned, scared and breathless: ‘ Contessina ! Contessina!’ 

Benedetta had risen, suddenly quite white and cold, as at 
the advent of a blast of misfortune. ‘ What, what is it? Why 
do you run and tremble ?’ she asked, 

‘Dario, Monsieur Dario—down below. I went down to 
seo if the lantern in the porch were alight, as it is so often for- 
gotten. And in the dark, in the porch, I stumbled against 
Monsieur Dario. He is on the ground; he has a knife-thrust 
somewhere.’ 

A cry leapt from the amorosa’s heart: ‘Dead!’ 

“No, no, wounded.’  . 

But Benedetta did not hear; in a louder and louder voice 
she cried: ‘ Dead! dead!’ 

‘No, no, I tell you, he spoke to me. And for heaven's 
sake, be quiet. He silenced me because he did not want any- 
one to know; he told me to come and fetch you—only you. 
However, as Monsieur l’Abbé is here, he had better help us. 
We shall be none too many.’ 

Pierre listened, also quite aghast. And when Victorine 
wished to take the lamp her trembling hand, with which she 
had no doubt felt the prostrate body, was seen to be quite 
bloody. The sight filled Benedetta with so much horror that 
she again began to moan wildly. 

‘ Be quiet, be quiet!’ repeated Victorine. ‘ We ought not 
to make any noise in going down. I shall take the lamp, 
ti we must at all events be able to see. Now, quick, 
quick!’ 

Across the porch, just at the entrance of the vestibule, 
Dario lay prone upon the slabs, as if, after being stabbed in 
the street, he had only had sufficient strength to take a few 
steps before falling. And he had just fainted, and lay there 
with his face very pale, his lips compressed, and his eyes 
closed. Benedetta, recovering the energy of her race amidst 
her excessive grief, no longer lamented or cried out, but gazed 
at him with wild, tearless, dilated eyes, as though unable to 
understand. The horror of it all was the suddenness and 
mysteriousness of the catastrophe, the why and wherefore of 
this murderous attempt amidst the silence of the old deserted 
palace, black with the shades of night. The wound had as 
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yet bled but little, for only the Prince’s clothes were 
stained. 

‘Quick, quick!’ repeated Victorine in an undertone after 
lowering the lamp and moving it around. ‘The porter isn’t 
there—he’s always at the carpenter's next door—and you ses 
that he hasn’t yet lighted the lantern. Still he may coma 
back at any moment. §o the Abbé and I will carry the Prince 
into his room at once.’ She alone retained her head, like a 
woman of well balanced mind and quiet activity. The two 
others, whose stupor continued, listened to her and obeyed 
her with the docility of children. ‘ Contessina,’ she continued, 
‘you must light us. Here, take the lamp and lower it a little 
so that we may see the steps. You, Abbé, take the feet; I'll 
take hold of him under the armpits. And don’t be alarmed, 
the poor dear fellow isn’t heavy.’ 

Ah! that ascent of the monumental staircase with its 
low steps and its landings as spacious as guard rooms. They 
facilitated the cruel journey, but how lugubrious looked the 
little cortége under the flickering glimmer of the lamp which 
Benedetta held with arm outstretched, stiffened by determina- 
tion! And still not a sound came from the old lifeless dwell- 
ing, nothing but the silent crumbling of the walls, the slow 
decay which was making the ceilings crack. Victorine con- 
tinued to whisper words of advice whilst Pierre, afraid of 
slipping on the shiny slabs, put forth an excess of strength 
which made his breath come short. Huge, wild shadows 
danced over the big expanse of bare wall up to the very 
vaults decorated with sunken panels, So endless seemed the 
ascent that at last a halt became necessary; but the slow 
march was soon resumed. Fortunately Dario’s apartments— 
bed chamber, dressing-room, and sitting-room—were on the 
first floor adjoining those of the cardinal in the wing facing 
the Tiber, so, on reaching the landing, they only had to walk 
softly along the corridor, and at last, to their great relief, laid 
the wounded man upon his bed. 

Victorine vented her satisfaction ina lightlaugh. ‘That's 
done,’ said she; ‘ put the lamp on that table, Contessma. I'm 
sure nobody heard us. It’s lucky that Donna Serafina should 
have gone out, and that his Eminence should have shut him- 
self up with Don Vigilio. I wrapped my skirt round Monsieur 
Dario’s shoulders, you know, so I don’t think any blood fell 
on the stairs. By and by, too, I'll go down with a sponge and 
wipe the slabs in the porch ’"——. She stopped short, looked at 
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Dario, and then quickly added: ‘He’s breathing—now I'll 
leave you both to watch over him while I go for good Doctor 
Giordano, who saw you come into the world, Contessina, 
He’s a man to be trusted.’ 

Alone with the unconscious sufferer in that dim chamber, 
which seemed to quiver with the frightful horror that filled 
their hearts, Benedetta and Pierre remained on either side of 
the bed, as yet unable to exchange a word. The young 
woman first opened her arms and wrung her hands whilst 
giving vent to a hollow moan, as if to relieve and exhale her 
grief; and then, leaning forward, she watched for some sign 
of life on that pale face whose eyes were closed. Dario was 
certainly breathing, but his respiration was slow and very 
faint, and some time went by before a touch of colour returned 
to his cheeks. At last, however, he opened his eyes, and then 
she at once took hold of his hand and pressed it, instilling 
into the pressure all the anguish of her heart. Great was her 
happiness on feeling that he feebly returned the clasp. 

‘Tell me,’ she said, ‘ you can see me and hear me, can’t 
you? What has happened, good God?’ 

He did not at first answer, being worried by the presence 
of Pierre. On recognising the young priest, however, he 
seemed content that he should be there, and then glanced 
apprehensively round the room to see if there were any- 
body else. And at last he murmured: ‘No one saw me, no 
one knows.’ 

“No, no; be easy. We carried you up with Victorine 
without meeting a soul. Aunt has just gone out, uncle is 
shut up in his rooms.’ 

At this Dario seemed relieved, and he even smiled. ‘I 
don’t want anybody to know, it is so stupid,’ he murmured. 

i ‘ But in God’s name what has happened ?’ she again asked 

im, 
‘Ah! I don’t know, I don’t know,’ was his response as he 
lowered his eyelids with a weary air as if to escape the ques- 
tion. But he must have realised that it was best for him to 
confess some portion of the truth at once, for he resumed: ‘ A 
man was hidden in the shadow of the porch—he must have 
been waiting for me. And so, when I came in, he dug his 
knife into my shoulder, there.’ 

Forthwith she again leant over him, quivering, and gazing 
into the depths of his eyes: ‘But who was the man ? who was 
he?’ she asked. Then, as he, in a yet more weary way, began 
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to stammer that he didn’t know, that the man had fied inte 
the darkness before he could recognise him, she raised a terrible 
ery: ‘It was Prada! it was Prada; confess it, I know it 
already!’ And, quite delirious, she went on: ‘I tell you that 
I know it! Ah! I would not be his, and he is determined 
that we shall never belong to one another. Rather than 
have that he will kill you on the day when I am free to be 
our wife! Oh! I know him well; TI shall never, never be 
appy. Yes, I know it well, it was Prada, Prada!’ 

But sudden energy upbuoyed the wounded man, and he 
loyally protested: ‘No, no, it was not Prada, nor was it any- 
one working for him. That I swear to you. I did not recog- 
nise the man, but it wasn’t Prada—no, no!’ 

There was such a ring of truth in Dario’s words that 
Benedetta must have been convinced by them. But terror 
once more overpowered her, for the hand she held was suddenly 
growing soft, moist, and powerless. Exhausted by his effort, 
Dario had fallen back, again fainting, his face quite white and 
his eyes closed. And it seemed to her that he was dying. 
Distracted by her anguish, she felt him with trembling, groping 
hands: ‘ Look, look, Monsieurl’Abbé!’ she exclaimed. ‘ But 
he is dying, he is dying; he is already quite cold. Ah! God 
of Heaven, he is dying!’ 

Pierre, terribly upset by her cries, sought to reassure her, 
saying: ‘ He spoke too much ; he has lost consciousness, as he 
did before. But I assure you that I can feel his heart beating. 
Here, put your hand here, Contessina. For mercy’s sake don’t 
distress yourself like that; the doctor will soon be here, and 
everything will be all right.’ 

But she did not listen to him, and all at once he was lost 
in amazement, for she flung herself upon the body of the man 
she adored, caught it in a frantic embrace, bathed it with tears 
and covered it with kisses whilst stammering words of fire: 
‘Ah! if I were to lose you, if I were to lose you! And to 
think that I repulsed you, that I would not accept happiness 
when it was yet possible! Yes, that idea of mine, that vow I 
made to the Madonna! Yet how could she be offended by 
our happiness? And then, and then, if she has deceived me, 
if she takes you from me, ah! then I can have but one regret 
—that I did not damn myself with you—yes, yes, damnation 
rather than that we should never, never be each other’s ! ? 

Was this the woman who had shown herself so calm, so 
sensible, so patient the better to ensure her happiness? 
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Pierre was terrified, and no longer recognised her. He had 
hitherto seen her so reserved, so modest, with a childish charm 
that seemed to come from her very nature! But under the 
threatening blow she feared, the terrible blood of the Bocca- 
neras had awoke within her with a long heredity of violence, 
pride, frantic and exasperated longings. She wished for her 
share of life, her share of love! And she moaned and she cla- 
moured, as if death, in taking her lover from her, were 
tearing away some of her own flesh. | 

‘Calm yourself, I entreat you, madame,’ repeated the 
priest. ‘ He is alive, his heart beats. You are doing yourself 
great harm.’ 

But she wished to die with her lover: ‘O my darling! if 
you must go, take me, take me with you. I will lay myself 
on your heart, I will clasp you so tightly with my arms that 
they shall be joined to yours, and then we must needs be 
buried together. Yes, yes, we shall be dead, and we shall be 
wedded all the same—wedded in death! I promised that I 
would belong to none but you, and I will be yours in spite of 
everything, even in the grave. O my darling, open your eyes, 
open your mouth, kiss me if you don’t want me to die as soon 
as you are dead !? 

A blaze of wild passion, full of blood and fire, had passed 
through that mournful chamber with old, sleepy walls. But 
tears were now overcoming Benedetta, and big gasping sobs 
at last threw her, blinded and strengthless, on the edge of the 
bed. And fortunately an end was put to the terrible scene by 
the arrival of the doctor whom Victorine had fetched. 

Doctor Giordano was a little old man of over sixty, with 
white curly hair, and fresh-looking, clean-shaven countenance. 
By long practice among Churchmen he had acquired the 
paternal appearance and manner of an amiable prelate. And 
he was said to be a very worthy man, tending the poor for 
nothing, and displaying ecclesiastical reserve and discretion in 
all delicate cases. For thirty years past the whole Boccanera 
family, children, women, and even the most eminent Cardinal 
himself, had in all cases of sickness been placed in the hands 
of this prudent practitioner. Lighted by Victorine and helped 
by Pierre, he undressed Dario, who was roused from his swoon 
by pain ; and after examining the wound he declared with a 
smile that it was not at all dangerous. The young Prince 
would at the utmost have to spend three weeks in bed, and no 
complications were to be feared. Then, like all the doctors of 
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Rome, enamoured of the fine thrusts and cuts which day by 
day they have to dress among chance patients of the lower 
classes, -he. complacently lingered over the wound, doubtless 
regarding it as a clever piece of work, for he ended by saying 
to the Prince in an undertone: ‘ That’s what we call a warn- 
ing. Theman didn’t want to kill, the blow was dealt down- 
wards so that the knife might slip through the flesh without 
touching the bone. Ah! aman really needs to be skilful to 
deal such a stab; it was very neatly done.’ 

‘ Yes, yes,’ murmured Dario, ‘he spared me ; had he chosen 
he could have pierced me through.” 

Benedetta did not hear. Since the doctor had declared 
the case to be free from danger, and, had explained that the 
fainting fits were due to nervous shock, she had fallen in a 
chair, quite prostrated. Gradually, however, some gentle 
tears coursed from her eyes, bringing relief after her frightful 
despair, and then, rising to her feet, she came and kissed Dario 
with mute and passionate delight. 

‘I say, my dear doctor,’ resumed the Prince, ‘it’s useless 
for people to know of this. It’s so ridiculous. Nobody has 
seen anything, it seems, excepting Monsieur l'Abbé, whom I 
ask to keep the matter secret. And in particular I don’t want 
anybody to alarm the Cardinal or my aunt, or indeed any of 
our friends.’ : 

Doctor Giordano indulged in one of his placid smiles. 
‘ Very good,’ said he, ‘that’s natural; don’t worry yourself. 
We will say that you have had a fall on the stairs and have 
dislocated your shoulder. And now that the wound is dressed 
hee must try to sleep, and don’t get feverish. I will come 

ack to-morrow morning.’ 

That evening of excitement was followed by some very 
tranquil days, and a new life began for Pierre, who at first 
remained indoors, reading and writing, with no other recreation 
than that of spending his afternoons in Dario’s room, where he 
was certain to find Benedetta. After a somewhat intense 
fever lasting for eight and forty hours, cure took its usual 
course, and the story of the dislocated shoulder was so gene- 
rally believed, that the Cardinal insisted on Donna Serafina 
departing from her habits of strict economy, to have a second 
lantern lighted on the landing in order that no such accident 
might occur again. And then the monotonous peacefulness 
was only disturbed bya final incident, a threat of trouble, asit 
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wore, With which Pierre found himself mixod up one evening 
when he was lingering beside the convalescent patient. 

Benedetta had absented herself for a few minutes, and as 
Victorine, who had brought up some broth, was leaning to- 
wards the Prince to take the empty cup from him, she said in 
a low voice: ‘There’s a girl, Monsieur, La Pierina, who 
comes here every day, crying and asking for news of you. I 
can’t get rid of her, she’s always prowling about the place, so 
I thought it best to tell you of it.’ 

Unintentionally, Pierre heard her and understood every- 
thing. Dario, who was looking at him, at once guessed his 
thoughts, and, without answering Victorine, exclaimed: ‘ Yes, 
Abbé, it was that brute Tito! How idiotic, eh?’ At the 
same time, although the young man protested that he had 
done nothing, whatever for the girl's brother to give him such 
a ‘warning,’ he smiled in an embarrassed way, as if vexed and 
even somewhat ashamed of being mixed up in an affair of the 
kind. And he was evidently relieved when the priest pro- 
mised that he would see the girl, should she come back, and 
nake her understand that she ought to remain at home. 

‘It was such a stupid affair!’ the Prince repeated. with 
an exaggerated show of anger. ‘ Such things are not of our 
times.’ 

But all at once he ceased speaking, for Benedetta entered 
the room. She sat down again beside her dear patient, and 
the sweet, peaceful evening then took its course in the old 
sleepy chamber, the old, lifeless palace, whence never a sound 
arose. 

When Pierre began to go out again he at first merely took 
a brief airing in the district. The Via Giulia interested him, 
for he knew how splendid it had been in the time of Julius 
II who had dreamt of lining it with sumpiuous palaces. 
Horse and foot races then took place there during the carnival, 
the Palazzo Farnese being the starting-point, and the Piazza 
of St. Peter’s the goal. Pierre had also lately read that a 
French ambassador, D'Ustrée, Marquis de Couré, had resided 
at the Palazzo Sacchetti, and in 1638 had given some magnifi- 
cent entertainments in honour of the birth of the Dauphin,! 
when on three successive days there had been racing from the 
Ponte Sisto to San Giovanni dei Fiorentini amidst an extra- 
ordinary display of sumptuosity: the street being strewn with 
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flowers, and rich hangings adorning every window. On the 
‘ ‘second evening there had been fireworks on the Tiber, with a 
machine representing the ship Argo carrying Jason and his 
companions to the recovery of the Golden Fleece ; and, on 
another occasion, the Farnese fountain, the Mascheroné, had 
flowed with wine. Nowadays, however, all was changed. The 
street, bright with sunshine or steeped in shadow according to 
the hour, was ever silent and deserted. The heavy, ancient 
palatial houses, their old doors studded with plates and nails, 
their windows barred with huge iron gratings, always seemed 
to be asleep, whole storeys showing nothing but closed shutters 
as if to keep out the daylight for evermore. Now and again, 
when a door was open, you espied deep vaults, damp, cold 
courts, green with mildew, and encompassed by colonnades 
iike cloisters. Then, in the outbuildings of the mansions, the 
low structures which had collected more particularly on the 
side of the Tiber, various small silent shops had installed 
themselves. There was a baker’s, a tailor’s and a bookbinder’s, 
some fruiterers’ shops with a few tomatoes and salad plants 
set out on boards, and some wine-shops which claimed to sell 
- the vintages of Frascati and Genzano, but whose customers 
. Seemed to be dead. Midway along the street was a modern 
prison, whose horrid yellow wall in no wise enlivened the scene, 
whilst, overhead, a flight of telegraph wires stretched from the 
arcades of the Farnese Palace to the distant vista of trees 
beyond the river. With its infrequent traffic the street, even 
in the daytime, was like some sepulchral corridor where the 
past was crumbling into dust, and when night fell its desola- 
tion quite appalled Pierre. You did not meet a soul, you did 
not see a light in any window, and the glimmering gas lamps, 
few and far between, seemed powerless to pierce the gloom. 
On either hand the doors were barred and bolted, and not a 
sound, not a breath came from within. Even when, after a 
long interval, you. passed a lighted wine-shop, behind whose 
panes of frosted glass a lamp gleamed dim and motionless, not 
an exclamation, not a suspicion of a laugh ever reached your 
ear. There was nothing alive save the two sentries placed 
outside the prison, one before the entrance and the other at 
the corner of the right-hand lane, and they remained erect 
and still, coagulated, as it were, in that dead street, 

Pierre’s interest, however, was not merely confined to the 
Via Giulia ; it extended to the whole district, once so fine and 
fashionable, but now fallen into sad decay, far removed from 
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modern life, and exhaling a faint musty odour of monasticism. 
Towards San Giovanni dei Fiorentini, where the new Corso 
Vittorio Emanuele has ripped up every olden district, the 
lofty five-storeyed houses with their dazzling sculptured fronts 
contrasted violently with the black sunken dwellings of the 
neighbouring lanes. In the evening the globes of the electric 
lamps on the Corso shone out with such dazzling whiteness 
that the gas lamps of the Via Giulia and other streets 
looked like smoky lanterns. There were several old and 
famous thoroughfares, the Via Banchi Vecchi, the Via del 
Pellegrino, the Via di Monserrato, and an infinity of cross- 
streets which intersected and connected the others, all going 
towards the Tiber, and for the most part so narrow that 
vehicles scarcely had room to pass. And each street had its 
church, a multitude of churches all more or less alike, 
highly decorated, gilded, and painted, and open only at 
service time when they were full of sunlight and incense. 
In the Via Giulia, in addition to San Giovanni dei Fiorentini, 
San Biagio della Pagnotta, San Eligio degli Orefici, and 
three or four others, there was the so-called Church of the 
Dead, Santa Maria dell’ Orazione; and this church, which 
is at the lower end behind the Farnese palace, was often 
visited by Pierre, who liked to dream there of the wild life 
of Rome, and of the pious brothers of the Confraternità 
della Morte, who officiate there, and whose mission is to 
search for and bury such poor outcasts as die in the Campagna. 
One evening he was present at the funeral of two unknown 
men, whose bodies, after remaining unburied for quite a 
eee had been discovered in a field near the Appian 
ay. 

However, Pierre’s favourite promenade soon became the 
new quay of the Tiber beyond the Palazzo Boccanera. He 
had merely to take the narrow lane skirting the mansion 
to reach a spot where he found much food for reflection. 
Although the quay was not yet finished, the work seemed to 
be quite abandoned. There were heaps of rubbish, blocks 
of stone, broken fences, and dilapidated tool-sheds all around. 
To such a height had it been necessary to carry the quay 
walls—designed to protect the city from floods, for the 
river bed has been rising for centuries past—that the old 
terrace of the Boccanera gardens, with its double flight of 
steps to which pleasure boats had once been moored, now lay 
in a hollow, threatened with annihilation whenever the works 
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shonld be finished. But nothing had yet been levelled; the 
soil, brought thither for making up the bank, lay as it 
had fallen from the carts, and on all sides were pits and 
mounds interspersed with the abandoned building materials. 
Wretched urchins came to play there, workmen without work 
slept in the sunshine, and women after washing ragged linen 
spread it out to dry upon the stones. Nevertheless the spot 
proved a happy, peaceful refuge for Pierre, one fruitful in inex- 
haustible reveries when for hours at a time he lingered gazing 
at the river, the quays, and the city, stretching in front of him 
and on either hand. 

At eight in the morning the sun already gilded the vast 
opening. On turning to the left he perceived the roofs of the 
Trastevere, of a misty, bluish grey against the dazzling sky. 
Then, just beyond the apse of San Giovanni, on the right, 
the river curved, and on its other bank the poplars of the 
Ospedale di Santo Spirito formed a green curtain, while the 
castle of Sant’ Angelo showed brightly in the distance. But 
Pierre's eyes dwelt more particularly on the bank just in front 
of him, for there he found some lingering vestiges of old Rome. 
On that side indeed between the Ponte Sisto and the Ponte 
Sant’ Angelo, the quays, which were to imprison the river 
within high, white, fortress-like walls, had not yet been raised, 
and the bank with its remnants of the old papal city conjured up 
an extraordinary vision of the middle ages. The houses, descend- 
ing to the river brink, were cracked, scorched, rusted by innu- 
merable burning summers, likesomany antique bronzes. Down 
below there were black vaults into which the water flowed, piles 
upholding walls, and fragments of Roman stonework plunging’ 
into the river-bed; then, rising from the shore, came steep, 
broken stairways, green with moisture, tiers of terraces, storeys 
with tiny windows pierced here and there in hap-hazard 
fashion, houses perched atop of. other houses, and the whole 
jumbled together with a fantastic commingling of balconies 
and wooden galleries, footbridges spanning courtyards, clumps 
of trees growing apparently on the very roofs, and attics 
rising from amidst pinky tiles. The contents of a drain fell 
noisily into the river from a worn and soiled gorge of stone ; 
and wherever the houses stood back and the bank appeared 
it was covered with wild vegetation, weeds, shrubs, and 
mantling ivy, which trailed like a kingly robe of state. And: 
in the glory of the sun the wretchedness and dirt vanished ; 
the crooked, jumbled houses seemed to be of gold, draped 
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with the purple of the red petticoats and the dazzling white 
of the shifts which hung drying from their windows; while 
higher still, above the district, the Janiculum rose into all the 
luminary’s dazzlement, uprearing the slender profile of Sant’ 
Onofrio amidst cypresses and pines. 

Leaning on the parapet of the quay wall, Pierre sadly 
gazed at the Tiber for hours at a time. Nothing could convey 
an idea of the weariness of those old waiters, the mournful 
slowness of their flow along that Babylonian trench where 
they were confined within huge, bare, livid prison-like walls. 
In the sunlight their yellowness was gilded, and the faint 
quiver of the current brought ripples of green and blue; but 
as soon as the shade spread over it the stream became opaque 
like mud, so turbid in its venerable old age that it no longer 
even gave back a reflection of the houses lining it. And bow 
desolate was its abandonment, what a stream of silence and 
solitude it was! After the winter rains it might roll furiously 
and threateningly, but during the long months of bright 
weather it traversed Rome without a sound, and Pierre could 
remain there all day long without seeing either a skiff or a 
sail, The two or three little steam-boats which arrived from 
the coast, the few tartanes which brought wine from Sicily, 
never came higher than the Aventine, beyond which there was 
only a watery desert in which here and there, at long intervals, 
a motionless angler let his line dangle. All that Pierre ever 
saw in the way of shipping was a sort of ancient, covered 
pinnace, a rotting Noah’s ark, moored on the right beside the 
old bank, and he fancied that it might be used as a washhouse, 
though on no occasion did he see anyone in it. And on a neck 
of mud there also lay a stranded: boat with one side broken in, 
a lamentable symbol of the impossibility and the relinquish- 
ment of navigation. Ah! that decay of the river, that decay 
of father Tiber, as dead as the famous ruins whose dust he is 
weary of laving! And whatan evocation! all the centuries 
of history, so many things, so many men, that those yellow 
waters have reflected till, full of lassitude and disgust, they 
have grown heavy, silent and deserted, longing only for an- 
nihilation. er 
* One morning on the river bank Pierre found La Pierina 
standing behind an abandoned tool-shed. With her neck 
extended, she was looking fixedly at the window of Dario’s 
room, at the corner of the quay and the lane. Doubtless she 
had been frightened by Victorine’s severe reception, and had 
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not dared to return to the mansion; but some servant, pos- 
sibly, had told her which was the young Prince’s window, and 
so she now came to this spot, where without wearying she 
waited for a glimpse of the man she loved, for some sign of 
life and salvation, the mere hope of which made her heart 
leap. Deeply touched by the way in which she hid herself, 
all humility and quivering with adoration, the priest ap- 
proached her, and instead of scolding her and driving her away 
as he had been asked to do, spoke to her in a gentle, cheerful 
manner, asking her for news of her people as though nothing 
had happened, and at last contriving to mention Dario’s nama 
in order that she might understand that he would be up and 
about again within a fortnight. On perceiving Pierre, La 
Pierina had started with timidity and distrust as if anxious to 
flee; but when she understood him, tears of happiness gushed 
from her eyes, and with a bright smile she kissed her hand to 
hin, calling : ‘ Grazie, grazie, thanks, thanks!’ And there- 
upon she darted away, and he never saw her again. 

On another morning at an early hour, as Pierre was going 
to say mass at Santa Brigida on the Piazza Farnese, he was 
surprised to meet Benedetta coming out of the church and 

ing a small phial of oil. She evinced no embarrassment, 
but frankly told him that every two or three days she went 
thither to obtain from the beadle a few drops of the oil used 
for the lamp that burnt before an antique wooden statue of 
the Madonna, in which she had perfect confidence. She even 
confessed that she had never had confidence in any other 
Madonna, having never obtained anything from any other, 
though she had prayed to several of high repute, Madonnas 
of marble and even of silver. And so her heart was full of 
ardent devotion for the holy image which refused her nothing. 
And she declared in all simplicity, as though the matter were 
quite natural and above discussion, that the few drops of oil 
which she applied, morning and evening, to Dario’s wound, 
were alone working his cure, so speedy a cure as to be quite 
miraculous. Pierre, fairly aghast, distressed indeed to find 
such childish, superstitious notions in one so full of sense and 
grace and passion, did not even venture to smile. 

In the evenings, when he came back from his strolls and 
spent an hour or so in Dario’s room, he would for a time 
divert the patient by relating what ne had done and seen and 
thought of during the day. And when he again ventured to 
stray beyond the district, and became enamoured of the lovely 
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gardens of Rome, which he visited as soon as they opened in 
the morning in order that he might be virtually alone, he 
delighted the young prince and Benedetta with his enthusiasm, 
his rapturous passion for the splendid trees, the plashing water, 
and the spreading terraces whence the views were so sublime. 
It was not the most extensive of these gardens which the more 
deeply impressed his heart. In the grounds of the Villa Bor- 
ghese, the little Roman Bois de Boulogne, there were certainly 
some majestic clumps of greenery, some regal avenues where 
carriages took a turn in the afternoon before the obligatory 
drive to the Pincio; but Pierre was more touched by the re- 
served garden of the villa—that villa dazzling with marble 
and now containing one of the finest museums in the world. 
There was a simple lawn of fine grass with a vast central 
basin surmounted by a figure of Venus, nude and white; and 
antique fragments, vases, statues, columns and sarcophagi 
were ranged symmetrically all around the deserted, sunlit yet 
melancholy sward. On returning on one occasion to the 
Pincio Pierre spent a delightful morning there, penetrated by 
the charm of this little nook with its scanty evergreens, and 
its admirable vista of all Rome and St. Peter’s rising up afar 
off in the soft limpid radiance. At the Villa Albani and the 
Villa Pamphili he again came upon superb parasol pines, tall; 
stately and graceful, and powerful elm-trees with twisted 
limbs and dusky foliage. In the Pamphili grounds, the elm- 
trees steeped the paths in a delicious half light, the lake with 
its weeping willows and tufts of reeds had a dreamy aspect, 
while down below the parterre displayed a fantastic floral 
mosaic bright with the various hues of flowers and foliage. 
That which most particularly struck Pierre, however, in this, 
the noblest, most spacious, and most carefully tended garden 
of Rome, was the novel and unexpected view that he suddenly 
obtained of St. Peter’s whilst skirting a low wall: a view whose 
symbolism for ever clung to him. Rome had completely van- 
ished, and between the slopes of Monte Mario and another 
wooded height which hid the city, there only appeared the 
colossal dome which seemed to be poised on an infinity of 
seattered blocks, now white, now red. These were the houses 
of the Borgo, the jumbled piles of the Vatican and the basilica 
which the huge dome surmounted and annihilated, showing 
greyly blue in the light blue of the heavens, whilst far away 


stretched a delicate, boundless vista of the Campagna, likewise 
of à bluish tint, 
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It was, however, more particularly in the less sumptuous 
gardens, those of a more homely grace, that Pierre realised 
that even things have souls. Ah! that Villa Mattei on one 
side of the Cœlius with its terraced grounds, its sloping alleys 
edged with laurel, aloe and spindle-tree, its box-plants forming 
arbours, iis oranges, its roses and its fountains! Pierre spent 
some delicious hours there, and only found a similar charm on 
visiting the Aventine, where three churches are embowered in 
verdure. The little garden of Santa Sabina, the birthplace 
of the Dominican order, is closed on all sides and affords no 
view: it slumbers in quiescence, warm and perfumed by its 
orange trees, amongst which that planted by St. Dominic 
stands huge and gnarled but still laden with ripe fruit. At 
the adjoining Priorato, however, the garden, perched higli 
above the Tiber, overlooks a vast expanse, with the river and 
the buildings on either bank as far as the summit of the 
Janiculum. And in these gardens of Rome Pierre ever found 
the same clipped box-shrubs, the same eucalypti with white 
trunks and pale leaves long like hair, the same ilex-treés squat 
and dusky, the same giant pines, the same black cypresses, 
the same marbles whitening amidst tufts of roses, and the 
same fountains gurgling under mantling ivy. Never did he 
enjoy more gentle, sorrow-tinged delight than at the Villa of 
Pope Julius, where all the life of a gay and sensual period is 
suggested by the semi-circular porticus opening on the gardens, 
a porticus decorated with paintings, golden trellis-work laden 
with flowers, amidst which flutter flights of smiling Cupids. 
Then, on the evening when he returned from the. Farnesina, 
he declared that he had brought all the dead soul of ancient 
Rome away with him, and it was not the paintings executed 
after Raffaelle’s designs that had touched him, it was rather 
the pretty hall on the river side decorated in soft blue and 
pink and lilac, with an art devoid of genius yet so charming 
and so Roman ; and in particular it was the abandoned garden 
once stretching down to the Tiber, and now shut off from it 
by the new quay, and presenting an aspect of woful desola- 
tion, ravaged, bossy and weedy like a cemetery, albeit the 
golden fruit of-orange and citron tree still ripened there. 

And for the last time a shock came to Pierre’s heart on 
the lovely evening when he visited the Villa Medici.’ There 
he was on French soil.! And again what a marvellous garden 

1 Here is the French Academy, where winners of the Prix de Rome? 
in painting, sculpture, architecture, engraving and music are maintained 
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he found with box-plants, and pines, and avenues full of mag- 
nificence and charm! What a refuge for antique reverie wag 
that wood of ilex-trees, so old and so sombre, where the sun 
in declining cast fiery gleams of red gold amidst the sheeny 
bronze of the foliage. You ascend by endless steps, and from 
the crowning belvedere on high you embrace all Rome at a 
glance, as though by opening your arms you could seize it in 
its entirety. From the villa’s dining-room, decorated with 
portraits of all the artists who have successively sojourned there, 
and from the spacious peaceful library one beholds the same 
splendid, broad, all-conquering panorama, a panorama of un- 
limited ambition, whose infinite ought to set in the hearts of 
the young men dwelling there a determination to subjugate 
the world. Pierre, who came thither opposed to the principle 
of the ‘ Prix de Rome,’ that traditional, uniform education so 
dangerous for originality, was for a moment charmed by the 
warm peacefulness, the limpid solitude of the garden, and the 
sublime horizon where the wings of genius seemed to flutter. 
Ah! how delightful, to be only twenty and to live for three 
years amidst such infinite sweetness, encompassed by the 
finest works of man; to say to oneself that one is as yet too 
young to produce, and to reflect, and seek, and learn how to 
enjoy, suffer and love! But Pierre afterwards reflected that 
this was not a fit task for youth, and that to appreciate the 
divine enjoyment of such a retreat, all art and blue sky, ripe 
age was needed, age with victories already gained and weari- 
ness following upon the accomplishment of work. He chatied 
with some of the young pensioners, and remarked that if 
those who were inclined to dreaminess and contemplation, 
like those who could merely claim mediocrity, accommodated 
themselves to this life cloistered in the art of the past, on the 
other hand artists of active bent and personal temperament 
pined with impatience, their eyes ever turned towards Paris, 
their souls eager to plunge into the furnace of battle and 
production. 

All those gardens of which Pierre spoke to Dario and 
Benedetta with so much rapture, awoke within them the 
memory of the garden of the Villa Montefiori now a waste, 
but once so green, planted with the finest orange-trees of Rome, 
a grove of centenarian orange-trees where they had learnt to 
love one another. And the memory of their early love brought 


by the French Government for three years. The creation dates from 
Louis XIV.—Trans. | 


300 ROME 


thoughts of their present situation and their future prospects. 
To these the conversation always reverted, and evening after 
evening Pierre witnessed their delight, and heard them talk 
of coming happiness like lovers transported to the seventh 
heaven. The suit for the dissolution of Benedetta’s marriage 
was now assuming a more and more favourable aspect. 
Guided by a powerful hand, Donna Serafina was apparently 
acting very vigorously, for almost every day she had some 
further good news to report. She was indeed anxious to 
finish the affair both for the continuity and for the honour of 
the name, for on the one hand Dario refused to marry any- 
one but his cousin, and on the other this marriage would 
explain everything and put an end to an intolerable situation. 
The scandalous rumours which circulated both in the white 
and the black world quite incensed her, and a victory was the 
more necessary as Leo XIII, already so aged, might be 
snatched away at any moment, and in the Conclave which would 
follow she desired that her brother’s name should shine forth 
with untarnished, sovereign radiance. Never had the secret 
ambition of her life, the hope that her race might give a 
third pope to the Church, filled her with so much passion. 
It was as if she therein sought a consolation for the harsh 
abandonment of Advocate Morano. Invariably clad in sombre 
garb, ever active and slim, so tightly laced that from behind 
one might have taken her for a young girl, she was so to 
say the black soul of that old palace; and Pierre who met 
her everywhere, prowling and inspecting like a careful house- 
keeper, and jealously watching over her brother the Cardinal, 
bowed to her in silence, chilled to the heart by the stern look 
of her withered wrinkled face in which was set the large, 
opiniative nose of her family. However she barely returned 
his bows, for she still disdained that paltry foreign priest, and 
only tolerated him in order to please Monsignor Nani and 
Viscount Philibert de la Choue. 

A witness every evening of the anxious delight and im- 
patience of Benedetta and Dario, Pierre by degrees became 
almost as impassioned as themselves, as desirous for an early 
solution. Benedetta’s suit was about to come before the Con- 
gregation of the Council once more. Monsignor Palma, the 
defender of the marriage, had demanded a supplementary 
inquiry after the favourable decision arrived at in the first 
instance by a bare majority of one vote—a majority which 
the Pope would certainly not have thought sufficient had he 
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been asked for his ratification. So the question now was to. 
gain votes among the ten Cardinals who formed the Congrega- 
tion, to persuade and convince them, and if possible ensure an 
almost unanimous pronouncement. The task was arduous, for, 
instead of facilitating matters, Benedetta’s relationship to 
Cardinal Boccanera raised many difficulties, owing to the in- 
triguing spirit rife at the Vatican, the spite of rivals who, by 
perpetuating the scandal, hoped to destroy Boccanera’s chance 
of ever attaining to the papacy. Jivery afternoon, however, 
Donna Serafina devoted herself to the task of winning votes 
under the direction of her confessor, Father Lorenza, whom 
she saw daily at the Collegio Germanico, now the last refuge 
of the Jesuits in Rome, for they have ceased to be masters of 
the Gest. The chief hope of success lay in Prada’s formal 
declaration that he would not put in an appearance. The 
whole affair wearied and irritated him; the imputations 
levelled against him asa man seemed to him supremely odious 
and ridiculous; and he no longer even took the trouble to 
reply to the assignations which were sent to him. He acted 
indeed as if he had never been married, though deep in his 
heart the wound dealt to his passion and his pride still lingered, 
bleeding afresh whenever one or another of the scandalous 
rumours in circulation reached his ears. However, as their 
adversary desisted from all action, one can understand that 
the hopes of Benedetta and Dario increased, the more so as 
hardly an evening passed without Donna Serafina telling them 
that she believed she had gained the support of another 
cardinal, 

But the man who terrified them all was Monsignor Palma, 
whom the congregation had appointed to defend the sacred 
ties of matrimony. His rights and privileges were almost 
unlimited, he could appeal yet again, and in any case would 
make the affair drag on as long as it pleased him. His first 
report, in reply to Morano’s memoir, had been a terrible-blow, 
and it was now said that a second one which he was preparing 
would prove yet more pitiless, establishing as a fundamental 
principle of the Church that it could not annul a marriage 
whose nonconsummation was purely and simply due to the 
action of the wife in refusing obedience to her husband. In 
presence of such energy and logic, it was unlikely that the 
cardinals, even if sympathetic. would dare to advise the Holy 
Father to dissolve the marriage. And so discouragement was 
once more overcoming Benedetta when Donna Serafina, on 
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returning from a visit to Monsignor Nani, calmed her some- 
what by telling her that a mutual friend had undertaken to 
deal with Monsignor Palma. However, said she, even if they 
succeeded, it would doubtless cost them a large sum. 

Monsignor Palma, a theologist expert in all canonical 
affairs, and a perfectly honest man in pecuniary matters, had 
met with a great misfortune in his life. He had a niece, a 
poor and lovely girl, for whom, unhappily, in his declining 
years he conceived an insensate passion, with the result that 
to avoid a scandal he was compelled to marry her to a rascal 
who now preyed upon her and even beat her. And the prelate 
was now passing through a fearful crisis, weary of reducing 
himself so veggary, and indeed no longer having the money 
necessary to extricate his nephew by marriage from a very 
nasty predicament, the result of cheating at cards. So the 
idea was to save the young man by a considerable pecuniary 
payment, and then to procure him employment without asking 
aught of his uncle, who, as if offering complicity, came in tears 
one evening, when night had fallen, to thank Donna Serafina 
for her exceeding goodness. : 

Pierre was with Dario that evening when Benedetta entered 
the room laughing, and joyfully clapping her hands. ‘Its 
done, it’s done!’ she said, ‘he has just left aunt, and vowed 
eternal gratitude to her. He will now be obliged to show 
himself amiable.’ ; 

However Dario distrustfully inquired: ‘ But was he made 
to sign anything ? did he enter into a formal engagement ? 

‘Oh! no; how could one do that? It’s such a delicate 
matter,’ replied Benedetta. ‘But people say that he is a very 
honest man.’ Nevertheless, in spite of these words, she her- 
self became uneasy. Whatif Monsignor Palma should remain 
incorruptible in spite of the great service which had been 
rendered him? ‘henceforth this idea haunted them, and 
their suspense began once more. 

Dario, eager to divert his mind, was imprudent enough to 
get up before he was perfectly cured, and, his wound reopen- 
ing, he was obliged to take to his bed again for a few days. 
Every evening, as previously, Pierre strove to enliven him with 
an account of his strolls. The young priest was now getting 
bolder, rambling in turn through all the districts of Rome, 
and discovering the many ‘classical’ curiosities catalogued in 
the guide-books. One evening he spoke with a kind of affec- 
tion of the principal squares of the city which he had first 
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thought commonplace, but which now scomed to him very varied, 

each with original features of its own. There was the noble 
Piazza del Popolo of.such monumental symmetry and so full 
of sunlight; there was the Piazza di Spagna, the lively meet- 
ing-place of foreigners, with its double flight of a hundred and 
thirty steps gilded by the sun; there was the vast Piazza 
Colonna, always swarming with people, and the most Italian 
of all the Roman squares from the presence of the idle, care- 
less crowd which ever lounged round the column of Marcus 
Aurelius as if waiting for fortune to fall from heaven; there 
was also the long and regular Piazza Navona, deserted since 
the market was no longer held there, and retaining a melan- 
choly recollection of its former bustling life; and there was 
the Campo dei Fiori, which was invaded each morning by the 
tumultuous fruit and vegetable markets, quite a plantation of 
huge umbrellas sheltering heaps of tomatoes, pimentoes, and 
grapes amidst a noisy stream of dealers and housewives. 
Pierre’s great: surprise, however, was the Piazza del Campi- 
doglio—the ‘ Square of the Capitol ’—which to him suggested 
a summit, an open spot overlooking the city and the world, 
but which he found to be small and square, and on three sides 
enclosed by palaces, whilst on the fourth side the view was of 
little exteni.! There are no passers-by there; visitors usually 
come up by a flight of steps bordered by a few palm-trees, 
only foreigners making use of the winding carriage-ascent. 
The vehicles wait, and the tourists loiter for a while with their 
eyes raised to the admirable equestrian statue of Marcus 
Aurelius, in antique bronze, which occupies the centre of the 
piazza. Towards four o’clock, when the sun gilds the left-hand 
palace, and the slender statues of its entablature show vividly 
against the blue sky, you might think yourself in some warm, 
cosy square of a little provincial town, what with the women 
of the neighbourhood who sit knitting under the arcade, and 
the bands of ragged urchins who disport themselves on all 
sides like schoolboys in a playground. : 

Then, on.another evening Pierre told Benedetta and Dario. 
of his admiration for the Roman fountains, for in no other 
city of the world does water flow so abundantly and magnifi- 
cently in fountains of bronze and marble, from the boat-shaped 


1 The Piazza del Campidoglio is really a depression between the 
Capitolium proper and the northern height called the Arx. It is sup- 
posed to have been the exact site of Romulus’s traditional Asylum.— 
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Fontana della Barcaccia on the Piazza di Spagna, the Triton 
on the Piazza Barberini, and the Tortoises which give their 
name to the Piazza delle Tartarughe, to the three fountaing 
of the Piazza Navona where Bernini’s vast central composition 
of rock and river-gods rises so triumphantly, and to the colossal 
and pompous fountain of Trevi, where King Neptune stands 
on high attended by lofty figures of Health and Fruitfulness, 
And on yet another evening Pierre came home quite pleased, 
relating that he had at last discovered why it was that the old 
streets around the Capitol and along the Tiber seemed to him 
so strange: it was because they had no footways, and pedes- 
trians, instead of skirting the walls, invariably took the middle 
of the road, leisurely wending their way among the vehicles. 
Pierre was very fond of those old districts with their winding 
lanes, their tiny squares so irregular in shape, and their huge 
square mansions swamped by a multitudinous jumble of little 
houses. He found a charm, too, in the district of the Esquiline, 
where, besides innumerable flights of ascending steps, each of 
grey pebbles edged with white stone, there were sudden sinuous 
slopes, tiers of terraces, seminaries and convents, lifeless, with 
their windows ever closed, and lofty, blank walls above which 
a superb palm tree would now and again soar into the spotless 
blue of the sky. And on yet another evening, having strolled 
into the Campagna beside the Tiber and above the Ponte 
Molle, he came back full of enthusiasm for a form of classical 
art which hitherto he had scarcely appreciated. Along the 
river bank, however, he had found the very scenery that 
Poussin so faithfully depicted: the sluggish, yellow stream 
fringed with reeds; low riven cliffs, whose chalky whiteness 
showed against the ruddy background of a far-stretching, un- 
dulating plain, bounded by blue hills; a few spare trees with 
a ruined porticus opening on to space atop of the bank, and a 
line of pale-hued sheep descending to drink, whilst the shep- 
herd, with an elbow resting on the trunk of an ilex-tree, stood 
looking on. It was a special kind of beauty, broad and ruddy, 
made up of nothing, sometimes simplified into a series of 
low, horizontal lines, but ever ennobled by the great memories 
it evoked: the Roman legions marching along the paved high- 
ways across the bare Campagna; the long slumber of the 
middle ages; and then the awakening of antique nature in 
the midst of Catholicism, whereby, for the second time, Rome 
became ruler of the world. 

One day when Pierre came back from seeing the great 
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modern cemetery, the Campo Verano, he found Celia, as well 
as Benedetta, by the side of Dario’s bed. ‘ What, Monsieur 
l'Abbé 1” exclaimed the little Princess when she learnt where 
he had been; ‘it amuses you to visit the dead ?’ 

‘Oh those Frenchmen,’ remarked Dario, to whom the 
mere idea of a cemetery was repulsive; ‘those Frenchmen 
seem to take a pleasure in making their lives wretched with 
their partiality for gloomy scenes.’ 

‘But there is no escaping the reality of death,’ gently 
replied Pierre ; ‘the best course is to look it in the face.’ 

This made the Prince quite angry. ‘ Reality, reality,’ said 
he, ‘ when reality isn’t pleasant I don’t look at it; I try never 
to think of it even.’ 

In spite of this rejoinder, Pierre, with his smiling, placid 
air, went on enumerating the things which had struck him: 
first, the admirable manner in which the cemetery was kept, 
then the festive appearance which it derived from the bright 
autumn sun, and the wonderful profusion in which marble was 
lavished in slabs, statues, and chapels. The ancient atavism 
had surely been at work, the sumptuous mausoleums of the 
Appian Way had here sprung up afresh, making death a pre- 
text for the display of pomp and pride. In the upper part of 
the cemetery the Roman nobility had a district of its own, 
crowded with veritable temples, colossal statues, groups of 
several figures; and if at times the taste shown in these 
monuments was deplorable, it was none the less certain that 
millions had been expended on them. One charming feature 
of the place, said Pierre, was that the marbles, standing among 
yews and cypresses, were remarkably well preserved, white and 
spotless; for, if the summer sun slowly gilded them, there 
were none of those stains of moss and rain which impart an 
aspect of melancholy decay to the statues of northern climes. 

Touched by the discomfort of Dario, Benedetta, hitherto 
silent, ended by interrupting Pierre. ‘And was the hunt in- 
teresting ?’ she asked, turning to Celia. 

The little Princess had been taken by her mother to see a 
fox-hunt, and had been speaking of it when the priest entered 
the room. 

‘Yes, it was very interesting, my dear,’ she replied; 
‘the meet was at noon near the tomb of Cecilia Metella, where 
a buffet had been arranged under a tent. And there was such 
a number of people—the foreign colony, the young men of the 
embassies, and some officers, not to mention ourselves—all the 
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men in scarlet and a great many ladies in habits. The 
“ throw-off” was at one o'clock, and the gallop lasted more 
than two hours and a half, so that the fox had a very long run. 
I wasn’t able to follow, but all the same I saw some extraor- 
dinary things—a great wall which the whole hunt had to leap, 
and then ditches and hedges—a mad race indeed in the rear 
of the hounds, There were two accidents, but nothing serious ; 
one gentleman, who was unseated, sprained his wrist badly, 
and another broke his leg.’ ! 

Dario had listened to Celia with passionate. interest, for 
fox hunting is one of the great pleasures of Rome, and the 
Campagna, flat and yet bristling with obstacles, is certainly 
well adapted to the sport. ‘Ah!’ said the young Prince in a 
despairing tone, ‘how idiotic it is to be riveted to this room! 
I shall end by dying of ennui l' 

Benedetta contented herself with smiling; neither reproach 
nor expression of sadness came from her at this candid display 
of egotism. Her own happiness at having him all to herzelf 
in the room where she nursed him was great indeed; still her 
love, at once full of youth and good sense, included a maternal 
element, and she well understood that he hardly amused him- 
self, deprived as he was of his customary pleasures and severed 
from his friends, few of whom he was willing to receive, for 
he feared that they might think the story of the dislocated 
shoulder suspicious. Of course there were no more /fétes, no 
more evenings at the theatre, no more flirtations. But above 
everything else Dario missed the Corso, and suffered despair- 
ingly at no longer seeing or learning anything by watching 
the procession of Roman society from four to five each after- 
noon. Accordingly, as soon as an intimate called, there were 
endless questions : Had the visitor seensoandso? Hadsucha 
one reappeared ? How had a certain friend’s love affair ended ? 
Was any new adventure setting the city agog ? And so forth; 
all the petty frivolities, nine days’ wonders, and puerile in- 
trigues in which the young Prince had hitherto expended his 
manly energy. 

After a pause Celia, who was fond of coming to him with 
innocent gossip, fixed her candid eyes on him—the fathomless 
eyes of an enigmatical virgin, and resumed: ‘ How long it 
takes to set a shoulder right!’ : | 

Had she, child as she was, with love her only business, 

1 The Roman Hunt, which counts about one hundred subscribers, has 
flourished since 1840. There is a kennel of English hounds, an English 
huntsman and whip, and a stable of English bunters.— Trans. 
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divined the truth? Dario in his embarrassment glanced at 
Benedetta, who still smiled. However, the little Princess was 
already darting to another subject: ‘Ah! you know, Dario, 
at the Corso yesterday I saw a lady——’ Then she stopped 
short, surprised and embarrassed that these words should have 
escaped her. However, in all bravery she resumed like one 
who had been a friend since childhood, sharing many a little 
love secret: ‘Yes, a very pretty person whom you know. 
Well, she had a bouquet of white roses with her all the same.’ 

At this Benedetta indulged in a burst of frank merriment, 
and Dario, still looking at her, also laughed. She had twitted 
him during the early days because no young woman ever sent 
to make inquiries about him. For his part, he was not dis- 
pleased with the rupture, for the continuance of the connection 
might have proved embarrassing ; and so, although his vanity 
may have been slightly hurt, the news that he was already 
replaced in La Tonietta’s affections was welcome rather than 
otherwise. ‘Ah!’ he contented himself with saying, ‘the 
absent are always in the wrong.’ 

‘The man one loves is never absent,’ declared Celia with 
her grave, candid air. 

However, Benedetta had stepped up to the bed to raise the 
young man’s pillows: ‘Never mind, Dario mio,’ said she, 
‘all those things are over ; I mean to keep you, and you will 
only have me to love.’ 

He gave her a passionafe glance and kissed her hair. 
She spoke the truth: he had never loved anyone but her, and 
she was not mistaken in her anticipation of keeping him 
always to herself alone as soon as they should be wedded. 
To her great delight, since she had been nursing him he had 
become quite childish again, such as he had been when she 
had learnt to love him under the orange trees of the Villa 
Montefiori. He retained a sort of puerility, doubtless tho 
outcome of impoverished blood, that return to childhood 
which one remarks amongst very ancient races; and he toyed 
on his bed with pictures, gazed for hours at photographs, 
which made him laugh. Moreover, his inability to endure 
suffering had yet increased; he wished Benedetta to be gay 
and sing, and amused her with his pretty egotism which led 
him to dream of a life of continual Joy with her. Ah! how 

leasant it would be to live together and for ever in the sun- 
ight, to do nothing and care for nothing, and even if tha 
world should crumble somewhere to heed it not! 
. x2 
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‘One thing which greatly pleases me,’ suddenly said the 
young Prince, ‘is that Monsieur l'Abbé has ended by falling 
in love with Rome.’ 

Pierre admitted it with a good grace. | 

“We told you so,’ remarked Benedetta. À great deal of 
time is needed for one to understand and love Rome. If you 
had only stayed here for a fortnight you would have gone off 
with a deplorable idea of us, but now that you have been here 
for two full months we are quite at ease, for you will never 
think of us without affection.’ 

She looked exceedingly charming as she spoke these words, 
and Pierre again bowed. However, he had already given 
thought to the phenomenon, and fancied he could explain it. 
When a stranger comes to Rome he brings with him a Rome 
of his own, a Rome such as he dreams of, so ennobled 
by imagination that the real Rome proves a terrible dis- 
enchantment. And so it is necessary to wait for habituation, 
for the mediocrity of the reality to soften, and for the 
imagination to have time to kindle again, and only behold 
things such as they are athwart the prodigious splendour of 
the past. 

However, Celia had risen and was taking leave. ‘ Good- 
bye, dear,’ she said ; ‘I hope the wedding will soon take place. 
You know, Dario, that I mean to be betrothed before the end 
of the month. Oh yes, I intend to make my father give a 
grand entertainment. And how nice it would be if the two 
weddings could take place at the same time !’ 

Two days later, after a long ramble through the Trastevere 
district, followed by a visit to the Palazzo Farnese, Pierre felt 
that he could at last understand the terrible, melancholy truth 
about Rome. He had several times already strolled through 
the Trastevere, attracted towards its wretched denizens by his 
compassion for all who suffered. Ah! that quagmire of 
wretchedness and ignorance! He knew of abominable nooks 
in the faubourgs of Paris, frightful ‘rents’ and ‘ courts ’ where 
people rotted in heaps, but there was nothing in France to 
equal the listless, filthy stagnation of the Trastevere. On the 
brightest days a dank gloom chilled the sinuous, cellar-like 
lanes, and the smell of rotting vegetables, rank oil, and human 
animality brought on fits of nausea. Jumbled together in a 
confusion which artists of romantic turn would admire, the 
antique, irregular houses had black, gaping entrances diving 
below ground, outdoor stairways conducting to upper floors, 
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and wooden balconies which only a miracle upheld. There 
were crumbling fronts, shored up with beams ; sordid lodgings 
whose filth and bareness could be seen through shattered 
windows; and numerous petty shops, all the open-air cook- 
stalls of a lazy race which never lighted a fire at home: you 
saw frying-shops with heaps of polenta, and fish swimming in 
stinking oil, and dealers in cooked vegetables displaying huge 
turnips, celery, cauliflowerg, and spinach, all cold and sticky. 
The butcher’s meat was black and clumsily cut up; the necks 
of the animals bristled with bloody clots, as though the heads 
had simply been torn away. The bakers’ loaves, piled on 
planks, looked like little round paving-stones ; atthe beggarly 
greengrocers’ merely a few pimentoes and fir-apples were 
shown under the strings of dry tomatoes which festooned the 
doorways; and the only shops which were at all attractive 
were those of the pork butchers with their salted provisions 
and their cheese, whose pungent smell slightly attenuated the 
pestilential reek of the gutters. Lottery offices, displaying lists 
of winning numbers, alternated with wine shops, of which 
latter there was a fresh one every thirty yards with large 
inscriptions setting forth that the best wines of Genzano, 
Marino, and Frascati were to be found within. And the whole 
district teemed with ragged, grimy denizens, children half- 
naked and devoured by vermin, bare-headed, gesticulating and 
shouting women, whose skirts were stiff with grease, old men 
who remained motionless on benches amidst swarms of 
hungry flies; idleness and agitation appearing on all sides, 
whilst cobblers sat on the sidewalks quietly plying their trade, 
and little donkeys pulled carts hither and thither, and men 
drove turkeys along, whip in hand, and bands of beggars 
rushed upon the few anxious tourists who had timorously 
ventured into the district. At the door of alittle tailor’s shop 
an old house-pail ‘dangled full of earth, in which a succulent 
plant was flowering. And from every window and balcony, as 
from the many cords which stretched across the street from 
house to house, all the household washing hung like bunting, 
nameless drooping rags, the symbolical banners of abominable 
misery. 

Pierre’s fraternal soul filled with pity at the sight, Ah! 
yes, it was necessary to demolish all those pestilential districts 
where the populace had wallowed for centuries as in a 
poisonous gaol! He was for demolition and sanitary im- 
provement, even if old Rome were killed and artists scandalised. 
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Doubiless the Trastevere was already greatly changed, pierced 
with several new thoroughfares which let the sun stream in, 
And amidst the abattis of rubbish and the spacious clearings, 
where nothing new had yet been erected, the remaining 
portions of the old district seemed even blacker and more 
loathsome. Some day, no doubt, it would all be rebuilt, but 
how interesting was this phase of the city’s evolution: old 
Rome expiring and new Rome just dawning amidst countless 
difficulties! To appreciate the change it was necessary to 
have known the filthy Rome of the past, swamped by sewage 
in every form. The recently levelled Ghetto had, over a 
course of centuries, so rotted the soil on which it stood that 
an awful, pestilential odour yet arose from its bare site. It 
was only fitting it should long remain waste, so that it might 
dry and become purified in the sun. In all the districts on 
either side of the Tiber where extensive improvements have 
been undertaken you find the same scenes. You follow some 
narrow, damp, evil-smelling street with black house fronts 
and overhanging roofs, and suddenly come upon a clearing 
as in a forest of ancient leprous hovels. There are squares, 
broad footways; lofty white carved buildings yet in the 
rough, littered with rubbish and fenced off. On every side 
you find as it were a huge building yard, which the financial 
crisis perpetuates; the city of to-moïrow arrested in its 
growth, stranded there in its monstrous, precocious, surpris- 
ing infancy. Nevertheless, therein lies good and healthful 
work, such as was and is absolutely necessary if Rome is to 
become a great modern city, instead of being left to rot, to 
dwindle into a mere ancient curiosity, a museum show-piece. 

That day, as Pierre went from the Trastevere to the 
Palazzo Farnese, where he was expected, he chose a round- 
about route, following the Via di Pettinari and the Via dei 
Giubbonari, the former so dark and narrow with a great 
hospital wall on one side and a row of wretched houses on the 
other, and the latter animated by a constant stream of people 
and enliveried by the jewellers’ windows, full of big gold 
chaing, and the displays of the drapers’ shops, where stuffs 
hung in bright red, blue, green and yellow lengths. And the 
popular district through which he had roamed and the trad- 
ing district which he was now crossing reminded him of the 
castle-fields with their mass of workpeople reduced to 
mendicity by lack of employment and forced ‘to camp in the 
superb, unfinished, abandoned mansions, Ah! the poor, sad 
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people, who were yet so childish, kept in the ignorance and 
eredulity of a savage race by centuries of theocracy, so 
habituated to mental night and bodily suffering that even to. 
day they remained apart from the social awakening, simply 
Sesirous of enjoying their pride, indolence, and sunlight in 
peace! They seemed both blind and deaf in their decadence, 
and whilst Rome was being overturned they continued to 
lead the stagnant life of former times, realising naught but 
the worries of the improvements, the demolition of the old 
favourite districts, the consequent change in habits, and the 
rise in the cost of food, as if indeed they would rather have 
gone without light, cleanliness, and health, since these could 
only be secured by a great financial and labour crisis. And 
yet, at bottom, it was solely for the people, the populace, that 
Rome was being cleansed and rebuilt with the idea of making 
it a great modern capital, for democracy lies at the end of 
these present day transformations ; it is the people who will 
inherit the cities whence dirt and disease are being expelled, 
and where the law of labour will end by prevailing and killing 
want. And so, though one may curse the dusting and repair- 
ing of the ruins and the stripping of all the wild flora from 
the Colosseum, though one may wax indignant at sight of tha 
hideous fortress-like ramparts which imprison the Tiber, and 
bewail the old romantic banks with their greenery and their 
antique dwellings dipping into the stream, one must at the 
same time acknowledge that life springs from death, and that 
to-morrow must perforce blossom in the dust of the past. 
While thinking of all these things Pierre had reached the 
deserted, stern-looking Piazza Farnese, and for a moment he 
looked up at the bare monumental fagade of the heavy square 
Palazzo, its lofty entrance where hung the tricolour, its rows 
of windows and its famous cornice sculptured with such mar- 
vellous art. Then he wentin. A friend of Narcisse Habert, 
one of the attachés of the embassy to the King of Italy, was 
waiting for him, having offered to show him over the huge 
pile, the finest palace in Rome, which France had leased as a 
lodging for her ambassador.! Ah! that colossal, sumptuous, 
deadly dwelling, with its vast court whose porticus is so dark 
and damp, its giant staircase with low steps, its endless 
corridors, its immense galleries and halls. All was sovereign. 


1 The French have two embassies at Rome: one at the Palazzo 
Farnese, to the Italian Court, and the other at the Palazzo Rospigliosi, 
to the Vatican.—Trans, 
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pomp blended with death. An icy, penetrating chill fell from 
the walls. With a discreet smile the attaché owned that the 
embassy was frozen in winter and baked in summer. The 
only part of the building which was at all lively and pleasant 
was the first storey, overlooking the Tiber, which the ambas- 
sador himself occupied. From the gallery there, containing 
the famous frescoes of Annibale Caracci, one can see the 
Janiculum, the Corsini gardens, and the Acqua Paola above 
San Pietro in Montorio. Then, after a vast drawing-room 
comes the study, peaceful and pleasant, and enlivened by sun- 
shine. But the dining-room, the bed-chambers, and other 
apartments occupied by the personnel look out on to the 
mournful gloom of a side street. All these vast rooms, twenty 
and four-and-twenty feet high, have admirable carved or 
painted ceilings, bare walls, a few of them decorated with 
frescoes, and incongruous furniture, superb pier-tables min- 
gling with modern bric-d-brac. And things become abomina- 
ble when you enter the gala reception rooms overlooking the 
piazza, for there you no longer find an article of furniture, no 
longer a hanging, nothing but disaster, a series of magnificent 
deserted halls given over to rats and spiders. The embassy 
occupies but one of them, where it heaps up its dusty archives. 
Near by is a huge hall occupying the height of two floors, and 
thus sixty feet in elevation. Réserved by the owner of the 
palace, the ex-King of Naples, it has become a mere lumber- 
room where maquettes, unfinished statues and a very fine 
sarcophagus are stowed away amidst all kinds of remnants, 
And this is but a part of the palace, The ground floor is 
altogether uninhabited ; the French ‘ Ecole de Rome’ occupies 
a corner of the second floor; while the embassy huddles in 
chilly fashion in the most habitable corner of the first floor, 
compelled to abandon everything else and lock the doors to 
spare itself the useless trouble of sweeping. No doubt it is 
grand to live in the Palazzo Farnese, built by Pope Paul III 
and for more than a century inhabited by cardinals ; but how 
cruel the discomfort and how frightful the melancholy of this 
huge ruin, three-fourths of whose rooms are dead, useless, im- 
possible, cut off from life. And the evenings, oh! the even- 
ings, when porch, court, stairs and corridors are invaded by 
dense gloom, against which a few smoky gas lamps struggle 
in vain, when a long, long journey lies before one through the 
lugubrious desert of stone, before one reaches the ambassador's 
warm and cheerful drawing-room | 
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Pierre came away quite aghast. And, as he walked along, 
the many other grand palaces which he had seen during his 
strolls rose before him, one and all of them stripped of their 
splendour, shorn of their princely establishments, let out in 
uncomfortable flats ! What could be done with those grandiose 
galleries and halls now that no fortune could defray the cost 
of the pompous life for which they had been built, or even 
feed the retinue needed to keep them up? Few indeed were 
the nobles who, like Prince Aldobrandini, with his numerous 
progeny, still occupied their entire mansions. Almost all of 
them let the antique dwellings of their forefathers to companies 
or individual tenants, reserving only a storey, and at times a 
mere lodging in some dark corner, for themselves. The 
Palazzo Chigi was let: the ground floor to bankers and the 
first floor to the Austrian ambassador, while the Prince and 
his family divided the second floor with a cardinal. The 
Palazzo Sciarra was let: the first floor to the Minister of 
Foreign Affairs and the second to a senator, while the Prince 
and his mother merely occupied the ground floor. The 
Palazzo Barberini was let: its ground floor, first floor, and 
second floor to various families, whilst the Prince found a 
refuge on the third floor in the rooms which had been occu- 
pied by his ancestors’ lacqueys. The Palazzo Borghese was 
let: the ground floor to a dealer in antiquities, the first floor 
to a Lodge of Freemasons, and the rest to various households, 
whilst the Prince only retained the use of a small suite of 
apartments. And the Palazzo Odescalchi, the Palazzo 
Colonna, the Palazzo Doria were let : their Princes reduced 
to the position of needy landlords eager to derive as much 
profit as possible from their property in order to make both 
ends meet. A blast of ruin was sweeping over the Roman 
patriziato, the greatest fortunes had crumbled in the financial 
crisis, very few remained wealthy, and what a wealth it was, 
stagnant and dead, which neither commerce nor industry 
could renew. The numerous princes who had tried specula- 
tion were stripped of their fortunes. The others, terrified, 
called upon to pay enormous taxes, amounting to nearly one- 
third of their incomes, could henceforth only wait and behold 
their last stagnant millions dwindle away till they were ex- 
hausted or distributed according to the succession laws. Such 
wealth as remained to these nobles must perish, for, like 
everything else, wealth perishes when it lacks a soil in which 
it may fructify. In all this there was solely a question of 
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time : eventual ruin was a foregone and irremediable conclu- 
sion, of absolute, historical certainty. Those who resigned 
themselves to the course of letting their deserted mansions 
still struggled for life, seeking to accommodate themselves to 
present day exigencies; whilst death already dwelt among 
the others, those stubborn, proud ones who immured them- 
selyes in the tombs of their race, like that appalling Palazzo 
Boccanera, which was falling into dust amidst such chilly 
gloom and silence, the latter only broken at long intervals 
when the Cardinal’s old coach rumbled over the grassy 
court. 

The point which most struck Pierre, however, was that his 
visits to the Trastevere and the Palazzo Farnese shed light 
one on the other, and led him to a conclusion which had never 
previously seemed so manifest. As yet no ‘ people,’ and soon 
no aristocracy. He had found the people so wretched, ignorant, 
and resigned in its long infancy induced by historic and cli- 
matic causes that many years of instruction and culture wera 
necessary for it to become a strong, healthy, and laborious 
democracy, conscious of both its rights and its duties. As for 
the aristocracy, it was dwindling to death in its crumbling 
palaces, no longer aught than a finished, degenerate race, with 
such an admixture also of American, Austrian, Polish and 
Spanish blood that pure Roman blood became a rare excep- 
tion ; and, moreover, it had ceased to belong either to sword or 
gown, unwilling to serve constitutional Italy and forsaking the 
Sacred College, where only parvenus now donned the purple. 
And between the lowly and the aristocracy there was as yet no 
firmly seated middle class, with the vigour of fresh sap and 
sufficient knowledge and good sense to act as the transi- 
tional educator of the nation. The middle class was made up 
in part of the old servants and clients of the princes, the 
farmers who rented their lands, the stewards, notaries, and 
solicitors who managed their fortunes ; in part, too, of all the 
employees, the functionaries of every rank and class, the depu- 
ties and senators, whom the new government had brought 
from the provinces; and, in particular, of the voracious hawks 
who had swooped down upon Rome, the Pradas, the men of 
prey from all parts of the kingdom, who with beak and talon 
devoured both people and aristocracy. For whom, then, had 
one laboured? For whom had those gigantic works of new 
Rome been undertaken? A shudder of fear sped by, a crack 
as of doom was heard, arousing pitiful disquietude in every 
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fraternal heart, Yes, a threat of doom and annihilation: as 
yet no people, soon no aristocracy, and only a ravenous middle 
class, quarrying, vulture-like, among the ruins. 

On the evening of that day, when all was dark, Pierre 
went to spend an hour on the river quay beyond the Boccanera 
mansion. He was very fond of meditating on that deserted 
spot in spite of the warnings of Victorine, who asserted that it 
was not safe. And, indeed, on such inky nights as that one 
no cut-throat place ever presented a more tragic aspect. Not 
a soul, not a passer-by; a dense gloom, a void in front and on 
either hand. At a corner of the mansion, now steeped in 
darkness, there was a gas lamp which stood in a hollow since 
the river margin had been banked up, and this lamp cast an 
uncertain glimmer upon the quay, level with the latter’s bossy 
soil. Thus long vague shadows stretched from the various 
materials, piles of bricks and piles of stone, which were strewn 
around. On the right a few lights shone upon the bridge near 
San Giovanni and in the windows of the hospital of the Santo 
Spirito. On the left, amidst the dim recession of the river, 
the distant districts were blotted out. Then yonder, across 
the stream, was the Trastevere, the houses on the bank look- 
ing like vague, pale phantoms, with infrequent window-panes 
showing a blurred yellow glimmer, whilst on high only a dark 
band shadowed the Janiculum, near whose summit the lamps 
of some promenade scintillated like a triangle of stars. But 
it was the Tiber which impassioned Pierre; such was its 
melancholy majesty during those nocturnal hours. Leaning 
over the parapet, he watched it gliding between the new walls, 
which looked like those of some black and monstrous prison 
built for a giant.’ So long as lights gleamed in the windows 
of the houses opposite he saw the sluggish water flow by, 
showing slow, moire-like ripples there where the quivering 
reflections endowed it with a mysterious life. And he often 
roused on the river’s famous past and evoked the legends which 
assert that fabulous wealth lies buried in its muddy bed. At 
each fresh invasion of the Barbarians, and particularly when 
Rome was sacked, the treasures of palaces and temples are 
said to have been cast into the water to prevent them from 
falling into the hands of the conquerors. Might not those 
golden bars trembling yonder in the glaucous stream be the 
branches of the famous candelabrum which Titus brought 
from Jerusalem? | Might not those pale patches whose shape 
remained uncertain amidst the frequent eddies indicate the 
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white marble of statues andcolumns? And those deep moires 
glittering with litile flamelets, were they not promiscuous 
heaps of precious metal, cups, vases, ornaments enriched with 
gems? What a dream was that of the swarming riches 
espied athwart the old river’s bosom, of the hidden life of the 
treasures which were said to have slumbered there for centuries; 
and what a hope for the nation’s pride and enrichment centred 
in the miraculous finds which might be made in the Tiber if 
one could some day dry it up and search its bed, as had already 
been suggested! Therein, perchance, lay Rome’s new fortune. 

However, on that black night, whilst Pierre leant over the 
parapet, it was stern reality alone which occupied his mind. 
He was still pursuing the train of thought suggested by his 
visits to the Trastevere and the Farnese palace, and in presence 
of that lifeless water was coming to the conclusion that the 
selection of Rome for transformation into a modern capital 
was the great misfortune to which the sufferings of young 
Italy were due. He knew right well that the selection had 
been inevitable: Rome being the queen of glory, the antique 
ruler of the world to whom eternity had been promised, and 
without whom the national unity had always seemed an im- 
possibility. And so the problem was a terrible one, since 
without Rome Italy could not exist, and with Rome it seemed 
difficult for it to exist. Ah! that dead river, how it symbo- 
lised disaster! Nota boat upon its surface, not a quiver of 
the commercial and industrial activity of those waters which 
bear life to the very hearts of great modern cities! There 
had been fine schemes, no doubt—Rome a seaport, gigantic 
works, canalisation to enable vessels of heavy tonnage to come 
up to the Aventine; but these were mere delusions; the 
authorities would scarcely be able to clear the river mouth, 
which deposits were continually choking. And there was that 
other cause of mortal languishment, the Campagna—the desert 
of death which the dead river crossed and which girdled Rome 
with sterility. There was talk of draining and planting it; 
much futile discussion on the question whether it had been 
fertile in the days of the old Romans ; and even a few experi- 
ments were made; but, all the same, Rome remained in the 
midst of a vast cemetery like a city of other times, for ever 
separated from the modern world by that lande or moor where 
the dust of centuries had accumulated. The geographical 
considerations which once gave the city the empire of tha 
world no longer exist. The centre of civilisation has been dis« 
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placed. The basin of the Mediterranean has been divided 
among powerful nations. In Italy all roads now lead to Milan, 
the city of industry and commerce, and Rome is but a town 
of passage. And so the most valiant efforts have failed to 
rouse it from its invincible slumber. The capital which the 
new-comers sought to improvise with such extreme haste has 
remained unfinished, and has almost ruined the nation. The 
Government, legislators, and functionaries only camp there, 
fleeing directly the warm weather sets in so as to escape the 
pernicious climate. The hotels and shops even put up their 
shutters, and the streets and promenades become deserts, the 
city having failed to acquire any life of its own, and relapsing 
into death as soon as the artificial life instilled into it is with- 
drawn. So all remains in suspense in this purely decorative 
capital, where only a fresh growth of men and money can 
finish and people the huge useless piles of the new districts. 
If it be true that to-morrow always blooms in the dust of the 
past, one ought to force oneself to hope; but Pierre asked 
himself if the soil were not exhausted, and since mere build- 
ings could no longer grow on it, if it were not for ever drained 
of the sap which makes a race healthy, a nation powerful. 

As the night advanced the lights in the houses of the 
Trastevere went out one by one: yet Pierre for a long time 
lingered on the quay, leaning over the blackened river and 
yielding to hopelessness. There was now no distance to the 
gloom; all had become dense; no longer did any reflections 
set a moire-like, golden quiver in the water, or reveal beneath 
its mystery-concealing current a fantastic, dancing vision of 
fabulous wealth. Gone was the legend, gone the seven- 
branched golden candelabrum, gone the golden vases, gone 
the golden jewellery, the whole dream of antique treasure that 
had vanished into night, even like the antique glory of Rome. 
Not a glimmer, nothing but slumber, disturbed solely by the 
heavy fall of sewage from the drain on the right hand, which 
could not be seen. The very water had disappeared, and 
Pierre no longer espied its leaden flow through the darkness, 
no longer had any perception of the sluggish senility, the long- 
dating weariness, the intense sadness of that ancient and 
glorious Tiber, whose waters now rolled nought but death. 
Only the vast, opulent sky, the eternal, pompous sky displayed 
the dazzling life of its milliards of planets above that river of 
darkness, bearing away the ruins of well-nigh three thousand 
years. 
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Before returning to his own chamber that evening Pierre 
entered Dario’s room, and found Victorine there preparing 
things for the night. And as soon as she heard where he 
had been she raised her voice in protest: ‘ What! you have 
again been to the quay at this time of night, Monsieur 
VAbbé? You want to get a good knife-thrust yourself, it 
seems. Well, for my part, I certainly wouldn't take the air 
at such a late hour in this dangerous city.’ Then, with her 
wonted familiarity, she turned and spoke to the Prince, who 
was lying back in an arm-chair and smiling: ‘ That girl, La 
Pierina,’ she said, ‘hasn’t been back here, but all the same 
I’ve lately seen her prowling about among the building 
materials,’ 

Dario raised his hand to silence her, and, addressing Pierre, 
exclaimed : ‘ But you spoke to her, didn’t you? It’s becoming 
idiotic! Just fancy that brute Tito coming back to dig his 
knife into my other shoulder-——' 

All at once he paused, for he had just perceived Benedetta 
standing there and listening to him; she had slipped into the 
room a moment previously in order to wish him good night. 
At sight of her his embarrassment was great indeed ; he wished 
to speak, explain his words, and swear that he was wholly 
innocent in the affair. But she, with a smiling face, con- 
tented herself with saying, ‘I knew all about it, Dario mio. 1 
am not so foolish as not to have thought it all over and under- 
stood the truth. IfI ceased questioning you it was because I 
knew, and loved you all the same.’ 

The young woman looked very happy as she spoke, and 
for this she had good cause, for that very evening she had 
learnt that Monsignor Palma had shown himself grateful for 
the service rendered to his nephew by laying a fresh and 
favourable memoir on the marriage affair before the Congre- 
gation of the Council. He had been unwilling to recall his 
previous opinions so far as to range himself completely on the 
Contessina’s side, but the certificates of two doctors whom she 
had recently seen had enabled him to conclude that her own 
declarations were accurate. And gliding over the question of 
wifely obedience, on which he had previously laid stress, he 
had skilfully set forth the reasons which made a dissolution 
of the marriage desirable. No hope of reconciliation could be 
entertained, so it was certain that both parties were constantly 
exposed to temptation and sin. He discreetly alluded to the 
fact that the husband had already succumbed to this danger, 
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and praised the wife’s lofty morality and piety, all the virtues 
which she displayed, and which guaranteed her veracily. 
Then, without formulating any conclusion of his own, he left 
the decision to the wisdom of the Congregation. And as he 
virtually repeated Advocate Morano’s arguments, and Prada 
stubbornly refused to enter an appearance, it now seemed 
certain that the Congregation would by a great majority 
pronounce itself in favour of dissolution, a result which would 
enable the Holy Father to act benevolently. 

‘Ah! Dario mo /’ said Benedetta, ‘we are at the end of 
our worries. But what a lot of money, what a lot of money 
it all costs! Aunt says that they will scarcely leave us water 
to drink.’ 

So speaking she laughed with the happy heedlessness of 
an impassioned amorosa. It was not that the jurisdiction 
of the Congregations was in itself ruinous ; indeed, in principle, 
it was gratuitous. Still there was a multitude of petty 
expenses, payments to subaltern employees, payments for 
medical consultations and certificates, copies of documents, 
and the memoirs and addresses of counsel. And although 
the votes of the cardinals were certainly not bought direct, 
some of them ended by costing considerable sums, for it often 
became necessary to win over dependants, to induce quite a 
little world to bring influence to bear upon their Eminences ; 
without mentioning that large pecuniary gifts, when made 
with tact, have a decisive effect in cleaving away the greatest 
difficulties in that sphere of the Vatican. And, briefly, 
Monsignor Palma’s nephew by marriage had cost the 
Boccaneras a large sum. 

: “But it doesn’t matter, does it, Dario mio ?’ continued 
Benedetta. ‘Since you are now cured, they must make haste to 
give us permission to marry. That's all we ask of them. 
And if they want more, well, I'll give them my pearls, which 
“will be all I shall have left me.’ 

He also laughed, for money had never held any place in 
hig life. He had never had it at his pleasure, and simply 
hoped that he would always live with his uncle the cardinal, 
who would certainly not leave him and his young wife in the 
streets. Ruined as the family was, one or two hundred 
thousand francs represented nothing to his mind, and he had 
heard that certain dissolutions of marriage had cost as much 
as half a million. So, by way of response, he could only find 
a jest: ‘Give thom my ring as well,’ sald he; ‘give them 
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everything, my dear, and we shall still be happy in this old 
palace even if we have to sell the furniture ! ’ 

His words filled her with enthusiasm; she took his head 
between both hands and kissed him madly on the eyes in an 
extraordinary transport of passion. Then, suddenly turning 
to Pierre, she said: ‘Oh! excuse me, Monsieur l’Abbé. I 
was forgetting that I have a commission for you. Yes, 
Monsignor Nani, who brought us that good news, bade me tell 
you that you are making people forget you too much, and that 
you ought to set to work to defend your book.’ 

The priest listened in astonishment; then replied: ‘ But 
it was he who advised me to disappear.’ 

‘No doubt—only it seems that the time has now come for 
you to see people and plead your cause. And Monsignor 
Nani has been able to learn that the reporter appointed to 
examine your book is Monsignor Fornaro, who lives on the 
Piazza Navona.’ 

Pierre’s stupefaction was increasing, for a reporter’s name 
is never divulged, but kept quite secret, in order to ensure a 
free exercise of judgment. Was a new phase of his sojourn 
in Rome about to begin then? His mind was all wonder- 
ment. However, he simply answered: ‘ Very good, I will set 
to work and see everybody.’ 


x 


In hig anxiety to bring things to a finish, Pierre wished to 
begin his campaign on the very next day. But on whom 
should he first call if he were to steer clear of blunders in that 
intricate and conceited ecclesiastical world? The question 
greatly perplexed him; however, on opening his door that 
morning he luckily perceived Don Vigilio in the passage, and 
with a sudden inspiration asked him to step inside. He 
realised that this thin little man with the saffron face, who 
always trembled with fever and displayed such exaggerated, 
timorous discretion, was in reality well informed, mixed up in 
everything. At one period it had seemed to Pierre that the 
secretary purposely avoided him, doubtless for fear of com- 
promising himself; but recently Don Vigilio had proved less 
unsociable, as though he were not far from sharing the 
impatience which must be consuming the young Frenchman 
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amidst his long enforced inactivity. And so, on this occasion, 
he did not seek to avoid the chat on which Pierre was bent. 

‘I must apologise,’ said the latter, ‘for asking you in here 
when things are in such disorder. But I have just received 
some more linen and some winter clothing from. Paris. I 
came, you know, with just a little valise, meaning to stay for 
a fortnight, and yet I’ve now been here for nearly three 
months, and am no more advanced than I was on the morning 
of my arrival.’ 

Don Vigilio nodded. ‘Yes, yes, I know,’ said he. 

Thereupon Pierre explained to him that Monsignor Nani 
had informed him, through the Contessina, that he now 
ought to act and see everybody for the defence of his book. 
But he was much embarrassed, as he did not know in what 
order to make his visits so that they might benefit him. For 
instance, ought he call in the first place on Monsignor 
Fornaro, the consultore selected to report on his book, and 
whose name had been given him ? 

‘Ah!’ exclaimed Don Vigilio, quivering ; ‘has Monsignor 
Nani gone ag far as that—given you the reporter’s name? 
That’s even more than I expected.’ Then, forgetting his 
prudence, yielding to his secret interest in the affair, he 
resumed: ‘No, no; don't begin with Monsignor Fornaro. 
Your first visit should be a very humble one to the Prefect of 
the Congregation of the Index—his Eminence Cardinal 
Sanguinetti; for he would never forgive you for having 
offered your first homage to another should he some day 
hear of it.’ And, after a pause, Don Vigilio added, in a low 
voice, amidst a faint feverish shiver: ‘And he would hear of 
it; everything becomes known.’ 

Again he hesitated, and then, as if yielding to sudden, 
sympathetic courage, he took hold of the young Frenchman’s 
hands. ‘I swear to you, my dear Monsieur Froment,’ he 
said, ‘that I should be very happy to help you, for you are a 
man of simple soul, and I really begin to feel worried for you. 
But you must not ask me for impossibilities. Ah! if you 
only knew—if I could only tell you of all the perils which 
surround us! However, I think I can repeat to you that 
you must in no wise rely on my patron, his Eminence 
Cardinal Boccanera. He has expressed absolute disapproval 
of your book in my presence on several occasions. Only he 
is a saint, a most worthy, honourable man; and, though he 
won't defend you, he won't attack you—he will remain neutral 
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out of regard for his niece, whom he loves so dearly, and who 
protects you. So, when you see him, don’t plead your cause; 
it would be of no avail, and might even irritate him.’ 

Pierre was not particularly distressed by this news, for at 
his first interview with the Cardinal, and on the few subsequent 
occasions when he had respectfully visited him, he had fully 
understood that his Eminence would never be other than an 
adversary. ‘ Well,’ said he, ‘I will wait on him to thank him 
for his neutrality.’ 

But at this all Don Vigilio’s terrors returned. ‘No, no, 
don’t do that; he would perhaps realise that I have spoken to 
you, and then what a disaster—my position would be com- 
promised. I’ve said nothing, nothing! See the cardinals to 
begin with, see all the cardinals. Let it be understood between 
us that I’ve said nothing more.’ And, on that occasion at 
any rate, Don Vigilio would speak no further, but left the room 
shuddering and darting fiery, suspicious glances on either side 
of the corridor. = 

Pierre at once went out to call on Cardinal Sanguinetti. 
It was ten o’clock, and there was a chance that he might find 
him at home. This cardinal resided on the first floor of à 
little palazzo in a dark, narrow street near San Luigi dei 
Francesi.! There was here none of the giant ruin full of 
princely and melancholy grandeur amidst which Cardinal 
Boccanera so stubbornly remained. The old regulation gala 
suite of rooms had been cut down just like the number of 
servants. There was no throne room, no red hat hanging 
under a baldacchino, no arm-chair turned to the wall pending 
a visit from the Pope. A couple of apartments served as ante- 
rooms, and then came a salon where the Cardinal received; 
and there was no luxury, indeed scarcely any comfort; the 
furniture was of mahogany, dating from the Empire period, and 
the hangings and carpets were dusty and faded by long use. 
Moreover, Pierre had to wait a long time for admittance, and 
when a servant, leisurely putting on his jacket, at last set the 
door ajar, it was only to say that his Eminence had been away 
at Frascati since the previous day. 

Pierre then remembered that Cardinal Sanguinetti was 
one of the suburban bishops. At his see of Frascati he had a 
villa where he occasionally spent a few days whenever a 
desire for rest or some political motive impelled him to do so. 

1 This is the French church of Rome, and is under the protection of 
the French government.— Trans, 
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‘ And will his Eminence soon return ?’ Pierre inquired. 

‘Ah! we don’t know. His Eminence is poorly, and ex- 
pressly desired us to send nobody to worry him.’ 

* When Pierre reached the street again he felt quite be- 
wildered by this disappointment. At first he wondered whether 
he had not better call on Monsignor Fornaro without more 
ado, but he recollected Don Vigilio’s advice to see the cardinals 
first of all, and, an inspiration coming to him, he resolved that 
his next visit should be for Cardinal Sarno, whose acquaintance 
he had eventually made at Donna Serafina’s Mondays. In 
spite of Cardinal Sarno’s voluntary self-effacement, people 
looked upon him as one of the most powerful and redoubtable 
members of the Sacred College, albeit his nephew Narcisse 
Habert declared that he knew no man who showed more 
obtuseness in matters which did not pertain to his habitual 
occupations. At all events, Pierre thought that the Cardinal, 
although not a member of the Congregation of the Index, 
might well give him some good advice, and possibly bring his 
great influence to bear on his colleagues. 

The young man straightway betook himself to the Palace 
of the Propaganda, where he knew he would find the Cardinal. 
This palace, which is seen from the Piazza di Spagna, is a 
bare, massive corner pile between two streets. And Pierre, 
hampered by his faulty Italian, quite lost himself in it, climb- 
ing to floors whence he had to descend again, and finding 
himself in a perfect labyrinth of stairs, passages, and halls. 
At last he luckily came across the Cardinal’s secretary, an 
amiable young priest, whom he had already seen at the 
Boccanera mansion. ‘ Why, yes,’ said the secretary, ‘I think 
that his Eminence will receive you. You did well to come 
at this hour, for he is always here of a morning. Kindly 
follow me, if you please.’ 

Then came a fresh journey. Cardinal Sarno, long a secre-- 
tary of the Propaganda, now presided over the commission 
which controlled the organisation of worship in those coun- 
tries of Europe, Africa, America, and Oceania where Catholi-’ 
cism had lately gained a footing; and he thus had a private 
room of his own with special offices and assistants, reigning 
there with the ultra-methodical habits of a functionary who 
had grown old in his arm-chair, closely surrounded by nests 
of drawers, and knowing nothing of the world save the usual 
sights of the street below his window, ; 
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The secretary left Pierre on a bench at the end of a dark 
passage, which was lighted by gas even in fulldaylight. And 
quite a quarter of an hour went by before he returned with 
his eager, affable air. ‘His Eminence is conferring with some 
missionaries who are about to leave Rome,’ he said; ‘ but it 
will soon be over, and he told me to take you to his room, 
where you can wait for him.’ 

As soon as Pierre was alone in the Cardinal's sanctum he 
examined it with curiosity. Fairly spacious, but in no wise 
luxurious, it had green paper on its walls, and its furniture 
was of black wood and green damask. From two windows 
overlooking a narrow side-street a mournful light reached the 
dark wall-paper and faded carpets. There were a couple of 
pier tables and a plain black writing-table, which stood near 
one window, its worn moleskin covering littered with all sorts 
of papers. Pierre drew near to it fora moment, and glanced 
at the arm-chair with damaged, sunken seat, the screen which 
sheltered it from draughts, and the old inkstand splotched with 
ink. And then, in the lifeless and oppressive atmosphere, the 
disquieting silence, which only the low rumbles from the street 
disturbed, he began to grow impatient. 

However, whilst he was softly walking up and down he 
suddenly espied a map affixed to one wall, and the sight of it 
filled him with such absorbing thoughts that he soon forgot 
everything else. It was a coloured map of the world, the 
different tints indicating whether the territories belonged to 
victorious Catholicism or whether Catholicism was still 
warring there against unbelief; these last countries being 
classified as vicariates or prefectures, according to the general 
principles of organisation. And the whole was a graphic pre- 
sentment of the long efforts of Catholicism in striving for the 
universal dominion which it has sought so unremittingly since 
its earliest hour. God has given the world to His Church, 
but it is needful that she should secure possession of it since 
error so stubbornly abides. From this has sprung the eternal 
battle, the fight which is carried on, even in our days, to win 
nations over from other religions, as it was in the days when 
the Apostles quitted Judea to spread abroad the tidings of the. 
Gospel. During the middle ages the great task was to 
organise conquered Europe, and this was too absorbing an 
enterprise to allow of any attempt at reconciliation with the 
dissident churches of the East. Then the Reformation burst 
forth, schism was added to schism, and the Protestant half 


ROME (325 


Europe had to be reconquered as well as all the orthodox 
ast. 

Warlike ardour, however, awoke at the discovery of the 
New World. Rome was ambitious of securing that other side 
of the earth, and missions were organised for the subjection of 
races of which nobody had known anything the day before, 
but which God had, nevertheless, given to His Church, like all 
the others. And by degrees the two great divisions of 
Christianity were formed, on one hand the Catholic nations, 
those where the faith simply had to be kept up, and which the 
Secretariate of State installed at the Vatican guided with 
sovereign authority, and on the other the schismatical or 
pagan nations which were to be brought back to the fold or 
converted, and over which the Congregation of the Propaganda 
sought to reign. Then this Congregation had been obliged to 
divide itself into two branches in order to facilitate its work— 
the Oriental branch, which dealt with the dissident sects of 
the East, and the Latin branch, whose authority extended over 
all the other lands of mission : the two forming a vast organi- 
sation—a huge, strong, closely-meshed net cast over the whole 
world in order that not a single soul might escape. 

It was in presence of that map that Pierre for the first 
time became clearly conscious of the mechanism which for 
centuries had been working to bring about the absorption of 
humanity. The Propaganda, richly dowered by the popes 
and disposing of a considerable revenue, appeared to him like 
a separate force, a papacy within the papacy, and he well 
understood that the Prefect of the Congregation should be 
called the ‘ Red Pope,’ for how limitless were the powers of 
that man of conquest and domination, whose hands stretched 
from one to the other end of the earth. Allowing that the 
Cardinal Secretary held Europe, that diminutive portion of 
the globe, did not he, the Prefect, hold all the rest—the infinity 
of space, the distant countries as yet almost unknown ? 
Besides, statistics showed that Rome’s uncontested dominion 
was limited to 200 millions of Apostolic and Roman Catholics ; 
whereas the schismatics of the East and the Reformation, if 
added together, already exceeded that number, and how small 
became the minority of the true believers when, besides the 
schismatics, one brought into line the 1,000 millions of 
infidels who yet remained to be converted. The figures 
struck Pierre with a force which made him shudder. What! 
there were 5 million Jews, nearly 200 million Mahommedans, 
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more than 700 million Brahmanists and Buddhists, without 
counting another 100 million pagans of divers creeds, the 
whole making 1,000 millions, and against these the Christians 
could marshal barely more than 400 millions, who were 
divided among themselves, ever in conflict, one half with 
Rome and the other half against her?! Was it possible that 
in 1,800 years Christianity had not proved victorious over 
even one-third of mankind, and that Rome, the eternal and 
all-powerful, only counted a sixth part of the nations among her 
subjects ? Only one soul saved out of every six—how fearful 
was the disproportion! However, the map spoke with brutal 
eloquence: the red-tinted empire of Rome was but a speck 
when compared with the yellow-hued empire of the other gods 
—the endless countries which the Propaganda still had to 
conquer. And the question arose: How many centuries must 
elapse before the promises of the Christ were realised, before 
the whole world were gained to Christianity, before religious 
society spread over secular society, and there remained but 
one kingdom and one belief? And in presence of this 
question, in presence of the prodigious labour yet to be 
accomplished, how great was one’s astonishment when one 
thought of Rome’s tranquil serenity, her patient stubbornness, 
which has never known doubt or weariness, her bishops and 
ministers toiling without cessation in the conviction that she 
alone will some day be the mistress of the world ! 

Narcisse had told Pierre how carefully the embassies at 
Rome watched the doings of the Propaganda, for the missions 
were often the instruments of one or another nation, and exer- 
cised decisive influence in far-away lands. And so there was 
a continual struggle, in which the Congregation did all it could 
to favour the missionaries of Italy and her allies. It had 
always been jealous of its French rival, ‘ L’Œuvre de la Propa- 
gation de la Foi,’ installed at Lyons, which is as wealthy in 
money as itself, and richer in men of energy and courage. 


1 Some readers may question certain of the figures given by M. Zola, 
but it must be remembered that all such calculations (even those of the 
best ‘authorities’) are largley guesswork. The Jews claim 8 million 
people, and I think there are more than 200 millions of Mahommedans, 
but I regard the alleged number of Brahmanists and Buddhists as exag- 
gerated, On the other hand, some statistical tables specify 80 millions 
of Confucianists, of whom M. Zola makes no separate mention. How- 
ever, as regards the number of Christians in the world, the figures given 
above are, within a few millions, probably accurate.— Trans. 
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However, not content with levelling tribute on this French 
association, the Propaganda thwarted it, sacrificed it on every 
occasion when it had reason to think it might achieve a victory. 

ot once or twice, but over and over again had the French 
missionaries, the French orders, been driven from the scenes 
of their labours to make way for Italians or Germans. And 
Pierre, standing in that mournful, dusty room, which the sun- 
light never brightened, pictured the secrot hot-bed of political 
intrigue masked by the civilising ardour of faith. Again 
he shuddered as one shudders when monstrous, terrifying 
things are brought home to one. And might not the most 
sensible be overcome? Might not the bravest be dismayed by 
the thought of that universal engine of conquest and domina- 
tion, which worked with the stubbornness of eternity, not 
merely content with the gain of souls, but ever seeking to 
ensure its future sovereignty over the whole of corporeal 
humanity, and—pending the time when it might rule the 
nations itself—disposing of them, handing them over to the 
charge of this or that temporary master, in accordance with 
its good pleasure. And then, too, what a prodigious dream! 
Rome smiling and tranquilly awaiting the day when she will 
have united Christians, Mahommedans, Brahmanists, and 
Buddhists into one sole nation, of whom she will be both the 
spiritual and the temporal queen! 

However, a sound of coughing made Pierre turn, and he 
started on perceiving Cardinal Sarno, whom he had not heard 
enter. Standing in front of that map, he felt like one caught 
in the act of prying into a secret, and a deep flush overspread 
his face. The Cardinal, however, after looking at him fixedly 
with his dim eyes, went to his writing-table, and let himself 
drop into the arm-chair without saying a word. Witha gesture 
he dispensed Pierre of the duty of kissing his ring. 

“I desired to offer my homage to your Eminence,’ said the 
young man. ‘Is your Eminence unwell ?’ | 

€ No, no, it’s nothing but a dreadful cold which I can’t get 
rid of. And then, too, I have so many things to attend to 
just now.’ 

Pierre looked at the Cardinal as he appeared i in the livid 
light from the window, puny, lopsided, with the left shoulder 
higher than the right, and not a sign of life on his worn and 
ashen countenance. The young priest was reminded of one 
of hig uncles, who, after thirty years spent in the offices of a 
French public department, displayed the same lifeless glance, 
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parchment-like skin, and weary hebetation. Was it possible 
that this withered old man; so lost in his black cassock with 
red edging, was really one of the masters of the world, with 
the map of Christendom so deeply stamped on his mind, albeit 
he had never left Rome, that the Prefect of the Propaganda did 
not take a decision without asking his opinion ? 

‘Sit down, Monsieur l’Abbé,’ said the Cardinal. ‘So you 
have come to see me—you have something to ask of me!’ And, 
whilst disposing himself to listen, he stretched out his thin bony 
hands to finger the documents heaped up before him, glancing 
at each of them like some general, some strategist, profoundly 
versed in the science of his profession, who, although his army 
is far away, nevertheless directs it to victory from his private 
room, never for a moment allowing it to escape his mind. 

Pierre was somewhat embarrassed by such a plain enunci- 
ation of the interested object of his visit ; still, he decided to 
go to the point. ‘Yes, indeed,’ he answered, ‘it is a liberty I 
have taken to come and appeal to your Eminence’s wisdom for 
advice. Your Eminence is aware that I am in Rome for the 
purpose of defending a book of mine, and I should be grateful 
if your Eminence would help and guide me.’ Then he gave 
a brief account of the present position of the affair, and began 
to plead his cause; but as he continued speaking he noticed 
that the Cardinal gave him very little attention, as though 
indeed he were thinking of something else, and failed to under- 
stand, 

‘Ah! yes,’ the great man at last muttered, ‘you have. 
written a book. There was some question of it at Donna Sera- 
fina’s one evening. But a priest ought not to write; it is a 
mistake for him to do so. What is the good of it? And the 
Congregation of the Index must certainly be in the right if it 
is prosecuting your book. At all events, what can I do? I 
don’t belong to the Congregation, and I know nothing, nothing 
about the matter.’ 

Pierre, pained at finding him so listless and indifferent, 
went on trying to enlighten and move him. But he realised 
that this man’s mind, so far-reaching and penetrating in the 
field in which it had worked for forty years, closed up as soon 
as one sought to divert it from its speciality. It was neither 
an inquisitive nor a supple mind. All trace of life faded from 
the Cardinal’s eyes, and his entire countenance assumed an 
expression of mournful imbecility. ‘I know nothing, nothing,’ 
he repeated, ‘and I never recommend anybody.’ However, 
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at last he made an effort: ‘But Nani is mixed up in this,’ 
said he. ‘What does Nani advise you to do?’ 

‘Monsignor Nani has been kind enough to reveal to me 
a the reporter is Monsignor Fornaro, and advises me to see 

im.’ 

At this Cardinal Sarno seemed surprised and somewhat 
roused. A little light returned to his eyes. ‘Ah! really,’ he 
rejoined, ‘ah! really Well, if Nani has done that he must 
have some idea. Go and see Monsignor Fornaro.’ Then, 
after rising and dismissing his visitor, who was compelled to 
thank him, bowing deeply, he resumed his seat, and a moment 
later the only sound in the lifeless room was that of his bony 
fingers turning over the documents before him. 

Pierre, in all docility, followed the advice given him, and 
immediately betook himself to the Piazza Navona, where, 
however, he learnt from one of Monsignor Fornaro’s servants 
that the prelate had just gone out, and that to find him at home 
it was necessary to call in the morning at ten o’clock. Accord- 
ingly it was only on the following day that Pierre was able to 
obtain an interview. He had previously made inquiries and 
knew what was necessary concerning Monsignor Fornaro. 
Born at Naples, he had there begun his studies under the 
Barnabites, had finished them at the Seminario Romano, and 
had subsequently, for many years, been a professor at the 
Université Gregoriana. Nowadays Consultor to several con- 
gregations and a Canon of Santa Maria Maggiore, he placed 
his immediate ambition in a Canonry at St. Peter’s, and har- 
boured the dream of some day becoming secretary of the 
Consistorial Congregation, a post conducting to the cardinalate. 
A theologian of remarkable ability, Monsignor Fornaro incurred 
no other reproach than that of occasionally sacrificing to lite- 
rature by contributing articles, which he carefully abstained 
from signing, to certain religious reviews. He was also said 
to be very worldly. 

Pierre was received as soon as he had sent in his card, and 
perhaps he would have fancied that his visit was expected had 
not an appearance of sincere surprise, blended with a little 
anxiety, marked his reception. 

‘Monsieur l’Abbé Froment, Monsieur l’Abbé Froment,’ 
repeated the prelate, looking at the card which he still held. 
‘Kindly step in—I was about to forbid my door, for I have 
some urgent work to attend to. But no matter, sit down.’ 

Pierre, however, remained standing, quite charmed by the 
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blooming: appearance of this tall, strong, handsome man who, 
although five and forty years of age, was quite fresh and rosy, 
with moist lips, caressing eyes, and scarcely a grey hair among 
his curly locks, Nobody more fascinating and decorative could 
be found among the whole Roman prelacy. Careful of his 
person undoubtedly, and aiming at a simple elegance, he looked 
really superb in his black cassock with violet collar. And 
around him the spacious room where he received his visitors, 
gaily lighted as it was by two large windows facing the Piazza 
Navona, and furnished with a taste nowadays seldom met 
with among the Roman clergy, diffused a pleasant odour and 
formed a setting instinct with kindly cheerfulness. 

‘Pray sit down, Monsieur l'Abbé Froment,’ he resumed, 
‘and tell me to what I am indebted for the honour of your 
visit.’ 

He had already recovered his self-possession and assumed 
a naif, purely obliging air; and Pierre, though the question 
was only natural, and he ought to have foreseen it, suddenly 
felt greatly embarrassed, more embarrassed indeed than in 
Cardinal Sarno’s presence. Should he go to the point at once, 
confess the delicate motive of his visit? A moment's reflec- 
tion showéd him that this would be the best and worthier 
course. ‘Dear me, Monseigneur,’ he replied, ‘I know very 
wellthat the step I have taken in calling on you is not usually 
taken, but it has been advised me, and it has seemed to me 
that among honest folks there can never be any harm in seek- 
ing in all good faith to elucidate the truth.’ 

‘ What is it, what is it, then ?’ asked the prelate with an 
expression of perfect candour, and still continuing to smile. 

‘Well, simply this. I have learnt that the Congregation 
of the Index has handed you my book “New Rome,” and 
appointed you to examine it; and I have ventured to present 
myself before ‘you in case you should have any explanations 
to ask of me.’ 

But Monsignor Fornaro seemed unwilling to hear any 
more. He had carried both hands to his head and drawn 
back, albeit still courteous. ‘No, no,’ said he, ‘don’t tell me 
that, don’t continue, you would grieve me dreadfully. Let 
us say, if you like, that you have been deceived, for nothing 
ought to be known, in fact nothing is known, either by 
others or myself. I pray you, do not let us talk of such 
matters.’ 

Pierre, however, had fortunately remarked what a decisive 
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effect was produced when he had occasion to mention the 
name of the Assessor of the Holy Office. So it occurred to 
him to reply: ‘I most certainly do not desire to give you 
the slightest cause for embarrassment, Monseigneur, and I 
repeat to you that I would never have ventured to importune 
you if Monsignor Nani himself had not acquainted me with 
your name and address.’ 

This time the effect was immediate, though Monsignor 
Fornaro, with that easy grace which he introduced into all 
things, made some ceremony about surrendering. He began 
by ademurrer, speaking archly with subtle shades of expres- 
sion. ‘What! is Monsignor Nani the tattler! But I shall 
scold him, I shall get angry with him! And what does he 
know? He doesn’t belong to the Congregation; he may 
have been led into error. You must tell him that he has 
made a mistake, and that I have nothing at all to do with 
your affair. That will teach him not to reveal needful secrets 
which everybody respects!’ Then, in a pleasant way, with 
winning glance and flowery lips, he went on: ‘Come, since 
Monsignor Nani desires it, I am willing to chat with you for 
a momert, my dear Monsieur Froment, but on condition that 
you shall know nothing of my report or of what may have 
been said or done at the Congregation.’ 

Pierre in his turn smiled, admiring how easy things 
became when forms were respected and appearances saved. 
And once again he began to explain his case, the profound 
astonishment into which the prosecution of his book had 
thrown him, and his ignorance of the objections which were 
taken to it, and for which he had vainly sought a cause. 

‘Really, really,’ repeated the prelate, quite amazed at so 
much innocence. ‘The Congregation is a tribunal, and can 
only act when a case is brought before it. Proceedings have 
been taken against your book simply because it has been 
denounced.’ 

“Yes, I know,-denounced.’ 

‘Of course. Complaint was laid by three French bishops, 
whose names you will allow me to keep secret, and it conse- 
quently became necessary for the Congregation to examine 
the incriminated work.’ : 

Pierre looked at him quite scared. Denounced by three 
bishops? Why? With what object? . Then he thought of 
his protector. ‘But Cardinal Bergerot,’ said he, ‘ wrote mea 
letter of approval, which I placed at the beginning of my 
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work as a preface. Ought not a guarantee like that to have 
been sufficient for the French episcopacy ? * 

Monsignor Fornaro wagged his head in a knowing way 
before making up his mind to reply: ‘Ah! yes, no doubt, 
his Eminence’s letter, a very beautiful letter. I think, how- 
ever, that it would have been much better if he had not 
written it, both for himself and for you especially.’ Then as 
the priest, whose surprise was increasing, opened his mouth to 
urge him to explain himself, he went on: ‘No, no, I know 
nothing, I say nothing. His Eminence Cardinal Bergerot is 
a saintly man whom everybody venerates, and if it were 
possible for him to sin it would only be through pure good- 
ness of heart.’ 

Silence fell. Pierre could divine that an abyss was 
opening, and dared not insist. However, he at last resumed 
with some violence: ‘ But, after all, why should my book be 
prosecuted, and the books of others be left untouched? I 
have no intention of acting as a denouncer myself, but how 
many books there are to which Rome closes her eyes, and 
which are far more dangerous than mine can be!’ 

This time Monsignor Fornaro seemed glad to be able to 
support Pierre’s view. ‘You are right,’ said he, ‘ we cannot 
deal with every bad book, and it greatly distresses us. But 
you must remember what an incalculable number of works 
we should be compelled to read. - And so we have to content 
ourselves with condemning the worst en bloc.’ 

Then he complacently entered into explanations. In 
principle, no printer ought to send any work to press without 
having previously submitted the manuscript to the approval 
of the bishop of the diocese. Nowadays, however, with the 
enormous output of the printing trade, one could understand 
how terribly embarrassed the bishops would be if the printers 
were suddenly to conform to the Church’s regulation. There 
was neither the time nor the money, nor were there the men 
necessary for such colossal labour. And so the Congregation of 
the Index condemned ex masse, without examination, all 
works of certain categories : first, books which were dangerous 
for morals, all erotic writings, and all novels; next the 
various bibles in the vulgar tongue, for the perusal of Holy 
Writ without discretion was not allowable; then the books 
on magic and sorcery, and all works on science, history, or 
philosophy that were in any way contrary to dogma, as well 
as the writings of heresiarchs or mere ecclesiastics discussing 
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religion, which should never be discussed. All these were 
wise laws made by different popes, and were set forth in the 
preface to the catalogue of forbidden books which the Con- 
gregation published, and without them this catalogue to 
have been complete would in itself have formed a large 
library. On turning it over one found that the works 
singled out for interdiction were chiefly those of priests, the 
task being so vast and difficult that Rome’s concern extended 
but little beyond the observance of good order within the 
Church. And Pierre and his book came within the limit. 

‘You will understand,’ continued Monsignor Fornaro, 
‘that we have no desire to advertise a heap of unwholesome 
writings by honouring them with special condemnation. 
Their name is legion in every country, and we should have 
neither enough paper nor enough ink to deal with them all. 
So we content ourselves with condemning one from time to 
time, when it bears a famous name and makes too much noise, 
or contains disquieting attacks on the faith, This suffices to 
remind the world that we exist and defend ourselves without 
abandoning aught of our rights or duties.’ 

‘But my book, my book,’ exclaimed Pierre, ‘why these 
proceedings against my book ?’ 

‘T am explaining that to you as far as it is allowable for 
me to do, my dear Monsieur Froment. You are a priest, your 
book is a success, you have published a cheap edition of it 
which sells very readily ; and I don’t speak of its literary merit, 
which is remarkable, for it contains a breath of real poetry 
which transported me, and on which I must really compli- 
ment you. However, under the circumstances which I have 
enumerated, how could we close our eyes to such a work as 
yours, in which the conclusion arrived at is the annihilation of 
our holy religion and the destruction of Rome ?’ 

Pierre remained open-mouthed, suffocating with surprise. 
“The destruction of Rome!’ he at last exclaimed; ‘but I 
desire to see Rome rejuvenated, eternal, again the queen of 
the world.’ And, once more mastered by his glowing enthu- 
siasm, he defended himself and confessed his faith: Catholi- 
cism reverting to the principles and practices of the primitive 
church, drawing the blood of regeneration from the fraternal 
Christianity of Jesus; the Pope, freed irom all terrestrial 
royalty, governing the whole of humanity with charity and 
love, and saving the world from the frightful social cataclysm 
that threatens it by leading it to the real Kingdom of God: 
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the Christian communion of all nations united in.one nation 
only. ‘And can the Holy Father disavow me ?’ he continued. 
‘ Are not these his secret ideas, which people are beginning to 
divine, and does not my only offence lie in having expressed 
them perhaps too soon and too freely? And if I were allowed 
to see-him should I not at once obtain from him an order to 
stop these proceedings ?’ 

“Monsignor Fornaro no longer spoke, but wagged his head 
without appearing offended by the priest’s juvenile ardour. 
On the contrary, he smiled with increasing amiability, as 
though highly amused by so much innocence and imagination. 
At last he gaily responded, ‘Oh! speak on, speak on ; it isn’t I 
who will stop you. I’m forbidden to say anything. But the 
temporal power, the temporal power.’ 

‘Well, what cf the temporal power ?’ asked Pierre, 

The prelate had again become silent, raising his amiable 
face to heaven and waving his white hands with a pretty ges- 
ture. And when he once more opened his mouth it was 
to say: ‘Then there’s your new religion—for the expres- 
sion occurs twice: the new religion, the new religion—Ah, 
Dio!’ 

Again he became restless, going off into an ecstasy of 
wonderment, at sight of which Pierre impatiently exclaimed : 
‘I do not know what your report will be, Monseigneur, but I 
declare to you that I have had no desire to attack dogma. 
And, candidly now, my whole book shows that I only sought 
to write a work of pity and salvation. It is only justice that 
some account should be taken of one’s intentions.’ 

Monsignor Fornaro had become very calm and paternal 
again. ‘Oh! intentions! intentions!’ he said as he rose to 
dismiss his visitor. ‘You may be sure, my dear Monsieur 
Froment, that I feel much honoured by your visit. Naturally 
I cannot tell you what my report will be; as it is, we have 
talked too much about it, and, in fact, I ought to have refused 
to listen to your defence. At the same time, you will always 
find me ready to be of service to you in anything that docs 
not go against my duty. ButI greatly fear that your book 
will be condemned.’ And. then, as Pierre again started, he 
added: ‘ Well, yes. It is facts that are judged, you mow, not 
intentions. Fo all defence is useless; the book is there, and 
we take it such as it is. However much you may try to ex- 
plain it, you cannot alter it. And this is why the Congregation 
never calls the accused parties before it, and never actepts from 
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them aught but retraction pure and simple, And, indeed, the 
wisest course would be for you to withdraw your book and 
make your submission. No? You won’t? Ah! how young 
you are, my friend!’ | 

He laughed yet more loudly at the gesture of revolt, cf 
indomitable pride which had just escaped his young friend, as 
he called him. Then, on reaching the door, he again threw. 
off some of his reserve, and said in a low voice, ‘Come, my 
dear Abbé, there is something I will do for you. I will give 
you some good advice. At bottom, I myself am nothing. I 
deliver my report, and it is printed, and the members of the 
Congregation read it, but are quite free to pay no attention 
toit. However, the Secretary of the Congregation, Father 
Dangelis, can accomplish everything, even impossibilities. 
Go to see him; you'will find him at the Dominican convent 
behind the Piazza di Spagna. Don'tname me. And for the 
present good-bye, my dear fellow, good-bye.’ 

Pierre once more found himself on the Piazza Navona, 
quite dazed, no longer Inowing what to believe or hope. A 
cowardly idea was coming over him; why should he continue 
this struggle, in which his adversaries remained unknown and 
indiscernible? Why carry obstinacy any further, why linger 
any longer in that impassionating but deceptive Rome? He 
would flee that very evening, return to Paris, disappear there; 
and forget his bitter disillusion in the practice of humble 
charity. He was traversing one of those hours of weakness 
when the long-dreamt-of task suddenly seems to be an impos- 
sibility. However, amidst his great confusion he was never- 
theless walking on, going towards his destination. And when 
he found himself in the Corso, then in the Via dei Condotti, 
and finally in the Piazza di Spagna, he resolved that he would 
at any rate see Father Dangelis. The Dominican convent is 
there, just below the Trinità de’ Monti. 

Ah! those Dominicans! Pierre had never thought of them 
without a feeling of respect with which mingled a little fear; 
What vigorous pillars of the principle of authority and theo- 
cracy they had for centuries proved themselves to be! Tothem 
the Church had been indebted for its greatest measure of 
authority; they were the glorious soldiers of its triumph. 

‘Whilst St. Francis won the souls of the humble over to Rome, 
St. Dominic, on Rome’s behalf, subjected all the superior souls— 
those of the intelligent and powerful. And this he did with 
passion, amidst a blaze of faith and determination, making use 
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of all possible means, preachings, writings, and police and 
judicial pressure. Though he did not found the Inquisition, 
its principles were his, and it was with fire and sword that his 
fraternal, loving heart waged war on schism. Living like his 
monks, in poverty, chastity, and obedience—the great virtues 
of those times of pride and licentiousness—he went from 
city to city, exhorting the impious, striving to bring them back 
to the Church and arraigning them before the ecclesiastical 
courts when his preachings did not suffice. He also laid siege 
to science, sought to make it his own, dreamt of defending 
God with the weapons of reason and human knowledge like a 
true forerunner of the angelic St. Thomas, that light of the 
middle ages, who joined the Dominican order and set every- 
thing in his ‘Summa Theolopiæ, psychology, logic, policy, 
and morals. And thus it was that the Dominicans filled the 
world, upholding the doctrines of Rome in the most famous 
pulpits of every nation, and contending almost everywhere 
against the free spirit of the Universities, like the vigilant 
guardians of dogma that they were, the unwearying artisans of 
the fortunes of the popes, the most powerful amongst all the 
artistic, scientific, and literary workers who raised the huge 
edifice of Catholicism such as it exists to-day. 

However, Pierre, who could feel that this edifice was even 
now tottering, though it had been built, people fancied, so 
substantially as to last through all eternity, asked himself 
what could be the present use of the Dominicans, those toilers 
of another age, whose police system and whose tribunals had 
perished beneath universal execration, whose voices were no 
longer listened to, whose books were but seldom read, and 
whose rôle as savants and civilisers had come to an end in 
presence of latter day science, the truths of which were rending 
dogma on all sides. Certainly the Dominicans still form an 
influential and prosperous order; but how far one is from the 
times when their general reigned in Rome, Master of the Holy 
Palace, with convents and schools, and subjects throughout 
Europe. Of all their vast inheritance, so far as the Roman 
curia is concerned, only a few posts now remain to them, and 
among others the secretaryship of the Congregation of the 
Index, a former dependency of the Holy Office where they once 
despotically ruled. 

Pierre was immediately ushered into the presence of Father 
Dangelis. The convent parlour was vast, bare, and white, 
flooded with bright sunshine. The only furniture was a table 
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and some stools; anda large brass crucifix hung from the 
wall. Near the table stood the Father, a very thin man of 
about fifty, severely draped in his ample white habit and black 
mantle. From his long ascetic face, with thin lips, thin nose, 
and pointed, obstinate chin, his grey eyes shone out with a 
fixity that embarrassed one. And, moreover, he showed 
himself very plain and simple of speech, and frigidly polite in 
manner. 

* Monsieur l'Abbé Froment—the author of “ New Rome,” 
Isuppose ?’ Then seating himself on one stool and pointing 
to another, he added: ‘ Pray acquaint me with the object of 
your visit, Monsieur l’Abbé.’ i 

Thereupon Pierre had to begin his explanations, his 
defence, all over again; and the task soon became the more 
painful as his words fell from his lips amidst death-like 
silence and frigidity. Father Dangelis did not stir; with his 
hands crossed upon his knees he kept his sharp, penetrating 
eyes fixed upon those of the priest. And when the latter 
had at last ceased speaking, he slowly said: ‘I did not like 
to interrupt you, Monsieur l'Abbé, but it was not for me to 
hear all this. Process against your book has begun, and no 
power in the world can stay or impede its course. Ido not 
therefore realise what it is that you apparently expect of me.’ 

In a quivering voice Pierre was bold enough to answer : 
‘I look for some kindness and justice.’ 

A pale smile, instinct with proud humility, arose to the 
Dominican’s lips. ‘Be without fear,’ he replied, ‘God has 
ever deigned to enlighten me in the discharge of my modest 
duties. Personally, be it said, I have no justice to render ; 
Iam but an employee whose duty is to classify matters and 
draw up documents concerning them. Their Eminences, 
the members of the Congregation, will alone pronounce 
judgment on your book. And assuredly they will do so 
with the help of the Holy Spirit. You will only have to 
bow to their sentence when it shall have been ratified by 
His Holiness.’ 

Then he broke off the interview by rising, and Pierre 
was obliged to do the same. The Dominican’s words were 
virtually identical with those that had fallen from Monsignor 
Fornaro, but they were spoken with cutting frankness, a 
sort of tranquil bravery. On all sides Pierre came into 
collision with the same anonymous force, the same powerful 
engine whose component parts sought to ignore one another. 
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For a long time yet, no doubt, he would be sent from one to 
the other, without ever finding the volitional element which 
reasoned and acted. And the only thing that he could do 
was to bow to it all. 

‘However, before going off, it occurred to him once more to 
mention the name of Monsignor Nani, the powerful effect of 
which he had begun to realise. ‘I ask your pardon,’ he 
said, ‘for having disturbed you to no purpose, but I simply 
deferred to the kind advice of Monsignor Nani, who has 
condescended to show me some interest.’ 

The effect of these words was unexpected. Again did 
Father Dangelis’s thin face brighten into a smile, but with a 
twist of the lips, sharp with ironical contempt. He had 
become yet paler than before, and his keen intelligent eyes 
were flaming. 

‘Ah! it was Monsignor Nani who sent you!’ he said. 
‘Well, if you think you need a protector, it is useless for you 
toapply to any other than himself. Heisall-powerful. Go 
to see him ; go to see him!’ 

And that was the only encouragement Pierre derived 
from his visit: the advice to go back to the man who had 
sent him. At this he felt that he was losing ground, and he 
resolved to return home in order to reflect on things and try 
to understand them before taking any further steps. The idea 
of questioning Don Vigilio at once occurred to him, and that 
same evening after supper he luckily met the secretary in 
the corridor, just as, candle in hand, he was on his way to 
bed. 

‘I have so many things that I should like to say to you, 
Pierre said to him. ‘ Can you kindly come to my rooms for a 
moment ?’ 

But the other promptly silenced him with a gesture, and 
then whispered: ‘ Didn’t you see Abbé Paparelli on the first 
floor? He was following us, I’m sure.’ 

Pierre often saw the train-bearer roaming about the house, 
and greatly disliked his stealthy, prying ways. However, he 
had hitherto attached no importance to him, and was therefore 
much surprised by Don Vigilio’s question. The other, without 
awaiting his reply, had returned to the end of the corridor, 
where for a long while he remained listening. Then he came 
back on tiptoe, blew out his candle, and darted into Pierre’s 
sitting-room. ‘There—that’s done,’ he murmured directly 
the door was shut. ‘But if itis all the same to you, we won't 
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stop in this sitting-room. Let us go into your bedroom. Two 
walls are better than one.’ 

‘When the lamp had been placed on the table and they found 
themselves seated face to face in that bare, faded bedchamber, 
Pierre noticed that the secretary was suffering from a more 
violent attack of fever than usual. His thin puny figure was 
shivering from head to foot, and his ardent eyes had never 
before blazed so blackly in his ravaged, yellow face. ‘Are you 
poorly?’ asked Pierre. ‘I don’t want to tire you.’ 

‘Poorly, yes, I am on fire—but I want to talk. I can’t 
bear it any longer. One always has to relieve oneself some 
day or other.” : ; 

Was it his complaint that he desired to relieve ; or was he 
anxious to break his long silence in order that it might not 
stifle him? This at first remained uncertain. He immediately 
asked for an account of the steps that Pierre had lately taken, 
and became yet more restless when he heard how the other 
had been received by Cardinal Sarno, Monsignor Fornaro, and 
Father Dangelis. ‘ Yes, that's quite it,’ he repeated, ‘ nothing 
astonishes me nowadays, and yet I feel indignant on your 
account. Yes, it doésn’t concern me, but all the same it miakes 
me ill, for it reminds me of all my own troubles. You must 
not-rely on Cardinal Sarno, remember, for he is always else- 
where, with his mind far away, and has never helped anybody. 
But that Fornaro, that Fornaro!’ mn 

. ‘He seemed to me very amiable, even kindly disposed,’ 
replied Pierre ; ‘ and I really think that after our interview, he 
will considerably soften his report.’ 

‘He! Why, the gentler he was with you the more grievously 
he will siddle you! ‘He will devour you, fatten himself with 
such easy prey. Ah! you don’t know him, dilizioso that he 
is, ever on the watch to rear his own fortune on the troubles 
of poor devils whose defeat is bound to please the powerful. I 
prefer the other one, Father Dangelis, a terrible man, no 
doubt, but frank and brave and of superior mind. I must 
admit, however, that he would burn you like a handful of 
straw if he were the master. And ah! if I could tell you 
everything, if I could show you the frightful underside of this 
world of. ours, the monstrous, ravenous ambition, the abomi- 
nable network of intrigues, venality, cowardice, treachery, and 
even crime!’ 

On seeing Don Vigilio so excited, in such a blaze of spite, 
Pierre thought of extracting from him some of the many 
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items of information which he had hitherto sought in vain. 
‘Well, tell me merely what is the position of my affair,’ he 
responded, ‘ When I questioned you on my arrival here you 
said that nothing had yet reached Cardinal Boccanera. But all 
information must now have been collected, and you must know 
of it. And, by the way, Monsignor Fornaro told me that three 
French bishops had asked that my book should be prosecuted. 
Three bishops, is it possible?’ : 

Don Vigilio shrugged his shoulders. ‘Ah!’ said he, 
‘yours is an innocent soul! I’m surprised that there were 
only three! Yes, several documents relating to your affair are 
in our hands; and, moreover, things have turned out much 
as I suspected. The three bishops are first the Bishop of 
Tarbes, who evidently carries out the vengeance of the Fathers 
of Lourdes; and then the Bishops of Poitiers and Evreux, 
who are both known as uncompromising Ultramontanists and 
passionate adversaries of Cardinal Bergerot. The Cardinal, 
you know, is regarded with disfavour at the Vatican, where his 
Gallican ideas and broad liberal mind provoke perfect anger. 
And don’t seek for anything else. The whole affair lies in 
that: an execution which the powerful Fathers of Lourdes 
demand of his Holiness, and a desire to reach and strike 
Cardinal Bergerot through your book, by means of the letter 
of approval which he imprudently wrote to you and which 
you published by way of preface. For.a long time past the 
condemnations of the Index have largely been secret knock- 
down blows levelled at Churchmen. Denunciation reigns 
supreme, and the law applied is that of good pleasure. I 
could tell you some almost incredible things, how perfectly 
innocent books have been selected among a hundred for the 
sole object of killing an idea or a man ; for the blow is almost 
always levelled at someone behind the author, someone higher 
than he is. And there is such a hotbed of intrigue, such a 
source of abuses in this institution of the Index, that it is 
tottering, and even among those who surround the Pope it is 
felt that it must soon be freshly regulated if it is not to fall 
into complete discredit. I well understand that the Church 
should endeavour to retain universal power, and govern by 
every fit weapon, but the weapons must be such as one can 
use without their injustice leading to revolt, or their antique 
childishness provoking merriment !’ 

Pierre listened with dolorous astonishment in his heart. 
Since he had been ai Rome and had seen the Fathers of the 
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Grotto saluted and feared there, holding an authoritative posi- 
tion, thanks to the large alms which they contributed to the 
Peter’s Pence, he had felt that they were behind the proceed- 
ings instituted against him, and realised that he would have 
to pay for a certain page of his book in which he had called 
attention to an iniquitous displacement of fortune at Lourdes, 
a frightful spectacle which made one doubt the very existence 
of the Divinity, a continual cause of battle and conflict which 
would disappear in the truly Christian society of to-morrow. 
And he could also now understand that his delight at the loss 
of the temporal power must have caused a scandal, and espe- 
cially that the unfortunate expression ‘a new religion’ had 
alone been sufficient to arm delatores against him. But that 
which amazed and grieved him was to learn that Cardinal 
Bergerot’s letter was looked upon as a crime, and that his 
(Pierre’s) book was denounced and condemned in order that 
adversaries who dared not attack the venerable pastor face to 
face might deal him a cowardly blow from behind. The 
thought of afflicting that saintly man, of serving as the imple- 
ment to strike him in his ardent charity, cruelly grieved Pierre. 
And how bitter and disheartening it was to find the most 
hideous questions of pride and money, ambition and appetite, 
running riot with the most ferocious egotism, beneath the 
quarrels of those leaders of the Church who ought only to 
have contended together in love for the poor ! 

And then Pierre’s mind revolted against. that supremely 
odious and idiotic Index. He now understood how it worked, 
from the arrival of the denunciations to the public posting of 
the titles of the condemned works. He had just seen the 
secretary of the Congregation, Father Dangelis, to whom the 
denunciations came, and who then investigated the affair, 
collecting all documents and information concerning it with 
the passion of a cultivated authoritarian monk, who dreamt 
of ruling minds and consciences as in the heroic days of the 
Inquisition. Then, too, Pierre had visited one of the consul- 
tive prelates, Monsignor Fornaro, who was so ambitious 
and affable, and so subtle a theologian that he would have 
discovered attacks against the faith in a treatise on algebra, 
had his interests required it. Next there were the infrequent 
meetings of the cardinals, who at long intervals voted for 
the interdiction of some hostile book, deeply regretting that 
they could not suppress them all; and finally came the Pope, 
approving and signing the decrees, which was a mere formality, 
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for were not all books guilty? But what an extraordinary 
wretched Bastille of the past was that aged Index, that senile 
institution now sunk into second childhood. One realised 
that it must have been a formidable power when books were 
rare and the Church had tribunals of blood and fire to 
enforce her edicts. But books had so greatly multiplied, the 
written, printed thoughts of mankind had swollen into.such 
a deep broad river, that they had swept all opposition away, 
and now the Index was swamped and reduced to powerless- 
ness, compelled more and more to limit its field of action, to 
confine itself to the examination of the writings of ecclesi- 
‘astics, and even in this respect it was becoming corrupt, 
fouled by the worst passions and changed into an instrument 
of intrigue, hatred and vengeance. Ah! that confession of 
decay, of paralysis which grew more and more complete 
amidst the scornful indifference of the nations. To think 
that Catholicism, the once glorious agent of civilisation, had 
come to such a pass that it cast books into hell-fire by the 
heap ; and what books they were, almost the entire literature, 
-history, philosophy and science of the past and the present! 
Few works, indeed, are published nowadays that would not 
fall under the ban of the Church. If she seems to close her 
‘eyes, it is in order to avoid the impossible task of hunting out 
and destroying everything. Yet she stubbornly: insists on 
retaining a semblance of sovereign authority over human 
intelligence, just as some very aged queen, dispossessed of 
her states and henceforth without judges or executioners, 
might continue to deliver vain sentences to which only an 
infinitesimal minority would pay heed. But imagine the 
Church momentarily victorious, miraculously. mastering the 
modern world, and ask yourself what she, with her tribunals 
to condemn and her gendarmes to enforce, would do with 
human thought. Imagine a strict application of the Index 
regulations: no printer able to put anything whatever to 
‘press without the approval of his bishop, and even then 
every book laid before the Congregation, the past expunged, 
the present throttled, subjected to an intellectual Reign of 
Terror! Would not the closing of every library perforce 
ensue, would not the long heritage of written thought 
be cast into prison, would not the future be barred, 
would not all progress, all conquest of lnowledge, be 
totally arrested? Rome herself is nowadays a terrible 
example of such a disastrous experiment—Rome with her 
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congealed soil, her dead sap, killed by centuries of papal 
government, Rome which has become so barren that not a 
man, not a work has sprung from her midst even after five 
and twenty years of awakening and liberty! And who 
would accept such a state of things, not among people of 
revolutionary mind, but among those of religious mind that 
might possess any culture and breadth of view? Plainly 
enough it was all mere childishness and absurdity. | 

Deep silence reigned, and Pierre, quite upset by his 
reflections, made a gesture of despair whilst glancing at Don 
Vigilio, who sat speechless in front of him. For a moment 
longer, amidst the death-like quiescence of that old sleeping 
mansion, both continued silent, seated face to face in the 
closed chamber which the lamp illumined with a peaceful 
glow. But at last Don Vigilio leant forward, his eyes 
sparkling, and with a feverish shiver murmured : ‘It is they, 
you know, always they, at the bottom of everything.’ : 

Pierre, who did not understand, felt astonished, indeed 
somewhat anxious at such a strange remark coming without 
any apparent transition. ‘Who are they?’ he asked. 

‘The Jesuits!’ 

‘In this reply the little, withered, yellow priest had set all 
the concentrated rage of his exploding passion. Ah! so much 
the worse if he had perpetrated a fresh act of folly. The cat 
was out of the bag at last! Nevertheless, he cast a final 
suspicious glance around the walls. And then he relieved his 
mind at length, with a flow of words which gushed forth the 
more irresistibly since he had so long held them in check. 
‘Ah! the Jesuits, the Jesuits! You fancy that you know 
them, but you haven’t even an idea of their abominable 
actions and incalculable power. They it is whom one always 
comes upon, everywhere, in every circumstance. Remember 
that whenever you fail to understand anything, if you wish 
to understand it. Whenever grief or trouble comes upon you, 
whenever you suffer, whenever you weep, say to yourself at 
once: “It is they; they are there!’ Why, for all I know, 
there may be one of them under that bed, inside that cup- 
board—Ah ! the Jesuits, the Jesuits! They have devoured 
me, they are devouring me still, they will leave nothing of me 
at last, neither flesh nor bone.’ : 

Then, in a halting voice, he related the story of his life, 
beginning with his youth, which had opened 50 hopefully. 
He belonged to the petty provincial nobility, and had been 
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dowered with a fairly large income, besides a keen, supple 
intelligence, which looked smilingly towards the future. 
Nowadays, he would assuredly have been a prelate, on the 
road to high dignities, but he had been foolish enough to 
speak ill of the Jesuits and to thwart them in two or three 
circumstances. And from that moment, if he were to be 
believed, they had caused every imaginable misfortune to rain 
upon him: his father and mother had died, his banker had 
robbed him and fled, good positions had escaped him at the 
very moment when he was about to occupy them, the most 
awful misadventures had pursued him amidst the duties of his 
ministry to such a point indeed, that he had narrowly escaped 
interdiction. It was only since Cardinal Boccanera, com- 
passionating his bad luck, had taken him into his house and 
attached him to his person, that he had enjoyed a little 
repose. ‘Here I have a refuge, an asylum,’ he continued. 
‘They execrate his Eminence, who has never been on their 
side, but they haven’t yet dared to attack him or his servants. 
Oh! I have no illusions, they will end by catching me again, 
all the same. Perhaps they will even hear of our conversa- 
tion this evening, and make me pay dearly for it; for I do 
wrong to speak, I speak in spite of myself. They have stolen 
all my happiness, and brought all possible misfortune on me, 
everything that was possible, everything—you hear me!’ 

Increasing discomfort was taking possession of Pierre, 
who, seeking to relieve himself by a jest, exclaimed: ‘Come, 
come, at any rate it wasn’t the Jesuits who gave you the fever.’ 

‘Yes, yes, it was!’ Don Vigilio violently declared. ‘I 
caught it on the bank of the Tiber one evening, when I went 
to weep there in my grief at having been driven from the little 
church where I officiated.’ 

Pierre, hitherto, had never believed in the terrible legend 
of the Jesuits. He belonged to a generation which laughed 
at the idea of wehr-wolves, and considered the bourgeoise fear 
of the famous black men, who hid themselves in walls and 
terrorised families, to be a trifle ridiculous. To him all such 
things seemed to be nursery tales, exaggerated by religious 
and political passion. And so it was with amazement that he 
examined Don Vigilio, suddenly fearing that he might have to 
deal with a maniac. 

Nevertheless he could not help recalling the extraordinary 
story of the Jesuits. If St. Francisof Assisi and St. Dominic 
are the very soul and spirit of the middle ages, its masters 
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and teachers, the former a living expression of all the ardent, 
charitable faith of the humble, and the other defending dogma 
and fixing doctrines for the intelligent and the powerful, on 
the other hand Ignatius de Loyola appeared on the thresh- 
old of modern times to save the tottering heritage by accom- 
modating religion to the new developments of society, thereby 
ensuring it the empire of the world which was about to 
appear. 

At the advent of the modern era it seemed as if the Deity 
were to be vanquished in the uncompromising struggle with 
sin, for it was certain that the old determination to suppress 
nature, to kill the man within man, with his appetites, pas- 
sions, heart and blood, could only result in a disastrous defeat, 
in which, indeed, the Church found herself on the very eve of 
sinking ; and it was the Jesuits who came to extricate her 
from this peril and reinvigorate her by deciding that it was 
she who now ought to go to the world, since the world seemed 
unwilling to go any longer to her. All lay in that; you find 
the Jesuits declaring that one can enter into arrangements 
with heaven ; they bend and adjust themselves to the customs, 
prejudices and even vices of the times; they smile, all con- 
descension, cast rigorism aside, and practice the diplomacy of 
amiability, ever ready to turn the most awful abominations ‘ to 
the greater glory of God.’ That is their motto, their battle- 
cry, and thence springs the moral principle which many 
regard as their crime: that all means are good to attain one’s 
end, especially when that end is the furtherance of the Deity’s 
interests as represented by those of the Church. And what 
overwhelming success attends the efforts of the Jesuits! they 
swarm and before long cover the earth, on all sides becoming 
uncontested masters. They shrive kings, they acquire 
immense wealth, they display such victorious power of inva- 
sion that, however humbly they may set foot in any country; 
they soon wholly possess it: souls, bodies, power and fortune 
alike falling to them. And they are particularly zealous in 
founding schools, they show themselves to be incomparable 
moulders of the human brain, well understanding that power 
always belongs to the morrow, to the generations which are 
growing up and whose master one must be if one desire to 
reign eternally. So great is their power, based on the neces- 
sity of compromise with sin, that, on the morrow of the 
Council of Trent, they transform the very spirit of Catholicism, 
penetrate it, identify it with themselves and become the indis- 
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pensable soldiers of the papacy which lives by them and for 
them. And from that moment Rome is theirs, Rome where 
their general so long commands, whence so long go forth the 
directions for the obscure: tactics which are blindly followed 
by their innumerable army, whose skilful organisation covers 
the globe as with an iron network hidden by the velvet of 
hands expert in dealing gently with poor suffering humanity. 
But, after all, the most prodigious feature is the stupefying 
vitality of the Jesuits who are incessantly tracked, condemned, 
executed, and yet still and ever erect. As soon as their power 
asserts itself, their unpopularity begins and gradually becomes 
universal. Hoots of execration arise around them, abominable 
accusations, scandalous law cases in which they appear as 
corruptors and felons. Pascal devotes them to public con- 
tempt, parliaments condemn their books to be burnt, univer- 
sities denounce their system of morals and their teaching as 
poisonous. They foment such disturbances, such strugglesin 
every kingdom, that organised persecution sets in, and they 
are soon driven from everywhere: During more than a 
century they become wanderers, expelled, then recalled, pass- 
ing and repassing frontiers, leaving a country amidst crics 
of hatred to return to it as soon as quiet has been restored. 
Finally, for supreme disaster, they are suppressed by one pope, 
but another re-establishes them, and since then they have 
been virtually tolerated everywhere. And in the diplomatic 
self-effacement, the shade in which they have the prudence to 
sequester themselves, they are none the less triumphant, 
quietly confident of their victory like soldiers who have once 
and for ever subdued the earth. : 

Pierre was aware that, judging by mere appearances, the 
Jesuits were nowadays dispossessed of all influence in Rome. 
They no longer officiated at the Gésù, they no longer directed 
the Collegio Romano, where they formerly fashioned so many 
souls; and with no abode of their own, reduced to accept 
foreign hospitality, they had modestly sought a refuge at the 
Collegio Germanico, where there is a little chapel. There 
they taught and there they still confessed, but without the 
slightest bustle or display. Was one to believe, however, that 
this effacement was but masterly cunning, a feigned disappear- 
ance in order that they might really remain secret, all-powerful 
masters, the hidden hand which directs and guides everything ? 
People certainly said that the proclamation of papal Infallibility 
had been their work, a weapon with which they had armed 
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themselves whilst feigning to bestow it on the papacy, in 
readiness for the coming decisive task which their genius fore- 
saw in the approaching social upheavals. And thus there 
might perhaps be some truth in what Don Vigilio, with a 
shiver of mystery, related about their occult sovereignty, à 
seizin, as it were, of the government of the Church, a royalty 
ignored but nevertheless complete, - 

As this idea occurred to Pierre, a dim connection between 
certain of his experiences arose in his mind and he all at once 
inquired: ‘Is Monsignor Nani a Jesuit, then?’ . 

These words seemed to revive all Don Vigilio’s anxious 
passion. He waved his trembling hand, and replied: ‘ He ? 
Oh, he’s too clever, too skilful by far to have taken the robe. 
But he comes from that Collegio Romano where his generation 
grew up, and he there imbibed that Jesuit genius which 
adapted itself. so well to his own. Whilst fully realising the 
danger of wearing an unpopular and embarrassing livery, and 
wishing to be free, he is none the less a Jesuit in his flesh, in 
his bones, in his very soul. He is evidently convinced that 
the Church can only triumph by utilising the passions of man- 
kind, and withal he is very fond of the Church, very pious at 
bottom, a very good priest, serving God without weakness in 
gratitude for the absolute power which God gives to His 
ministers. And besides, he is so charming, incapable of any 
brutal action, full of the good breeding of his noble Venetian 
ancestors, and deeply versed in knowledge of the world, thanks 
to his experiences at the nunciatures of Paris, Vienna and 
other places, without mentioning that he knows everything 
that goes on by reason of the delicate functions which he has 
discharged for ten years past as Assessor of the Holy Office. 
Yes, be is powerful, all-powerful, and in him you do not 
have the furtive Jesuit. whose robe glides past amidst sus- 
picion, but the head, the brain, the leader whom no uniform 
designates.’ | | 

‘This reply made Pierre grave, for he was quite willing to 
admit that an opportunist code of morals, like that of the 
Jesuits, was inoculable and now predominated throughout the 
Church. Indeed, the Jesuits might disappear, but their doctrine 
would survive them, since it was the one weapon of combat, 
the one system of strategy which might again place the nations 
under the dominion of Rome. And in reality the struggle 
which continued lay precisely in the attempts to accommodate 
religion to the century, and the century to religion.’ Such 
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being the case, Pierre realised that men like Monsignor Nani 
might acquire vast and even decisive importance. 

‘Ah! if you knew, if you knew,’ continued Don Vigilio, 
‘he’s everywhere, he has his hand in everything. For instance, 
nothing has ever happened here, among the Boccaneras, but 
T’'ve found him at the bottom of it, tangling or untangling 
the threads according to necessities with which he alone is 
acquainted.’ 

Then, in the unquenchable fever for confiding things 
which was now consuming him, the secretary related how 
Monsignor Nani had most certainly brought on Benedetta’s 
divorce case. The Jesuits, in spite of their conciliatory 
spirit, have always taken up a hostile position with regard to 
Italy, either because they do not despair of reconquering 
Rome, or because they wait to treat in due season with the 
ultimate and real victor, whether King or Pope. And so 
Nani, who had long been one of Donna Serafina’s intimates, 
had helped to precipitate the rupture with Prada as soon as 
Benedetta’s mother was dead. Again, it was he who, to 
prevent any interference on the part of the patriotic Abbé 
Pisoni, the young woman’s confessor and the artisan of her 
marriage, had urged her to take the same spiritual director 
as her aunt, Father Lorenza, a handsome Jesuit with clear 
and kindly eyes, whose confessional in the chapel of the 
Collegio Germanico was incessantly besieged by penitents. 
And it seemed certain that this manœuvre had brought 
about everything; what one cleric working for Italy had 
Te was to be undone by another cleric working against 

taly. 

Why was it, however, that Nani, after bringing about the 
rupture, had momentarily ceased to show all interest in the 
affair to the point even of jeopardising the suit for the dis- 
solution of the marriage? And why was he now again 
busying himself with it, setting Donna Serafina in action, 
prompting her to buy Monsignor Palma’s support, and 
bringing his own influence to bear on the cardinals of the 
Congregation ? There was mystery in all this, as there was 
in everything he did, for his schemes were always compli- 
cated and distant in their effects. However, one might suppose 
that he now wished to hasten the marriage of Benedetta 
and Dario, in order to stop all the abominable rumours 
which were circulating in the white world; unless, indeed, 
this divorce secured by pecuniary payments and the pressure 
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of notorious influences were an intentional scandal at first 
spun out and now hastened, in order to harm Cardinal 
Boccanera, whom the Jesuits might desire to brush aside in 
certain eventualities which were possibly near at hand. 

‘To tell the truth, I rather incline to the latter view,’ 
said Don Vigilio, ‘ the more so indeed as I learnt this evening 
that the Pope is not well. With an old man of eighty-four 
the end may come at any moment, and so the Pope can 
never catch cold but what the Sacred College and the pre- 
lacies are all agog, stirred by sudden ambitious rivalries. 
Now, the Jesuits have always opposed Cardinal Boccanera’s 
candidature. They ought to be on his side, on account of 
his rank, and his uncompromising attitude towards Italy, 
but the idea of giving themselves such a master disquicts 
them, for they consider him unseasonably rough and stern, 
too violent in his faith, which unbending as it is would prove 
dangerous in these diplomatic times through which the 
Church is passing. And so I should in no wise be astonished 
if there were an attempt to discredit him and render his 
candidature impossible, by employing the most underhand 
and shameful means.’ 

A little quiver of fear was coming over Pierre. The 
contagion of the unknown, of the black intrigues plotted in 
the dark, was spreading amidst the silence of the night in 
the depths of that palace, near that Tiber, in that Rome so 
full of legendary tragedies. But all at once the young man’s 
mind reverted to himself, to his own affair. ‘But what is 
my part in all this?’ he asked: ‘why does Monsignor Nani 
seem to take an interest in me? Why is he mixed up in the 
proceedings against my book?’ 

‘Oh! one never knows, one never knows exactly!’ 
replied Don Vigilio, waving hisarms. ‘One thing I can say, 
that he only knew of the affair when the denunciations of 
the three bishops were already in the hands of Father 
Dangelis ; and I have also learnt that he then tried to stop 
the proceedings, which he no doubt thought both useless 
and impolitic. But when a matter is once before the Con- 
gregation it is almost impossible for it to be withdrawn, and 
Monsignor Nani must also have come into collision with 
Father Dangelis who, like a faithful Dominican, is the 
passionate adversary of the Jesuits. It was then that he 
caused the Contessina to write to Monsieur de la Choue, 
requesting him to tell you to hasten here in order to defend 
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yourself, and to arrange for your acceptance of hospitality in 
this mansion, during your stay.’ . 

This revelation brought Pierre’s emotion to a climax, 
‘ You are sure of that?’ he asked. 

‘Oh! quite sure. I heard Nani speak of you one Monday, 
and some time ago I told you that he seemed to know all 
about you, as if he had made most minute inquiries. My 
belief is that he had already read your book, and was 
extremely preoccupied about it.’ 

‘Do you think that he shares my ideas, then? Is he 
sincere, is he defending himself while striving to defend 
me?’ 

‘Oh! no, no, not at all. Your ideas, why he certainly 
hates them, and your book and yourself as well. You have 
no idea what contempt for the weak, what hatred of the 
poor and love of authority and domination he conceals under 
his caressing amiability. Lourdes he might abandon to you, 
though it embodies a marvellous weapon of government ; 
but he will never forgive you for being on the side of the 
little ones of the world, and for pronouncing against the 
temporal power. If you only heard with what gentle ferocity 
‘he derides Monsieur de la Choue, whom he calls the weeping 
willow of neo-Catholicism !’ 

Pierre carried his hands to his temples and pressed his 
head despairingly. ‘Then why, why, tell me I beg of you, 
why has he brought me here and kept me here in this house 
at his disposal? Why has he promenaded me up and down 
Rome for three long months, throwing me against obstacles 
and wearying me, when it was so easy for him to let the 
Index condemn my book if it embarrassed him? It’s true, 
of course, that things would not have gone quietly, for I was 
disposed to refuse submission and openly confess my new 
faith, even against the decisions of Rome.’ 

Don Vigilio’s black eyes flared in his yellow face: ‘ Per- 
haps it was that which he wished to prevent. He knows 
you to be very intelligent and enthusiastic, and I have often 
heard him say that intelligence and enthusiasm should not 
be fought openly.’ ; 

Pierre, however, had risen to his feet, and, instead of 
listening, was striding up and down the room as though 
carried away by the whirlwind of his thoughts: ‘Come, 
come,’ he said at last, ‘it is necessary that L should know 
and understand things if I um to continue the struggle. You 
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must be kind enough to give me some detailed particulars 
about each of the persons mixed up in my affair. Jesuits, 
Jesuits everywhere? Mon Diew! it may be so, you are 
perhaps right! But all the same you must point out the 
different shades to me. Now, for instance, what of that 
Fornaro ?’ | 

‘ Monsignor Fornaro, oh! he’s whatever you like. Still 
he also was brought up at the Collegio Romano, so you may 
be certain that he is a Jesuit, a Jesuit: by education, position 
and ambition. He is longing to become a cardinal, and if 
he some day becomes one, he'll long to be the next pope. 
Besides, you know, everyone here is a candidate to the 
papacy as soon as he enters the seminary.’ 

‘And Cardinal Sanguinetti?’ 

‘A Jesuit, a Jesuit! ‘To speak plainly, he was one, then 
ceased to be one, and is now undoubtedly one again. San- 
guinetti has flirted with every influence. It waslong thought 
that he was in favour of conciliation between the Holy See 
and Italy ; but things drifted into a bad way, and he violently 
took part against the usurpers. In the same style he has 
frequently fallen out with Leo XIII and then made his 
peace. To-day at the Vatican, he keeps on a footing of 
diplomatie reserve. Briefly he only has one object, the 
tiara, and even shows it too plainly, which is a mistake, for 
it uses up a candidate. Still, just at present the struggle 
seems to be between him and Cardinal Boccanera. And 
that’s why he has gone over to the Jesuits again, utilising 
their hatred of his rival, and anticipating that they will 
be forced to support Aim in order to defeat the other. But 
I doubt it, they are too shrewd, t:.. y will hesitate to patronise 
a candidate who is already so compromised. He, blunder- 
head, passionate and proud as he is, doubts nothing, and since 
you say that he is now at Frascati, I’m certain that he made 
all haste to shut himself up there with some grand strategical 
object in view, as soon as he heard of the Pope’s illness.’ 

‘Well, and the Pope himself, Leo XIII?’ asked Pierre. 

This time Don Vigilio slightly hesitated, his eyes blink- 
ing, Thenhe said: ‘Leo XIIT? He is a Jesuit, a Jesuit! 
Oh! I know it is said that he sides with the Dominicans, 
and this is in a measure true, for he fancies that he is 
animated with their spirit and he has brought Bt. Thomas into 
favour again, and has restored all the ecclesiastical teaching 
of doctrine. But there is also the Jesuit, remember, who is 
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one involuntarily and without knowing it, and of this 
category the present Pope will prove the most famous ex- 
ample. Study his acts, investigate his policy, and you will 
find that everything in it emanates from the Jesuit spirit. 
The fact is that he has unwittingly become impregnated 
with that spirit, and that all the influence, directly or in- 
directly brought to bear on him comes from a Jesuit centre. 
Ah! why don’t you believe me? I repeat that the Jesuits 
have conquered and absorbed everything, that all Rome 
belongs to them from the most insignificant cleric to his 
Holiness in person.’ 

Then he continued, replying to each fresh name that Pierre 
gave with the same obstinate, maniacal cry: ‘ Jesuit, Jesuit!’ 
It seemed as if a Churchman could be nothing else, as if each 
answer were a confirmation of the proposition that the clergy 
must compound with the modern world if it desired to pre- 
serve its Deity. The heroic age of Catholicism was accom- 
plished, henceforth it could only live by dint of diplomacy and 
ruses, concessions and arrangements. ‘And that Paparelli, 
he’s a Jesuit too, a Jesuit!’ Don Vigilio went on, instinctively 
lowering his voice. ‘Yes, the humble but terrible Jesuit, the 
Jesuit in his most abominable rôle as a spy and a perverter ! 
I could swear that he has merely been placed here in order to 
keep watch on his Eminence! And you should see with what 
supple talent and craft he has performed his task, to such a 
point indeed that it is now he alone who wills and orders 
things. He opens the door to whomsoever he pleases, uses his 
master like something belonging to him, weighs on each of 
his resolutions, and holds him in his power by dint of his 
stealthy unremitting efforts. Yes! it’s the lion conquered by 
the insect; the infinitesimally small disposing of the infinitely 
great; the train-bearer—whose proper part is to sit at his 
cardinal’s feet like a faithful hound—in reality reigning over 
him, and impelling him in whatsoever direction he chooses— 
Ah! the Jesuit! the Jesuit! Mistrust him when you see 
him gliding by in his shabby old cassock, with the flabby 
wrinkled face of a devout old maid. And make sure that he 
isn’t behind the doors, or in the cupboards, or under the beds. 
Ah! I tell you that they'll devour you as they’ve devoured 
me; and they'll give you the fever too, perhaps even the 
plague if you are not careful!’ 

Pierre suddenly halted in front of his companion. He was 
losing all assurance, both fear and rage were penetrating him. 
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And, after all, why not? These extraordinary stories must be 
true. ‘But in that case give me some advice,’ he exclaimed, 
‘I asked you to come in here this evening precisely because I 
no longer know what to do, and need to be set in the right 
path——’ Then he broke off and again paced to and fro, as if 
urged into motion by his exploding passion. ‘Or rather no, 
tell me nothing!’ he abruptly resumed. ‘ It’s all over ; I pre- 
fer to go away. The thought occurred to me before, but it 
was in a moment of cowardice and with the idea of disappear- 
ing and of returning to live in peace in my little nook : whereas 
now, if I go off, it will be as an avenger, a judge, to cry aloud 
to all the world from Paris, to proclaim what I have seen in 
Rome, what men have done there with the Christianity of 
Jesus, the Vatican falling into dust, the corpse-like odour 
which comes from it, the idiotic illusions of those who hope 
that they will one day see a renascence of the modern soul 
arise from a sepulchre where the remnants of dead centuries 
rot and slumber. Oh! I will not- yield, I will not make my 
submission, I will defend my book by a fresh one. And that 
book, I promise you, will make some noise in the world, for it 
will sound the last agony of a dying religion, which one must 
make all haste to bury lest its remains should poison the 
nations ! ’ 

All this was beyond Don Vigilio’s mind. The Italian 
priest, with narrow belief and ignorant terror of the new ideas, 
awoke within him. He clasped his hands, affrighted. ‘Be 
quiet, be quiet! You are blaspheming! And, besides, you 
cannot go off like that without again trying to see his 
Holiness. He alone is sovereign. And I know that I 
shall surprise you; but Father Dangelis has given you in 
jest the only good advice that can be given: Go back to 
see Monsignor Nani, for he alone will open the door of the 
Vatican for you.’ 

Again did Pierre give a start of anger: ‘ What! It was with 
Monsignor Nani that I began, from him that I set out; andI 
am to go back to him? What game is that? Can I consent 
to be a shuttlecock sent flying hither and thither by every 
battledore? People are having a game with me!’ 

Then, harassed and distracted, the young man fell on his 
chair in front of Don Vigilio, who with his face drawn by his 
prolonged vigil, and his hands still and ever faintly trembling, 
remained for some time silent. At last he explained that he 
had another idea. He was slightly acquainted with the Pope's 
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confessor, a Franciscan Father, a man of great simplicity, to 
whom he might recommend Pierre. This Franciscan, despite 
his self-effacement, would perhaps prove of service to him. 
At al] events he might be tried. Then, once more, silence fell, 
andfierre, whose dreamy eyes were turned towards the wall, 
ended by distinguishing the old picture which had touched 
him so deeply on the day of his arrival. In the pale glow of 
the lamp it gradually showed forth and lived, like an incar- 
nation of his own case, his own futile despair before the 
sternly-closed portal of truth and justice. Ah! that outcast 
woman, that stubborn victim of love, weeping amidst -her 
streaming hair, her visage hidden whilst with pain and grief 
she sank upon the steps of that palace whose door was so 
pitilessly shut—how she resembled him! Draped with a 
mere strip of linen, she was shivering, and amidst the over- 
powering distress of her abandonment she did not reveal her 
secret, misfortune or transgréssion, whichever it might be. 
But he, behind her close-pressed hands, endowed her with a 
face akin to his own: she became his sister, as were all the 
poor creatures without roof or certainty who weep because 
they are naked and alone, and wear out their strength in 
seeking to force the wicked thresholds of men. He could 
never gaze at her without pitying her, and it stirred him so 
much that evening to find her ever so unknown, nameless and 
visageless, yet steeped in the most bitter tears, that he sud- 
denly began to question his companion. 

‘Tell me,’ said he, ‘do you know who painted that old 
picture ? It stirs me to the soul like a masterpiece.’ 

Stupefied by this unexpected question, the secretary raiscd 
his head and looked, fecling yet more astonished when he had 
examined the blacken, forsaken panel in its sorry frame. 

‘Where did it come from ?’ resumed Pierre, ‘ why has it 
been stowed away in this room ?’ 

‘Oh!’ replied Don Vigilio, with a gesture of indifference, 
‘itsnothing. There are heaps of valueless old paintings every- 
where, That one, no doubt, has always been here. But I don’t 
know; I never noticed it before.’ 

Whilst speaking he had at last risen to his feet, and this 
simple action had brought on such a fit of shivering that he 
could scarcely take leave, so violently did his teeth. chatter 
with fever. ‘No, no, don’t show me out,’ he stammered, 
‘keep the lamp here. And to conclude: the best course is 
for you to leave yourself in the hands of Monsignor Nani, for 
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he, at all events, is a superior man. I told you on your arrival 
that, whether you would or not, you would end by doing as 
he desired. And so what’s the use of struggling ? And mind, 
not a word of our conversation to-night; if would mean my 
death.’ 

Then he noiselessly opened the doors, glanced distrustfully 
into the darkness of the passage, and at last ventured out and 
disappeared, regaining his own room with such soft-steps that 
not the faintest footfall was heard amidst the tomb-like slumber 
of the old mansion. 

On the morrow, Pierre, again mastered by a desire to fight 
on to the very end, got Don Vigilio to recommend him to the 
Pope's confessor, the Franciscan Friar with whom the secre- 
tary was slightly acquainted. However, this friar proved to 
be an extremely timid if worthy man, selected precisely on 
account of his great modesty, simplicity, and absolute lack of 
influence in order that he might not abuse his position with 
respect to the Holy Father. And doubtless there was an 
affectation of humility on the latter’s part in taking for con- 
fessor a member of the humblest of the regular orders, a friend 
of the poor, a holy beggar of the roads. At the same time the 
friar certainly enjoyed a reputation for oratory; and hidden 
by a, veil the Pope at times listened to his sermons ; for although 
as infallible Sovereign Pontiff Leo XIII could not receive 
lessons from any priest, it was admitted that as a man he 
might reap profit by listening to good discourse. Nevertheless 
apart from his natural eloquence, the worthy friar was really 
a mere washer of souls, a confessor who listens and absolves 
without even remembering the impurities which he removes 
in the waters of penitence. And Pierro, finding him really so 
poor and such a cipher, did not insist on an intervention which 
he realised would be futile. 

All that day the young priest was haunted by the figure of 
that ingenuous lover of poverty, that delicious St. Francis, as 
Narcisse Habert was wont tosay. Pierre had often wondered 
how such an apostle, so gentle towards both animate and 
inanimate creation, and so full of ardent charity for the 
wretched, could have arisen in a country of egotism and enjoy- 
ment like Italy, where the love of beauty alone has remained 
queen. Doubtless the times have changed; yet what a strong 
sap of love must have been needed in the old days, during the 
great ‘sufferings of the middle ages, for such a consoler of the 
humble to spring from the popular soil and preach the gift of 
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self to others, the renunciation of wealth, the horror of brutal 
force, the equality and obedience which would ensure the peace 
of the world. §t. Francis trod the roads clad as one of the 
poorest, a rope girdling his grey gown and his bare feet shod 
with sandals, and he carried with him neither purse nor staff. 
And he and his brethren spoke aloud and freely, with sovereign 
florescence of poetry and boldness of truth, attacking the rich 
and the powerful, and daring even to denounce the priests of 
evil life, the debauched, simoniacal and perjured bishops. A 
long ery of relief greeted the Franciscans, the people followed 
them in crowds—they were the friends, the liberators of all 
the humble ones who suffered. And thus, like revolutionaries, 
they at first so alarmed Rome, that the popes hesitated to 
authorise their Order. When they at last. gave way it was 
assuredly with the hope of using this new force for their own 
profit, by conquering the whole vague mass of the lowly whose 
covert threats have ever growled through the ages, even in the 
most despotic times. And thenceforward in the sons of St. 
Francis the Church possessed an ever-victorious army—a 
wandering army which spread over the roads, in the villages 
and through the towns, penetrating to the firesides of artisan 
and peasant, and gaining possession of all simple hearts. How 
great the democratic power of such an Order which had sprung 
from the very entrails of the people! And thence its rapid 
prosperity, its teeming growth in a few years, friaries arising 
upon all sides, and the third Order! so invading the secular 
population as to impregnate and absorb it. And that there 
was here a genuine growth of the soil, a vigorous vegetation 
of the plebeian stock was shown by an entire national art 
arising from it—the precursors of the Renascence in painting 
and even Dante himself, the soul of Italia’s genius. 

For some days now, in the Rome of the present time, Pierre 
had been coming into contact with those great Orders of the 
past. The Franciscans and the Dominicans were there face 
to face in their vast convents of prosperous aspect. But it 
seemed as if the humility of the Franciscans had in the long 


1 The Franciscans, like the Dominicans and others, admit, in addi- 
tion to the two Orders of friars and nuns, a third Order comprising devout 
persons of either sex who have neither the vocation nor the opportunity 
for cloistered life, but live in the world, privately observing the chief 
principles of the fraternity with which they are connected. In central 
and southern Europe members of these third Orders are still numerous. 
— Trans. 
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run deprived them of influence. Perhaps, too, their rôle ag 
friends and liberators of the people was ended since the people 
now undertook to liberate itself. And so the only real remain- 
ing battle was between the Dominicans and the Jesuits, both 
of whom still claimed to mould the world according to their 
particular views. Warfare between them was incessant, and 
Rome—the supreme power at the Vatican—was ever the prize 
for which they contended. But, although the Dominicans had 
St. Thomas on their side, they must have felt that their old 
dogmatic science was crumbling, compelled as they were each 
day to surrender a little ground to the Jesuits whose principles 
accorded better with the spirit of the century. And, in addi- 
tion to these, there were the white-robed Carthusians, those 
very holy, pure and silent meditators who fled from the world 
into quiet cells and cloisters, those despairing and consoled 
ones whose numbers may decrease but whose Order will live 
for ever, even as grief and desire for solitude will live. And 
then there were the Benedictines whose admirable rules have 
sanctified labour, passionate toilers in literature and science, 
once powerful instruments of civilisation, enlarging universal 
knowledge by their immense historical and critical works. 
These Pierre loved, and with them would have sought a refuge 
two centuries earlier, yet he was astonished to find them build- 
ing on the Aventine a huge dwelling, for which Leo XIII has 
already given millions, as if the science of to-day and to-mor- 
row were yet a field where they might garner harvests. But 
cui bono, when the workmen have changed, and dogmas are 
there to bar the road—dogmas which totter, no doubt, but which 
believers may not fling aside in order to pass onward? And 
finally came the swarm of less important Orders, hundreds in 
number; there were the Carmelites, the Trappists, the 
Minims, the Barnabites, the Lazarists, the Eudists, the 
Mission Fathers, the Servites, the Brothers of the Christian 
Doctrine ; there were the Bernadines, the Augustinians, the 
Theatines, the Observants, the Passionists, the Celestines, and 
the Capuchins, without counting the corresponding Orders of 
women or the Poor Clares, or the innumerable nuns like those 
of the Visitation and the Calvary. Each community had its 
modest or sumptuous dwelling, certain districts of Rome were 
entirely composed of convents, and behind the silent lifeless 
facades all those people buzzed, intrigued, and waged the ever- 
lasting warfare of rival interests and passions. The social 
evolution which produced them had long since ceased, still 
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they obstinately sought to prolong their life, growing weaker 
and more useless day by day, destined to a slow agony until 
the time shall come when the new development of society will 
leave them neither foothold nor breathing space. 

And it was not only with the regulars that Pierre came in 
contact during his peregrinations through Rome; indeed, he 
more particularly had to deal with the secular clergy, and 
learnt to know them well. A hierarchical system which was 
still vigorously enforced maintained them in various ranks and 
classes. Up above, around the Pope, reigned the pontifical 
family, the high and noble cardinals and prelates whose 
conceit was great in spite of their apparent familiarity. 
Below them the parish clergy formed a very worthy middle 
class of wise and moderate minds; and here patriot priests 
were not rare. Moreover, the Italian occupation of a quarter 
of a century, by installing in the city a world of functionaries 
who saw everything that went on, had, curiously enough, 
greatly purified the private life of the Roman priesthood, in 
which under the popes women, beyond all question, played a 
supreme part. And finally one came to the plebeian clergy 
whom Pierre studied with curiosity, a collection of wretched, 
grimy, half-naked priests who like famished animals prowled 
around in search of masses, and drifted into disreputable 
taverns in the company of beggars and thieves. However, he 
was more interested by the floating population of foreign 
priests from all parts of Christendom—the adventurers, the 
ambitious ones, the believers, the madmen whom Rome 
attracted just as a lamp at night-time attracts the insects of 
the gloom. Among these were men of every nationality, 
position and age, all lashed on by their appetites and scram- 
bling from morn till eve around the Vatican, in order to snap 
at the prey which they hoped to secure. He found them 
everywhere, and told himself with some shame that he was 
one of them, that the unit of his own personality served to 
increase the incredible number of cassocks that one 
encountered in the streets. Ah! that ebb and flow, that 
ceaseless tide of black gowns and frocks of every hue! With 
their processions of students ever walking abroad, the 
seminaries of the different nations would alone have sufficed 
to drape and decorate the streets, for there were the French 
and the English all in black, the South Americans in black 
with blue sashes, the North Americans in black with red 
sashes, the Poles in black with green sashes, the Greeks in 
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blue, the Germans in red, the Scots in violet, the Romans in 
black or violet or purple, the Bohemians with chocolate sashes, 
the Irish with red lappets, the Spaniards with blue cords, to 
say nothing of all the others with broidery and bindings and 
buttons in a hundred different styles. And in addition there 
were the confraternities, the penitents, white, black, blue and 
grey, with sleeveless frocks and capes of different hue, grey, 
blue, black, or white. And thus even nowadays Papal Rome 
at times seemed to resuscitate, and one could realise how 
tenaciously and vivaciously she struggled on in order that she 
might not disappear in the cosmopolitan Rome of the new 
era. 

However, Pierre, whilst running about from one prelate 
to ‘another, frequenting priests and crossing churches, could 
not accustom himself to the worship, the Roman piety which 
astonished him when it did not wound him. One rainy 
Sunday morning, on entering Santa Maria Maggiore, he 
fancied himself in some waiting-room, a very splendid one, no 
doubt, but where God seemed to have no habitation. There 
was not a bench, not a chair in the nave, across which people 
passed, as they might pass through a railway station, wetting 
and soiling the precious mosaic pavement with their muddy 
shoes; and tired women and children sat round the bases of 
the columns, even as in railway stations one sees people sitting 
and waiting for their trains during the great crushes of the 
holiday season. And for this tramping throng of folks of 
small degree, who had looked in en passant, a priest was say- 
ing a low mass in a side chapel, before which a narrow file of 
standing people had gathered, extending across the nave, and 
recalling the crowds which wait in front of theatres for the 
opening of the doors. At the elevation of the Host one and 
all inelined themselves devoutly, but almost immediately 
afterwards the gathering dispersed. And indeed why linger ? 
The mass was said. Pierre everywhere found the same form 
of attendance, peculiar to the countries of the sun; the 
worshippers were in a hurry and only favoured the Deity with 
short familiar visits, unless ij were a question of some gala 
scene at San Paolo or San Giovanni in Laterano or some 
other of the old basilicas. It was only at the Gest, on 
another Sunday morning, that the young priest came upon a 
high mass congregation, which reminded him of the devout 
throngs of the North. Here there were benches and women 
seated, a worldly warmth and cosiness under the luxurious, 


360 ROME 


gilded, carved, and painted roof, whose tawny splendour is 
very fine now that time has toned down the eccentricities of 
the decoration. But how many of the churches were empty, 
among them some of the most ancient and venerable, San 
Clemente, Sant’ Agnese, Santa Croce in Gerusalemme, where 
during the offices one saw but a few believers of the neighbour- 
hood. Four hundred churches were a good many for even 
Rome to people ; and, indeed, some were merely attended on 
fixed ceremonial occasions, and a good many merely opened 
their doors once every year—on the feast day, that is, of their 
patron saint. Some also subsisted on the lucky possession of 
a fetish, an idol compassionate to human sufferings. Santa 
Maria in Ara Cœli possessed the miraculous little Jesus, the 
‘Bambino,’ who healed sick children, and Sant’ Agostino had 
the ‘Madonna del Parto,’ who grants a happy delivery to 
mothers. Then others were renowned for the holy water of 
their fonts, the oil of their lamps, the power of some wooden 
saint or marble virgin. Others again seemed forsaken, given 
up to tourists and the perquisites of beadles, like mere museums 
peopled with dead gods. Finally, others disturbed one’s faith 
by the suggestiveness of their aspect, as, for instance, that 
Santa Maria Rotonda, which is located in the Pantheon, a 
circular hall recalling a circus, where the Virgin remains the 
evident tenant of the Olympian deities. 

Pierre took no little interest in the churches of the poor 
districts, but did not find there the keen faith and the throngs 
he had hoped for. One afternoon, at Santa Maria in 
Trastevere, he heard the choir in full song, but the church 
was quite empty, and the chant had a most lugubrious sound 
in such a desert. Then, another day, on entering San 
Crisogono, he found it draped, probably in readiness for some 
festival on the morrow. The columns were cased with red 
damask, and between them were hangings and curtains 
alternately yellow and blue, white and red; and the young 
man fied from such a fearful decoration as gaudy as that of a 
fair booth. Ah! how far he was from the cathedrals where 
in childhood he had believed and prayed! On all sides he 
found the same type of church, the antique basilica ac- 
commodated to the taste of eighteenth century Rome. Though 
the style of San Luigi dei Francesi is better, more soberly 
elegant, the only thing that touched him even there was the 
thought of the heroic or saintly Frenchmen, who sleep in 
foreign soil beneath the flags. And as he sought for some- 
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thing Gothic, he ended by going to see Santa Maria sopra 
Minerva,! which, he was told, was the only example of the 
Gothic style in Rome. Here his stupefaction attained a 
climax at sight of the clustering columns cased in stucco 
imitating marble, the ogives which dared not soar, the rounded 
vaults condemned to the heavy majesty of the dome style. 
No, no, thought he, the faith whose cooling cinders lingered 
there was no longer that whose brazier had invaded and set 
all Christendom aglow! However, Monsignor Fornaro whom 
he chanced to meet as he was leaving the church, inveighed 
against the Gothic style as rank heresy. The first Christian 
Church said the prelate had been the basilica which had 
sprung from the temple, and it was blasphemy to assert that 
the Gothic cathedral was the real Christian house of prayer, 
for Gothic embodied the hateful Anglo-Saxon spirit, the 
rebellious genius of Luther. At this a passionate reply rose 
to Pierre’s lips, but he said nothing for fear that he might 
say too much. However, he asked himself whether in all 
this, there were not a decisive proof that Catholicism was the 
very vegetation of Rome, Paganism modified by Christianity. 
Elsewhere Christianity has grown up in quite a different 
spirit, to such a point that it has risen in rebellion and 
schismatically turned against the mother-city. And the 
breach has ever gone on widening, the dissemblance has 
become more and more marked; and amidst the evolution of 
new societies yet a fresh schism appears inevitable and 
proximate in spite of all the despairing efforts to maintain 
union. 

While Pierre thus visited the Roman churches, he also 
continued his efforts to gain support in the matter of his book, 
his irritation tending to such stubbornness, that if in the first 
instance he failed to obtain an interview, he went back again 
and again to secure one, steadfastly keeping his promise to 
call in turn upon each cardinal of the Congregation of the 
Index. And as a cardinal may belong to several congregations, 
it resulted that he gradually found himself roaming through 
those former ministries of the old pontifical government 
which, if less numerous than formerly, are still very intricate 
institutions, each with its cardinal-prefect, its cardinal- 
members, its consultative prelates and its numerous employees. 
Pierre repeatedly had to return to the Cancelleria, where the 
” 1 So called because it occupies the site of à temple to Minerva.— 
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Congregation of the Index meets, and lost himself in its world 
of staircases, corridors and halls. From the moment he 
passed under the porticus he was overcome by the icy shiver 
which fell from the old walls, and was quite unable. to 
appreciate the bare, frigid beauty of the palace, Bramante’s 
masterpiece though it be, so purely typical of the Roman 
Renascence. He also knew the Propaganda where he had 
seen Cardinal Sarno ; and, sent as he was hither and thither, 
in his efforts to gain over influential prelates, chance made 
him acquainted with the other Congregations, that of the 
Bishops and Regulars, that of the Rites and that of the 
Council. He even obtained a glimpse of the Consistorial, the 
Dataria,' and the sacred Penitentiary. All these formed part 
of the administrative mechanism of the Church under its 
several aspects—the government of the Catholic world, the 
enlargement of the Church’s conquests, the administration of 
its affairs in conquered countries, the decision of all questions 
touching faith, morals and individuals, the investigation and 
punishment of offences, the grant of dispensations and the 
sale.of favours. One can scarcely imagine what a fearful 
number of affairs are each morning submitted to the Vatican, 
questions of the greatest gravity, delicacy and intricacy, the 
solution of which gives rise to endless study and research. 
It is necessary to reply to the innumerable visitors who flock 
to Rome from all parts, and to the letters, the petitions and 
the batches of documents which are submitted and require to 
be distributed among the various offices. And Pierre was 
struck by the deep and discreet silence in which all this 
colossal labour was accomplished ; not a sound reaching the 
streets from the tribunals, parliaments and factories for the 
manufacture of saints and nobles, whose mechanism was so 
well greased, that in spite of the rust of centuries and the 
deep and irremediable wear and, tear, the whole continued 
working without clank or creak to denote its presence behind 
the walls. And did not that silence embody the whole policy 
of the Church, which is to remain mute and await develop- 
ments? Nevertheless what a ‘prodigious mechanism it was, 
antiquated no doubt, but still so powerful! And amidst 
those Congregations how keenly Pierre felt himself to be in 
the grip of the most absolute power ever devised for the 

1 It is from the Dataria that bulls, rescripts, letters of appointment 


to benefices and dispensations of marriage, are issued, after the affixture 
of the date and formula Datum Rome, ‘ Given at Rome.’—Trans. 
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domination of mankind. However much he might notice 
signs of decay and coming ruin he was none the loss seizcd, 
erushed and carried off by that huge engine made up of vanity 
and venality, corruption and ambition, meanness and greatness. 
And how far, too, he now was from the Rome that he had 
reamt of, and what anger at times filled him amidst his 
weariness, as he persevered in his resolve to defend himself! 
All at once certain things which he had never understood 
were explained to him. One day, when he returned to the 
Propaganda, Cardinal Sarno spoke to him of Freemasonry 
with such icy rage that he was abruptly enlightened. Free- 
masonry had hitherto made him smile; he had believed in it 
no more than he had believed in the Jesuits. Indeed, he had 
looked upon the ridiculous stories which were current—the 
stories of mysterious, shadowy men who governed the world 
with secret incalculable power—as mere childish legends. 
In particular he had been amazed by the blind hatred which 
maddened certain people as soon as Freemasonry was men- 
tioned. However, a very distinguished and intelligent prelate 
had declared to him, with an air of profound conviction, that 
at least on one occasion every year each masonic Lodge was 
presided over by the Devil in person, incarnate in a visible 
shape! And now, by Cardinal Sarno’s remarks, he understood 
the rivalry, the furious struggle of the Roman Catholic Church 
against that other Church, the Church of over the way.! 
Although the former counted on her own triumph, she none 
the less felt that the other, the Church of Freemasonry, was 
a competitor, a very ancient enemy, who indeed claimed to be 
more ancient than herself, and whose victory always remained 
a possibility. And the friction between them was largely due to 
the circumstance that they both aimed at universal sovereignty, 
and had a similar international organisation, a similar net 
thrown over the nations, and in a like way mysteries, dogmas, 
and rites. It was deity against deity, faith against faith, 


1 Some readers may think the above passages an exaggeration, but 
such is not the case. The hatred with which the Catholic priesthood, 
especially in Italy, Spain, and France, regards Freemasonry is remark- 
able. At the moment of writing these lines I have before me several 
French clerical newspapers, which contain the most abusive articles 
levelled against President Faure solely because he is a Freemason. One 
of these prints, a leading journal of Lyons, tells the French President 
that he cannot serve both God and the Devil; and that if he cannot 
give up Freemasonry he would do well to cease desecrating the abode of 
the Deity by his attendance at divine service.—Trans, 
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conquest against conquest: and so, like competing tradesmen 
in the same street, they were a source of mutual embarrass- 
ment, and one of them was bound to kill the other. But if 
Roman Catholicism seemed to Pierre to be worn out and 
threatened with ruin, he remained quite as sceptical with 
regard to the power of Freemasonry. He had made inquiries 
as to the reality of that power in Rome, where both Grand 
Master and Pope were enthroned, one in front of the other. 
He was certainly told that the last Roman princes had thought 
themselves compelled to become Freemasons in order to 
render their own difficult position somewhat easier and facili- 
tate the future of their sons. But was this true? had they 
not simply yielded to the force of the present social evolution ? 
And would not Freemasonry eventually be submerged by its 
own triumph—that of the ideas of justice, reason, and trutb, 
which it had defended through the dark and violent ages of 
history? It is a thing which constantly happens ; the victory 
of an idea kills the sect which has propagated it, and renders 
the apparatus with which the members of the sect surrounded 
themselves, in order to fire imaginations, both useless and 
somewhat ridiculous. Carbonarism did not survive the con- 
quest of the political liberties which it demanded; and on the 
day when the Catholic Church crumbles, having accomplished 
its work of civilisation, the other Church, the Freemasons’ 
Church of across the road, will in a like way disappear, its 
task of liberation ended. Nowadays the famous power of the 
Lodges, hampered by traditions, weakened by a ceremonial 
which provokes laughter, and reduced to a simple bond of 
brotherly agreement and mutual assistance, would be but a 
sorry weapon of conquest for humanity, were it not that the 
vigorous breath of science impels the nations onwards and 
helps to destroy the old religions. 

However, all Pierre’s journeyings and applications brought 
him no certainty; and, while stubbornly clinging to Rome, 
intent on fighting to the very end, like a soldier who will not 
believe in the possibility of defeat, he remained as anxious as 
ever. He had seen all the cardinals whose influence could be 
of use to him. He had seen the Cardinal Vicar, entrusted 
with the diocese of Rome, who, like the man of letters he was, 
had spoken to him of Horace, and, like a somewhat blundering 
politician, had questioned him about France, the Republic, 
the Army and the Navy Estimates, without dealing in the 
slightest degree with the incriminated book. He had also 
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seen the Grand Penitentiary, that tall old man, with fleshless, 
ascetic face, of whom he had previously caught a glimpse at 
the Boccanera mansion, and from whom he now only drew a 
long and severe sermon on the wickedness of young priests, 
whom the century had perverted and who wrote most abomi- 
nable books. Finally, at the Vatican, he had seen the 
Cardinal Secretary, in some wise His Holiness’s minister of 
foreign affairs, the great power of the Holy See, whom he 
had hitherto been prevented from approaching by terrifying 
warnings as to the possible result of an unfavourable reception. 
However, whilst apologising for calling at such a late stage, 
he had found himself in presence of a most amiable man, 
whose somewhat rough appearance was softened by diplomatic 
affability, and who, after making him sit down, questioned 
him with an air of interest, listened to him, and even spoke 
some words of comfort. Nevertheless, on again reaching the 
Piazza of St. Peter’s, Pierre well understood that his affair 
had not made the slightest progress, and that if he ever 
managed to force the Pope’s door, it would not be by way 
of the Secretariate of State. And that evening he returned 
home quite exhausted by so many visits, in such distraction 
at feeling that little by little he had been wholly caught in that 
huge mechanism with its hundred wheels, that he asked him- 
self in terror what he should do on the morrow now that there 
remained nothing for him to do—unless, indeed, it were to go 
mad. 

However, meeting Don Vigilio ina passage of the house, 
he again wished to ask him for some good advice. But the 
secretary, who had a gleam of terror in his eyes, silenced 
him, he knew not why, with an anxious gesture. And then in 
a whisper, in Pjerre’s ear, he said: ‘Have youseen Monsignor 
Nani? No! Well, go to see him, goto see him. I repeat 
that you have nothing else to do!’ 

Pierre yielded. And indeed why should he have resisted ? 
Apart from the motives of ardent charity which had brought 
him to Rome to defend his book, was he not there for a self- 
educating, experimental purpose? It was necessary that he 
should carry his attempts to the very end. 

On the morrow, when he reached the colonnade of St, 
Peter’s, the hour was so early that he had to wait there awhile. 
He had never better realised the enormity of those four curving 
rows of columns, forming a forest of gigantic stone trunks, 
among which nobody ever promenades. In fact, the spot is a 
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grandiose and dreary desert, and one asks oneself the why and 
wherefore of such a majestic porticus. Doubtless, however, it 
was for its sole majesty, for the mere pomp of decoration, that 
this colonnade was reared; and therein, again, one finds the 
whole Roman spirit. However, Pierre at last turned into the 
Via di Sant’ Offizio, and, passing the sacristry of St. Peter’s, 
found himself before the Palace of the Holy Office in asolitary 
silent district, which the footfall of pedestrians or the rumble 
of wheels but seldom disturbs. The sun alone lives there, in 
sheets of light which spread slowly over the small, white 
paving. You divine the vicinity of the basilica, for there is a 
smell as of incense, a cloisteral quiescence as of the slumber 
of centuries. And at one corner the Palace of the Holy Office 
rises up with heavy, disquieting bareness, only a single row of 
windows piercing its lofty, yellow front. The wall which skirts 
a side street looks yet more suspicious with its row of even 
smaller casements, mere peep-holes with glaucous panes. In 
the bright sunlight this huge cube of mud-coloured masonry 
ever seems to be asleep, mysterious, and closed like a prison, 
RER an aperture for communication with the outer 
world. 

Pierre shivered, but then smiled as at an act of childish- 
ness, for he reflected that the Holy Roman and Universal 
Inquisition, nowadays the Sacred Congregation of the Holy 
Office, was no longer the institution it had been, the purveyor 
of heretics for the stake, the occult tribunal beyond appeal 
which had right of life and death over all mankind. True, it 
still laboured in secrecy, meeting every Wednesday, and judg- 
ing and condemning without a sound issuing from within its 
walls. But on the other hand if it still continued to strike at 
the crime of heresy, if it smote men as well as their works, it 
no longer possessed either weapons or dungeons, steel or fire 
to do its bidding, but was reduced to a mere rôle of protest, 
unable to inflict aught but disciplinary penalties even upon the 
ecclesiastics of its own Church. 

When Pierre on entering was ushered into the reception . 
room of Monsignor Nani, who, as assessor, lived in the palace, 
he experienced an agreeable surprise. The apartment faced 
the south, and was spacious and flooded with sunshine. And 
stiff as was the furniture, dark as were the hangings, an exqui- 
site sweetness pervaded the room, as though a woman had lived 
in it and accomplished the prodigy of imparting some of her 
own grace to all those stern-looking things. There were no 
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flowers, yet there was a pleasant smell. A charm expanded 
and conquered every heart from the very threshold. 

Monsignor Nani at once came forward, with a smile on his 
rosy face, his blue eyes keenly glittering, and his fine light 
hair powdered by age. With hands outstretched, he exclaimed : 
‘Ah! how kind of you to have come to see me, my dear son ! 
Come, sit down, let us have a friendly chat.’ Then with an 
extraordinary display of affection, he began to question Pierre : 
‘How are you getting on? Tell me all about it, exactly what 
you have done.’ 

Touched in spite of Don Vigilio’s revelations, won over by 
the sympathy which he fancied he could detect, Pierre there- 
upon confessed himself, relating his visits to Cardinal Sarno, 
Monsignor Fornaro and Father Dangelis, his applications to 
all the influential cardinals, those of the Index, the Grand 
Penitentiary, the Cardinal Vicar and the Cardinal Secretary ; 
and dwelling on his endless journeys from door to door through 
all the congregations and all the clergy, that huge active, 
silent bee-hive amidst which he had wearied his feet, exhausted 
his limbs, and bewildered his poor brain. And at each suc- 
cessive Station of this Calvary of entreaty, Monsignor Nani, 
who seemed to listen with an air of rapture, exclaimed: ‘ But 
that’s very good, that’s capital! Oh! your affair is progress- 
ing. Yes, yes, it’s progressing marvellously well.’ 

He was exultant, though he allowed no unseemly irony to 
appear, while his pleasant, penetrating eyes fathomed the 
young priest, to ascertain if he had been brought to the requi- 
site degree of obedience. Had he been sufficiently wearied, 
disillisioned and instructed in the reality of things, for one to 
finish with him? Had three months’ sojourn in Rome 
sufficed to turn the somewhat mad enthusiast of the first 
days into an unimpassioned or at least resigned being ? 

However, all at once Monsignor Nani remarked: ‘ But, 
my dear son, you tell me nothing of his Eminence Cardinal 
Sanguinetti.’ 

‘ The fact is, Monseigneur, that his Eminence is at Frascati, 
80 I have been unable to see him.’ 

Thereupon the prelate, as if once more postponing the 
dénouement with the secret enjoyment ofan artistic diplomate, 
began to protest, raising his little plump hands with the anxious 
air of a man who considers everything lost: ‘Oh! but you 
must see his Eminence; it is absolutely necessary! Think of 
it! The Prefect of the Index! We.can only act after your 
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visit to him, for as you have not seen him it is as if you 
had seen nobody. Go, go to Frascati, my dear son.’ 

And thereupon Pierre could only bow and reply : ‘I will 
go, Monseigneur.’ 


XI 


AcraouGe Pierre knew that he would be unable to see Cardinal 
Sanguinetti before eleven o’clock, he nevertheless availed him- 
self of an early train, so that it was barely nine when he 
alighted at the little station of Frascati. He had already 
visited the place during his enforced idleness, when he had 
made the classical excursion to the Roman castles which 
extend from Frascati to Rocco di Papa, and from Rocco di 
Papa to Monte Cavo, and he was now delighted with the pro- 
spect of strolling for a couple of hours along those first slopes 
of the Alban hills, where, amidst rushes, olives, and vines, 
Frascati, like a promontory, overlooks the immense ruddy sea 
of the Campagna even as far as Rome, which, six full leagues 
away, wears the whitish aspect of a marble isle. 

Ah! that charming Frascati, on its greeny knoll at the foot 
of the wooded Tusculan heights, with its famous terrace 
whence one enjoys the finest view in the world, its old patri- 
cian villas with proud and elegant renascence façades and 
magnificent parks, which, planted with cypress, pine, and ilex, 
are for ever green! There was a sweetness, a delight, a 
fascination about the spot, of which Pierre would have never 
wearied. And for more than an hour he had wandered 
blissfully along roads edged with ancient, knotty olive 
trees, along dingle ways shaded by the spreading foliage 
of neighbouring estates, and along perfumed paths, at each 
turn of which the Campagna was seen stretching far away, 
when all at once he was accosted by a person whom he was 
both surprised and annoyed to meet. He had strolled down 
to some low ground near the railway station, some old vine- 
yards where a number of new houses had been built of recent 
years, and suddenly saw a stylish pair-horse victoria, coming 
from the direction of Rome, draw up close by, whilst its 
occupant called to him: ‘ What! Monsieur l’Abbé Froment, 
are you taking a walk here, at this early hour ?’ 

Thereupon Pierre recognised Count Luigi Prada, who 
alighted, shook hands with him and began to walk beside him, 
whilst the empty carriage went on in advance. And forth- 
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with the Count explained his tastes: ‘I seldom take the 
train,’ he said, ‘I drive over. It gives my horses an outing. 
Ihave interests over here as you may know, a big building 
enterprise which is unfortunately not progressing very well. 
And 50, although the season is advanced, l’m obliged to come 
rather more frequently that I care to do,’ 

As Prada suggested, Pierre was acquainted with the story. 
The Boccaneras had been obliged to sell a sumptuous villa 
which a cardinal of their family had built at Frascati in 
accordance with the plans of Giacomo della Porta, during the 
latter part of the sixteenth century: a regal summer residence 
it had been, finely wooded, with groves and basins and cas- 
cades, and in particular a famous terrace projecting like a 
cape above the Roman Campagna whose expanse stretches 
from the Sabine mountains to the Mediterranean sands. 
Through the division of the property, Benedetta had inherited 
from her mother some very extensive vineyards below Frascati, 
and these she had brought as dowry to Prada at the very 
moment when the building mania was extending from Rome 
into the provinces. And thereupon Prada had conceived the 
idea of erecting on the spot a number of middle-class villas 
like those which litter the suburbs of Paris. Few purchasers, 
however, had come forward, the financial crash had super- 
vened, and he was now with difficulty liquidating this unlucky 
business, having indemnified his wife at the time of their 
separation. 

‘And then,’ he continued, addressing Pierre, ‘one can 
come and go as one likes with a carriage, whereas, on taking 
the train, one is at the mercy of the time table. This morn- 
ing, for instance, I have appointments with contractors, 
experts, and lawyers, and I have no notion how long they will 
keep me. It's a wonderful country, isn’t it? And we are 
quite right to be proud of it in Rome. Although I may have 
some worries just now, I can never set foot here without. my 
heart beating with delight.’ 

A circumstance which he did not mention, was that his 
amica, Lisbeth Kauffmann, had spent the summer in one ol 
the newly erected villas, where she had installed her studio 
and had been visited by all the foreign colony which tolerated 
her irregular position on account of her gay spirits and artistic 
talent. Indeed, people had even ended by accepting the out- 
come of her connection with Prada, and a fortnight previously 
she had returned to Rome, and there given birth to a son— 
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an event which had again revived all the scandalous tittle- 
tattle respecting Benedetta’s divorce suit. And Prada’s 
attachment to Frascati doubtless sprang from the recollection 
of the happy hours he had spent there, and the joyful pride 
with which the birth of the boy inspired him. 

Pierre, for his part, felt ill at ease in the young Count’s 
presence, for he had an instinctive hatred of money-mongers 
and men of prey. Nevertheless, he desired to respond to his 
amiability, and so inquired after his father, old Orlando, the 
hero of the Liberation. 

‘Oh!’ replied Prada, ‘excepting for his legs he’s in 
wonderfully good health. He'll live a hundred years. Poor 
father! I should so much have liked to install him in one of 
these little houses, last summer. But I could not get him to 
consent; he’s determined not to leave Rome; he’s afraid, 
perhaps, that it might be taken away from him during his 
absence.’ Then the young Count burst into a laugh, quite 
merry at the thought of jeering at the heroic but no longer 
fashionable age of independence. And afterwards he said, 
‘My father was speaking of you again only yesterday, 
Te M l'Abbé. He is astonished that he has not seen you 

ately.’ 

This distressed Pierre, for he had begun to regard Orlando 
with respectful affection. Since his first visit, he had twice 
called on the old hero, but the latter had refused to broach 
the subject of Rome so long as his young friend should not 
have seen, felt, and understood everything. There would be 
time for a talk later on, said he, when they were both in a 
position to formulate their conclusions. 

‘Pray tell Count Orlando,’ responded Pierre, ‘ that Ihave 
not forgotten him, and that, if I have deferred a fresh visil, 
it is because I desire to satisfy him. However, I certainly 
will not leave Rome without going to tell him how deeply his 
kind greeting has touched me.’ 

Whilst talking, the two men slowly followed the ascend- 
ing road past the newly erected villas, several of which were 
not yet finished. And when Prada learned that the priest 
had come to call on Cardinal Sanguinetti, he again laughed, 
with the laugh of a good-natured wolf, showing his white 
fangs. ‘True,’ he exclaimed, ‘the Cardinal has been here 
since the Pope has been laid up. Ah! you'll find him in a 
pretty fever.’ 

‘Why?’ 
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‘Why, because there’s bad news about the Holy Father 
this morning. When I left Rome it was rumoured that he 
had spent a fearful night.’ 

So speaking, Prada halted at a bend of the road, not far 
from an antique chapel, a little church of solitary, mournful 
grace of aspect, on the verge of an olive grove. Beside it 
stood a ruinous building, the old parsonage, no doubt, whence 
there suddenly emerged a tall, knotty priest with coarse and 
earthy face, who, after roughly locking the door, went off in 
the direction of the town. | 

‘Ah!’ resumed the Count in a tone of raillery, ‘ that 
fellow’s heart also must be beating violently ; he’s surely gone 
to your Cardinal in search of news.’ 

Pierre had looked at the priest. ‘I know him,’ he replied, 
‘I saw him, I remember, on the day after my arrival at 
Cardinal Boccanera’s. He brought the Cardinal a basket of 
figs and asked him for a certificate in favour of his young 
brother, who had been sent to prison for some deed of violence 
—a knife-thrust if I recollect rightly. However, the Cardina 
absolutely refused him the certificate.’ 

‘It's the same man,’ said Prada, ‘you may depend on it. 
He was often at the Villa Boccanera formerly; for his young 
brother was gardener there. But he’s now the client, the 
creature of Cardinal Sanguinetti. Santobono his name is, 
and he’s a curicus character, such as you wouldn’t find in 
France, I fancy. He lives all alone in that falling hovel, and 
officiates at that old chapel of St. Mary in the Fields, where 
people don’t go to hear mass three times ina year. Yes, it’s 
a perfect sinecure, which with its stipend of a thousand francs 
enables him to live there like a peasant philosopher, cu!tivat- 
ing oe somewhat extensive garden whose big walls you see 

onder.’ 
The close to which he called attention stretched down the 
slope behind the parsonage, without an aperture, like some 
savage place of refuge into which not even the eye could pene- 
trate. And all that could be seen above the left-hand wati 
was a superb, gigantic fig tree, whose big leaves showed blackly 
against the clear sky. Prada had moved on again, and con- 
tinued to speak of Santobono, who evidently interested him. 
Fancy, a patriot priest, a Garibaldian! Born at Nemi, in 
that yet savage nook among the Alban hills, he belonged to the 
people and was still near to the soil, However, he had studied, 
and knew sufficient history to realise the past en of 
BB 


372 ROME 


Rome, and dream of the re-establishment of Roman dominion 
as represented by young Italy. And he had come to believe, 
with passionate fervour, that only a great pope could realise 
his dream by seizing upon power, and then conquering all the 
other nations. And what could be easier, since the Pope 
commanded millions of Catholics? Did not half Europe belong 
to him? France, Spain, and Austria would give way as soon 
as they should see him powerful, dictating laws to the world. 
Germany and Great Britain, indeed all the Protestant countries, 
would also inevitably be conquered, for the papacy was the only 
dike that could be opposed to error, which must some day 
fatally succumb in its efforts against such a barrier. Politically, 
however, Santobono had declared himself for Germany, for 
he considered that France needed to be crushed before she 
would throw herself into the arms of the Holy Father. And 
thus contradictions and fancies clashed in his foggy brain, 
whose burning ideas swiftly turned to violence under the 
influence of primitive, racial fierceness. Briefly, the priest 
was a barbarian upholder of the Gospel, a friend of the humble 
and woeful, a sectarian of that school which is capable alike 
of great virtues and great crimes. 

‘Yes,’ concluded Prada, ‘he is now devoted to Cardinal 
Sanguinetti because he believes that the latter will prove the 
great pope of to-morrow, who is to make Rome the one capital 
of the nations. At the same time he doubtless harbours a 
lower personal ambition, that of attaining to a canonry or of 
gaining assistance in the little worries of life, as when he 
wished to extricate his brother from trouble. Here, you know, 
people stake their luck on a cardinal just as they nurse a 
“ trey ” in the lottery, and if their cardinal proves the winning 
number and becomes pope they gain a fortune. And that’s 
why you nowsee Santobono striding along yonder, all anxiety 
to know if Leo XIII will die and Sanguinetti don the tiara.’ 

‘Do you think the Pope so very ill, then?’ asked Pierre, 
both anxious and interested. 

The Count smiled and raised both arms: ‘Ah!’ said he, 
‘can one ever tell? They all get ill when their interest lies 
that way. However, I believe that the Pope is this time really 
indisposed; a complaint of the bowels, it is said; and at his 
age, you know, the slightest indisposition may prove fatal.’ 

The two men took a few steps in silence, then the priest 
again asked a question: ‘ Would Cardinal Sanguinetti have a 
great chance if the Holy See were vacant ?’ 
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‘A great chance! Ah! that’s another of those things 
which one never knows, The truth is people class Sanguinetti 
among the acceptable candidates, and if personal desire sufficed 
he would certainly be the next pope, for ambition consumes 
him to the marrow, and he displays extraordinary passion and 
determination in his efforts to succeed. But therein lies his 
very weakness ; he is using himself up, and he knowsit. And 
so he must be resolved to every step during the last days of 
battle. You may be quite sure that if he has shut himself up 
here at this critical time, it is in order that he may the better 
direct his operations from a distance, whilst at the same time 
feigning a retreat, a disinterestedness which is bound to have 
a good effect,’ 

Then Prada began to expatiate on Sanguinetti with no 
little complacency, for he liked the man’s spirit of intrigue, 
his keen, conquering appetite, his excessive, and even some- 
what blundering activity. He had become acquainted with 
him on his return from the nunciature at Vienna, when he 
had already resolved to win the tiara. That ambition ex- 
plained everything, his quarrels and reconciliations with the 
reigning Pope, his affection for Germany, followed by a sudden 
evolution in the direction of France, his varying attitude with 
regard to Italy, at first a desire for agreement, and then 
absolute rejection of all compromises, a refusal to grant any 
concession, so long as Rome should not be evacuated. This, 
indeed, seemed to be Sanguinetti’s definite position ; he made 
a show of disliking the wavering sway of Leo XIII, and of 
retaining a fervent admiration for Pius IX, the great, heroic 
pope of the days of resistance, whose goodness of heart had 
proved no impediment to unshakable firmness. And all this 
was equivalent to a promise that he, Sanguinetti, would again 
make kindliness exempt from weakness, the rule of the 
Church, and steer clear of the dangerous compoundings of 
politics. Nevertheless, at bottom, politics were his only 
dream, and he had even formulated a complete programme of 
intentional vagueness, which his clients and creatures spread 
abroad with an air of rapturous mystery. However, since a 

revious indisposition of the Pope’s, during the spring, he had 
ae living in mortal disquietude, for it had then been 
rumoured that the Jesuits would resign themselves to support 
Cardinal Pio Boccanera, although the latter scarcely favoured 
them. He was rough and stern, no doubt, and his extreme 
bigotry might be a source of danger in this tolerant age; but, 
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on the other hand, was he not a patrician, and would not his 
election imply that the papacy would never cease to claim the 
temporal power? From that moment Boccanera had been 
the one man whom Sanguinetti feared, for he beheld himself 
despoiled of his prize, and spent his time in devising plans to 
rid himself of such a powerful rival, repeating abominable 
stories of Cardinal Pio’s alleged complaisance with regard to 
Benedetta and Dario, and incessantly representing him as Anti- 
christ, the man of sin, whose reign would consummate the 
ruin of the papacy. JTinally, to regain the support of the 
Jesuits, Sanguinetti’s last idea was to repeat through his 
familiars that for his part he would not merely maintain 
the principle of the temporal power intact, but would even 
undertake to regain that power. And he had a full plan on 
the subject, which folks confided to one another in whispers, 
a plan which, in spite of its apparent concessions, would lead 
to the overwhelming victory of the Church. It was to raise 
the prohibition which prevented Catholics from voting or 
becoming candidates at the Italian elections; to send a 
hundred, then two hundred, and then three hundred deputies 
to the Chamber, and in that wise to overthrow the House of 
Savoy, and establish a Federation of the Italian provinces, 
whereof the Holy Father, once more placed in possession of 
Rome, would become the august and sovereign President. 

As Prada finished he again laughed, showing his white 
teeth—teeth which would never readily relinquish the prey 
they held. ‘So you see,’ he added, ‘ we need to defend our- 
selves, since it’s a question of turning us out. Fortunately 
there are some little obstacles in the way of that. Neverthe- 
less, such dreams naturally have great influence on excited 
minds, such as that of Santobono, for instance. He’s a man 
whom one word from Sanguinetti would lead far indeed. 
Ah! he has good legs. Look at him up yonder, he has 
already reached the Cardinal’s little palace—that white villa 
with the sculptured balconies.’ 

Pierre raised his eyes and perceived the episcopal residence 
which was one of the first houses of Frascati. Of modern 
construction and Renascence style, it overlooked the immensity 
of the Roman Campagna. 

It was now eleven o'clock, and as the young priest, before 
going up to pay his own visit, bade the Count good-bye, the 
latter for a moment kept hold of his hand. ‘ Do you know,’ 
said he, ‘it would be very kind of you to lunch with me—vwill 
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you? Come and join me at that restaurant yonder with the 
pink front as soon as you are at liberty. I shall have settled 
my own business in an hour’s time, and I shall be delighted 
to have your company at table.’ 

Pierre began by declining, but he could offer no possible 
excuse, and at last surrendered, won over, despite himself, by 
Prada’s real charm of manner. When they had parted, the 
young priest only had to climb a street in order to reach the 
Cardinal’s door. With his natural expansiveness and craving 
for popularity, Sanguinetti was easy of access, and at Frascati 
in particular his doors were flung open even to the most 
humble cassocks. So Pierre was at once ushered in, a cir- 
cumstance which somewhat surprised him, for he remembered 
the-bad humour of the servant whom he had seen on calling 
at the Cardinal’s residence in Rome, when he had been 
advised to forego the journey, as his Eminence did not like 
to be disturbed when he was ill. However, nothing spoke of 
illness in that pleasant villa, flooded with sunshine. True, 
the waiting room, where he was momentarily left alone, dis- 
played neither luxury nor comfort ; but it was brightened by 
the finest light in the world, and overlooked that extra- 
ordinary Campagna, so flat, so bare, and so unique in its 
beauty, for in front of it one ever dreams and sees the Past 
arise. And so, whilst waiting, Pierre stationed himself af an 
open window, conducting on to a balcony, and his eyes roamed 
over the endless sea of herbage to the far away whiteness of 
Rome, above which rose the dome of St. Peter’s, at that 
distance a mere sparkling speck, barely as large as the nail of 
one’s little finger. 

However, the young man had scarcely taken up this 
position when he was surprised to hear some people talking, 
their words reaching him with great distinctness. And on 
leaning forward he realised that his Eminence in person was 
standing on another balcony close by, and conversing with a 
priest, only a portion of whose cassock could be seen. Still, 
this sufficed for Pierre to recognise Santobono. His first im- 
pulse, dictated by natural discretion, was to withdraw from 
the window, but the words he next heard riveted him to the 
spot, 

Fe We shall know in a moment,’ his Eminence was saying 
in his full voice. ‘I sent Eufemio to Rome, for he is the only 
person in whom I’ve any confidence. And see, there is the 
train bringing him back,’ 
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A train, still as small as a plaything, could in fact be seen 
approaching over the vast plain, and doubtless it was to watch 
for its arrival that Sanguinetti had stationed himself on the 
balcony. And there he lingered, with his eyes fixed on distant 
Rome. Then Santobono, in a passionate voice, spoke some 
words which Pierre imperfectly understood, but the Cardinal 
with clear articulation rejoined, ‘Yes, yes, my dear fellow, a 
catastrophe would be a great misfortune. Ah! may his 
Holiness long be preserved to us.’ Then he paused, and as 
he was no hypocrite, gave full expression to the thoughts 
which were in his mind: ‘At least, I hope that he will be 
preserved just now, for the times are bad, and I am in fright- 
ful anguish. The partisans of Antichrist have lately gained 
much ground.’ 

A cry escaped Santobono : ‘Oh! your Eminence will act 
and triumph.’ 

‘I, my dear fellow? What would you have me do? I 
am simply at the disposal of my friends, those who are willing 
to believe in me, with the sole object of ensuring the victory 
of the Holy See. It is they who ought to act, it is they—each 
according to the measure of his means—who ought to bar the 
road to the wicked in order that the righteous may succeed. 
Ah! if Antichrist should reign : | 

The recurrence of this word Antichrist greatly disturbed 
Pierre; but he suddenly remembered what the Count had 
told him: Antichrist was Cardinal Boccanera. 

‘Think of that, my dear fellow,’ continued Sanguinetti. 
‘ Picture Antichrist at the Vatican, consummating the ruin of 
religion by his implacable pride, his iron will, his gloomy 
passion for nihility; for there can be no doubt of it, he is the 
Beast of Death announced by the prophecies, the Beast who 
will expose one and all to the danger of being swallowed up 
with him in his furious rush into abysmal darkness. I know 
him; he only dreams of obstinacy and destruction, he will 
seize the pillars of the temple and shake them in order that 
he may sink beneath the ruins, he and the whole Catholic 
world! In less than six months he will be driven from Rome, 
at strife with all the nations, execrated by Italy, and roaming 
the world like the phantom of the last pope!’ 

It was with a low growl, suggestive of a stifled oath, that 
Santobono responded to this frightful prediction. But the 
train had now reached the station, and among the few 
passengers who had alighted, Pierre could distinguish a little 
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Abbé, who was walking so fast that his cassock flapped against 
his hips. It was Abbé Eufemio, the Cardinal's secretary, and 
when he had perceived his Eminence on the balcony he lost 
all self-respect, and broke into a run, in order that he might 
the sooner ascend the sloping street. ‘Ah! here’s Eufemio,’ 
exclaimed the Cardinal, quivering with anxiety. ‘ We shall 
know now, we shall know now.’ 

The secretary had plunged into the doorway below, and he 
climbed the stairs with such rapidity that almost immediately 
afterwards Pierre saw him rush breathlessly across the 
waiting-room, and vanish into the Cardinal’s sanctum. 
Sanguinetti had quitted the balcony to meet his messenger, 
but soon afterwards he returned to it asking questions, 
venting exclamations, raising, in fact, quite a tumult over the 
news which he had received. ‘And so it’s really true, the 
night was a bad one. His Holiness scarcely slept! Colic, 
you were told? But nothing could be worse at his age; it 
might carry him off in a couple of hours. And the doctors, 
what do they say ?’ 

The answer did not reach Pierre, but he understood its 
purport as the Cardinal in his naturally loud voice resumed : 
‘Oh! the doctors never know. Besides, when they refuse to 
speak death is never far off. Ah! what a misfortune if 
the catastrophe cannot be deferred for a few days!’ 

Then he became silent, and Pierre realised that his eyes 
were once more travelling towards Rome, gazing with 
ambitious anguish at the dome of St. Peter’s, that little, 
sparkling speck above the vast, ruddy plain. What a 
commotion, what agitation if the Pope were dead! -And 
he wished that it had merely been necessary for him to stretch 
forth his arm in order to take and hold the Eternal City, the 
Holy City, which, yonder on the horizon, occupied no more 
space than a heap of gravel cast there by a child’s spade. 
And he was already dreaming of the coming Conclave, when 
the canopy of each other cardinal would fall, and his own, 
motionless and sovereign, would crown him with purple. 

‘But you are right, my friend!’ he suddenly exclaimed, 
addressing Santobono, ‘one must act, the salvation of the 
Church is at stake. And, besides, it is impossible that heaven 
should not be with us, since our sole desire is its triumph. If 
necessary, at the supreme moment, heaven will know how to 
crush Antichrist.’ 

Then, for the first time, Pierre distinctly heard the voice 
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of Santobono, who, gruffly, with a sort of savage decision, 
responded : ‘Oh! if heaven is tardy it shall be helped.’ 

That was all; the young man heard nothing further save 
a confused murmur of voices. The speakers quitted the bal- 
cony, and his spell of waiting began afresh in the sunlit salon 
so peaceful and delightful in its brightness. But all at once 
the door of his Eminence’s private room was thrown wide 
open and a servant ushered him in; and he was surprised to 
find the cardinal alone, for he had not witnessed the departure 
of the two priests who had gone off by another door. The 
Cardinal, with his highly coloured face, big nose, thick lips, 
square-set, vigorous figure, which still looked young despite 
his sixty years, was standing near a window in the bright 
golden light. He had put on the paternal smile with which 
he greeted even the humblest from motives of good policy, 
and as soon as Pierre had imelt and kissed his ring, he motioned 
him to a chair. ‘Sit down, dear son, sit down. You have 
come of course about that unfortunate affair of your book. I 
am very pleased indeed to be able to speak with you about it.’ 

He himself then took a chair in front of that window over- 
looking Rome whence he seemed unable to drag himself. And 
the young pricst, whilst apologising for coming to disturb his 
rest, perceived that he scarcely listened, for his eyes again 
sought the prey which he so ardently coveted. Yet the sem- 
blance of good-natured attention was perfect, and Pierre 
marvelled at the force of will which this man must possess to 
appear so calm, so interested in the affairs of others, when 
such a tempest was raging in him. 

‘ Your Eminence will, I hope, kindly forgive me,’ continued 
the young priest. 

‘But you have done right to come, since I am kept here 
by my failing health,’ said the Cardinal. ‘ Besides, Iam some- 
what better, and it is only natural that you should wish to 
give me some explanations and defend your work and enlighten 
my judgment. In fact, I was astonished at not yet having seen 
you, for I know that your faith in your cause is great and that 
you spare no steps to convert your judges. So speak, my dear 
son, I am listening and shall be pleased indeed if I can absolve 

ou.” 
‘ Pierre was caught by these kind words, and a hope re- 
turned to him, that of winning the support of the all-powerful 
Prefect of the Index. He already regarded this ex-nuncio— 
who at Brussels and Vienna had acquired the worldly art of 
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sending people away satisfied with indefinite promises though 
he meant to grant them nothing—as a man of rare intelli- 
gence and exquisite cordiality. And so once more he regained 
the fervour of his apostolate to express his views respecting 
the future Rome, the Rome he dreamt of, which was destined 
yet again to become the mistress of the world if shé would 
return to the Christianity of Jesus, to an ardent love for the 
weak and the humble. 

Sanguinetti smiled, wagged his head, and raised exclama- 
tions of rapture: ‘ Very good, very good indeed, perfect ! Oh! 
I agree with you, dear son. One cannot put things better. 
Tt is quite evident; all good minds must agree with you.’ 
And then, said he, the poetic side deeply touched him. Like 
Leo XIII—and doubtless in a spirit of rivalyy—he couried 
the reputation of being a very distinguished Latinist, and pro- 
fessed a special and boundless affection for Virgil. ‘I know, 
I know,’ he exclaimed, ‘I remember your page on the return 
of spring, which consoles the poor whom winter has frozen. 
Oh! Ireadit three times over! And are you aware that 
your writing is full of Latin turns of style. I noticed more 
than fifty expressions which could bo found in the “ Bucolics,” 
Your book is a charm, a perfect charm!’ 

As he was no fool, and realised that the little priest before 
him was a man of high intelligence, he ended by interesting 
himself, not in Pierre personally, but in the profit which he 
might possibly derive from him. Amidst his feverish 
intrigues, he unceasingly sought to utilise all the qualities 
possessed by those whom God sent to him that might in any 
way be conducive to his own triumph. So, for a moment, he 
turned away from Rome and looked his companion in the face, 
listening to him and asking himself in what way he might 
employ him—either at once in the crisis through which he 
was passing, or later on when he should be pope. But the 
young priest again made the mistake of attacking the temporal 
power, and of employing that unfortunate expression, ‘a new 
religion.’ Thereupon the Cardinal stopped him with a gesture, 
still smiling, still retaining all his amiability, although the 
resolution which he had long since formed became from that 
moment definitive. ‘ You are certainly in the right on many 
points, my dear son,’ he said, ‘and I often share your views— 
share them completely. But come, you are doubtless not 
aware that I am the protector of Lourdeshere at Rome. And 
so, after the page which you havo written about the Grotto, 
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how can I possibly pronounce in your favour and against the 
Fathers ?’ ; 

Pierre was utterly overcome by this announcement, for he 
was indeed unaware of the Cardinal’s position with respect to 
Lourdes, nobody having taken the precaution to warn him, 
However, each of the Catholic enterprises distributed through- 
out the world has a protector at Rome, a cardinal who is 
designated by the Pope to represent it and, if need be, to 
defend it. 

‘Those good Fathers!’ Sanguinetti continued in a gentle 
voice, ‘you have caused them great grief, and really our 
hands are tied, we cannot add to their sorrow. If you only 
knew what a number of masses they send us! I know more 
than one of our poor priests who would die of hunger if it 
were not for them.’ 

Pierre could only bow beneath the blow. Once more he 
found himself in presence of the pecuniary question, the 
necessity in which the Holy See is placed to secure the revenue 
it requires one year with another. And thus the Pope was 
ever in servitude, for if the loss of Rome had freed him of the 
cares of state, his enforced gratitude for the alms he received 
still riveted him to earth. So great, indeed, were the 
requirements, that money was the ruler, the sovereign power, 
before which all bowed at the Court of Rome. 

And now Sanguinetti rose to dismiss his visitor. ‘You 
must not despair, dear son,’ he said effusively. ‘I have only 
my own vote, you know, and I promise you that I will take into 
account the excellent explanations which you have just given 
me. And who can tell? If God be with you, He will save 
you even in spite of all!’ This speech formed part of the 
Cardinal’s usual tactics; for one of his principles was never 
to drive people to extremes by sending them away hopeless. 
What good, indeed, would it do to tell this one that the con- 
demnation of his book was a foregone conclusion, and that 
his only prudent course would be to disavow it? Only a 
savage like Boccanera breathed anger upon fiery souls and 
plunged them into rebellion. ‘You must hope, hope!’ 
repeated Sanguinetti with a smile, as if implying a multitude 
of fortunate things which he could not plainly express. 

Thereupon Pierre, who was deeply touched, felt born anew. 
He even forgot the conversation he had surprised, the 
Cardinal’s keen ambition and covert rage with his redoubtable 
rival. Besides, might not intelligence take the place of heart 
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among the powerful? If this man should some day become 
pope, and had understood him, might he not prove the pope 
who was awaited, the pope who would accept the task of 
reorganising the Church of the united States of Europe, and 
making it the spiritual sovereign of the world? So he thanked 
him with emotion, bowed, and left him to his dream, standing 
before that widely open window whence Rome appeared to 
him, glittering like a jewel, even indeed as the tiara of gold 
and gems, in the splendour of the autumn sun. 

It was nearly one o’clock when Pierre and Count Prada 
were at last able.to sit down to déjewner in the little restaurant 
where they had agreed to meet, They had both been delayed 
by their affairs. However, the Count, having settled some 
worrying matters to his own advantage, was very lively, 
whilst the priest on his side was again hopeful, and yielded 
to the delightful charm of that last fine day. And so the 
meal proved a very pleasant one in the large, bright room, 
which, as usual at that season of the year, was quite deserted. 
Pink and blue predominated in the decoration, but Cupids 
fluttered on the ceiling, and landscapes, vaguely recalling the 
Roman castles, adorned the walls. The things they ate were 
fresh, and they drank the wine of Frascati, to which the soil 
imparts a kind of burnt flavour as if the old volcanoes of the 
region had left some little of their fire behind. 

For a long while the conversation ranged over those wild 
and graceful Alban hills, which, fortunately for the pleasure 
of the eye, overlook the flat Roman Campagna. Pierre, who 
had made the customary carriage excursion from Frascati to 
Nemi, still felt its charm and spoke of it in glowing language. 
First came the lovely road from Frascati to Albano, ascending 
and descending hillsides planted with reeds, vines and olive 
trees, amongst which one obtained frequent glimpses of the 
Campagna’s wavy immensity. On the left hand the village 
of Rocca di Papa arose in amphitheatrical fashion, showing 
whitely on a knoll below Monte Cavo, which was crowned by 
lofty and ancient trees. And from this point of the road, on 
looking back towards Frascati, one saw high up, on the verge 
of a pine wood, the ruins of Tusculum, large ruddy ruins, 
baked by.centuries of sunshine, and whence the boundless 
panorama must have been superb. Next one passed through 
Marino, with its sloping streets, its large cathedral, and its 
black decaying palace belonging to the Colonnas. Then, 
beyond a wood of ilex-trees, the lake of Albano was skirted 
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with scenery which has no paraliel in the world. In front, 
beyond the clear mirror of motionless water, were the ruins 
of Alba Longa; on the left rose Monte Cavo with Rocca di 
Papa and Palazzuolo; whilst on the right Castel Gandolfo 
overlooked the Jake as from the summit of a cliff. Down 
below in the extinct crater, as in the depths of a gigantic 
cup of verdure, the lake slept heavy and lifeless: a sheet 
of molten metal, which the sun on one side streaked with 
gold, whilst the other was black with shade. And the road 
then ascended all the way to Castel Gandolfo, which was 
perched on its rock, like a white bird betwixt the lake and the 
sea. Ever refreshed by breezes, even in the most burning 
hours of summer, the little place was once famous for its 
papal villa, where Pius IX loved to spend hours of indolence, 
and whither Leo XIII has never come. And next the road 
dipped down, and the ilex-trees appeared again, ilex-trees 
famous for their size, a double row of monsters with twisted 
limbs, two and three hundred years old. Then one at last 
reached Albano, a small town less modernised and less 
cleansed than Frascati, a patch of the old land which has 
retained some of its ancient wildness; and afterwards there 
was Ariccia with the Palazzo Chigi, and hills covered with 
forests and viaducts spanning ravines which overflowed with 
foliage ; and there was yet Genzano, and yet Nemi, growing 
still wilder and more remote, lost in the midst of rocks and trees. 

Ah! how ineffaceable was the recollection which Pierre 
had retained of Nemi, Nemi on the shore of its lake, Nemi so 
delicious and fascinating from afar, conjuring up all the 
ancient legends of fairy towns springing from amidst the 
greenery of mysterious waters, but so repulsively filthy when 
one at last reaches it, crumbling on all sides but yet dominated 
by the Orsini tower, as by the evil genius of the middle ages, 
which there seems to perpetuate the ferocious habits, the 
violent passions, the knife-thrusts of the past! Thence 
came that Santobono whose brother had killed, and who him- 
self, with his eyes of crime glittering like live embers, seemed 
to be consumed by a murderous flame. And the lake, that 
lake round like an extinguished moon fallen into the depths 
of a former crater, a deeper and less open cup than that of the 
lake of Albano, a cup rimmed with trees of wondrous vigour and 
density! Pines, elms and willows descend to the very margin, 
with a green mass of tangled branches which weigh each 
other down. This formidable fecundity springs from the 
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vapour which constantly arises from the water under the 
parching action of the sun whose rays accumulate in this 
hollow till it becomes like a furnace. There is a warm, 
heavy dampness, the paths of the adjacent gardens grow 
green with moss, and in the morning dense mists often fill 
the large cup with white vapour, as with the steaming milk 
of some sorceress of malevolent craft. And Pierre well 
remembered how uncomfortable he had felt before that lake 
where ancient atrocities, a mysterious religion with abomi- 
nable rites, seemed to slumber amidst the superb scenery. He 
had seen it at the approach of evening, looking, in the shade 
of its forest girdle, like a plate of dull metal, black and silver, 
motionless by reason of its weight. And that water, clear 
and yet so deep, that water deserted, without a bark upon 
its surface, that water august, lifeless and sepulchral had 
left him a feeling of inexpressible sadness, of mortal melan- 
choly, the hopelessness of great solitary passion, earth and 
water alike swollen by the mute spasms of germs, troublous 
in their fecundity. Ah! those black and plunging banks, and 
that black mournful lake prone at the bottom !! 

Count Prada began to laugh when Pierre told him of these 
impressions. ‘Yes, yes,’ said he, ‘it’s true, Nemi isn't always 
gay. In dull weather I have seen the lake looking like lead, 
and even the full sunshine scarcely animates it. For my 
part, I know I should die of ennui if I had to live face to face 
with that bare water. Butitisadmired by poets and romantic 
women, those who adore great tragedies of passion.’ 

Then, as he and Pierre rose from table to go and take 
coffee on the terrace of the restaurant, the conversation changed: 
‘ Do you mean to attend Prince Buongiovanni’s reception this 
evening ?’ the Count inquired. ‘It will be a curious sight 
especially for a foreigner, and I advise you not to miss it.’ 

‘Yes, I have an invitation,’ Pierre replied. ‘A friend of 
mine, Monsieur Narcisse Habert, an attaché ab our embassy, 
procured it for me, and I am going with him.’ 

1 Some literary interest attaches to M. Zola’s account of Nemi, 
whose praises have been sung by a hundred poets. If will be observed 
that he makes no mention of Egeria. The religion, distinguished by 
abominable practices to which he alludes, may perhaps be the worship 
of the Egyptian Diana, who had a famous temple near Nemi, which was 
excavated by Lord Savile some ten years ago, when all the smaller objects 
discovered were presented to the town of Nottingham. At this temple, 
according to some classical writers, the chief priest was required to 
“murder his predecessor, and there were other abominable usages,—Trans. 
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That evening, indeed, there was to be a féte at the Palazzo 
Buongiovanni on the Corso, one of the few galas that take 
place in Rome each winter. People said that this one would 
surpass all others in magnificence, for it was to be given in 
honour of the betrothal of little Princess Celia. The Prince, 
her father, after boxing her ears, it was rumoured, and 
narrowly escaping an attack of apoplexy as the result of a 
frightful fit of anger, had, all at once, yielded to her quiet, 
gentle stubbornness, and consented to her marriage with 
Lieutenant Attilio, the son of Minister Sacco. And all the 
drawing-rooms of Rome, those of the white world quite as 
much as those of the black, were thoroughly upset by the 
tidings. 

Count Prada made merry over the affair. ‘Ah! you'll 
see a fine sight!’ he exclaimed. ‘ Personally, ’m delighted 
with it all for the sake of my good cousin Attilio, who is really 
a very nice and worthy fellow. And nothing in the world 
would keep me from going to see my dear uncle Sacco make 
his entry into the ancient salons of the Buongiovanni. It will 
be something extraordinary and superb. He has at last 
become Minister of Agriculture, you know. My father, who 
always takes things so seriously, told me this morning that the 
.affair so worried him he hadn’t closed his eyes all night.’ 

The Count paused, but almost immediately added: ‘I say, 
it is half-past two and you won’t have a train before five o'clock. 
Do you know what you ought to do? Why, drive back to 
Rome with me in my carriage.’ 

‘No, no,’ rejoined Pierre, ‘I’m deeply obliged to you but 
I’m to dine with my friend Narcisse this evening, and I 
mustn’t be late.’ 

‘But you won't be late—on thecontrary! We shall start 
at three and reach Rome before five o’clock. There can’t be 
a more pleasant promenade when the light falls; and, come, 
I promise you a splendid sunset.’ 

He was so pressing that the young priest had to accept, 
quite subjugated by so much amiability and good humour. 
They spent another half-hour very pleasantly in chatting about 
Rome, Italy, and France. Then, for a moment, they went up 
into Frascati where the Count wished to say a few words to a 
contractor, and just as three o’clock was striking they started 
off, seated side by side on the soft cushions and gently rocked 
by the motion of the victoria as the two horses broke into a 
light trot. As Prada had predicted, that return to Rome across 
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the bare Campagna under the vast limpid heavens at the close 
of such a mild autumn day, proved most delightful. First of 
all, however, the victoria had to descend the slopes of Frascati 
between vineyards and olive trees. The paved road snaked, 
and was but little frequented; they merely saw a few peasants 
in old felt hats, a white mule and a cart drawn by a donkey, 
for it is only upon Sundays that the osterie or wine-shops are 
filled and that artisans in easy circumstances come to eat a 
dish of kid at the surrounding bastides. However, at one 
turn of the road they passed a monumental fountain. Then a 
flock of sheep momentarily barred the way before defiling past. 
And beyond the gentle undulations of the ruddy Campagna 
Rome appeared amidst the violet vapours of evening, sinking 
by degrees as the carriage itself descended to a lower and 
lower level. There came a moment when the city was a 
mere thin grey streak, speckled whitely here and there by a 
few sunlit house-fronts. And then it seemed to plunge below 
the ground—to be submerged by the swell of the far-spreading 
fields. 

The victoria was now rolling over the plain, leaving the 
Alban hills behind, whilst before it and on either hand came 
the expanse of meadows and stubbles. And then it was that 
the Count, after leaning forward, exclaimed: ‘Just look 
ahead, yonder, there’s our man of this morning, Santobono in 
person-—what a strapping fellow he is, and how fast he 
walks! My horses can scarcely overtake him,’ 

Pierre in his turn leant forward and likewise perceived the 
priest of St. Mary in the Fields, looking tall and knotty, 
fashioned as it were with a bill-hook. Robed in a long black 
cassock, he showed like a vigorous splotch of ink amidst the 
bright sunshine streaming around him; and he was walking 
on at such a fast, stern, regular pace that he suggested 
Destiny on the march. Something, which could not be well 
distinguished, was hanging from his right arm. 

When the carriage had at last overtaken him Prada told 
the coachman to slacken speed, and then entered into conver- 
sation. 

‘Good day, Abbé; you are well, I hope ? * he asked. 

‘Very well, Signor Conte, I thank you.’ 

‘And where are you going so bravely ?° 

‘Signor Conte, 1 am going to Rome.’ 

‘What! to Rome, at this late hour?’ 

‘Oh! I shall be there nearly as soon as yourself. The 
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oe doesn’t frighten me, and money’s quickly earned by 
walking.’ ; 

Scarcely turning his head to reply, stepping out beside the 
wheels, Santobono did not miss a stride. And Prada, diverted 
by the meeting, whispered to Pierre: ‘Wait a-bit, he'll 
amuse us.’ Then he added aloud: ‘Since you are going to 
Rome, Abbé, you had better get in here; there’s room for 
you.’ 

; Santobono required no pressing, but ab once accepted. the 
offer. ‘Willingly; a thousand thanks,’ he said. ‘It’s still 
better to save one’s shoe leather.’ 

Then he got in and installed himself on the bracket-seat, 
declining with abrupt humility the place which Pierre politely 
offered him beside the Count. The young priest and the 
latter now saw that the object he was carrying was a little 
basket of fresh figs, nicely arranged and ‘covered with leaves. 

The horses set off again at a faster trot, and the carriage 
rolled on and on over the superb, flat plain. ‘So you are 
going to Rome?’ the Count resumed in order to make Santo- 
bono talk. ; 

‘Yes,’ the other replied, ‘I am taking his Eminence Car- 
dinal Boccanera these few figs, the last of the season: a little 
present which I had promised him.’ He had placed the basket 
on his knees and was holding it between his big knotty hands 
asif it were something rare and fragile. 

‘Ah! some of the famous figs of your garden,’ said Prada. 
‘It’s quite true, they are like honey. But why don’t you rid 
yourself of them? You surely don’t mean to keep them on 
your knees all the way to Rome. Give them to me, I'll put 
them in the hocd.’ 

However, Santobono became quite agitated, and vigorously 
declined the offer. ‘No, no, a thousand thanks! They don't 
embarrass me in the least; they are very well here; and in 
this way I shall be sure that no accident will befall them.’ 

His passion for the fruit he grew quite amused Prada, who 
nudged Pierre, and then inquired: ‘ Is the Cardinal fond of 
your figs ?' 

‘Oh! his Eminence condescends to adore them. In former 
years, when he spent the summer at the villa, he would never 
touch the figs from other trees. And so, you see, knowing his 
tastes, it costs me very little to gratify him.’ 

Whilst making this reply Santobono had shot such a keen 
glance in the direction of Pierre that tho Count felt it necessary 
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to introduce them to one another. This he did saying: ‘ As 
it happens, Monsieur l’Abbé Froment is stopping at the 
Palazzo Boccanera; he hag been there for three months or 
BO.’ 

‘Yes, I’m aware of it,’ Santobono quietly replied ; ‘ I found 
Monsieur l'Abbé with his Eminence one day when I took 
some figs to the Palazzo. Those were less ripe, but these are 
perfect.’ So speaking he gave the little basket a complacent 
glance, and seemed to press it yet more closely between his 
huge and hairy fingers. 

Then came a spell of silence, whilst om either hand the 
Campagna spread out as far as the eye could reach. All 
houses had long since disappeared ; there was not a wall, not 
a tree, nothing but the undulating expanse whose sparse, 
short herbage was, with the approach of winter, beginning to 
turn green once more. A tower, a half-fallen ruin which 
came into sight on the left, rising in solitude into the 
limpid sky above the flat, boundless line of the horizon, 
suddenly assumed extraordinary importance. Then, on the 
right, the distant silhouettes of cattle and horses were seen in 
a large enclosure with wooden rails. Urged on by the goad, 
oxen, still yoked, were slowly coming back from ploughing ; 
whilst a farmer, cantering beside the ploughed land on a little 
sorrel nag, gave a final look round for the night. Now and 
again the road became peopled. A biroccino, an extremely 
light vehicle with two huge wheels and a small seat perched 
upon the springs, whisked by like a gust of wind. From time 
to time also the victoria passed a carrotino, one of the low 
carts in which peasants, sheltered by a kind of bright-hued 
tent, bring the wine, vegetables, and fruit of the castle-lands 
to Rome. The shrill tinkling of horses’ bells was heard afar 
off as the animals followed the well-known road of their own 
accord, their peasant drivers usually being sound asleep. 
Women with bare, black hair, scarlet neckerchiefs, and skirts 
caught up, were seen going home in groups of three and four. 
And then the road again emptied, and the solitude became 
more and more complete, without a wayfarer or an animal 
appearing for miles and miles, whilst yonder, at the far end of 
the lifeless sea, so grandiose and mournful in its monotony, 
the sun continued to descend from the infinite vault of 
heaven. : 

‘And the Pope, Abbé, is he dead?’ Prada suddenly in- 
quired, . 
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Santobono did not even start. ‘I trust,’ he replied in all 
simplicity, ‘ that his Holiness still has many long years to live 
for the triumph of the Church.’ 

‘So you had good news this morning when you called on 
your bishop, Cardinal Sanguinetti?’ 

This time the priest was unable to restrain a slight start. 
Had he been seen, then? Inhis haste he had failed to notice 
the two men following the road behind him. However, he at 
once regained self-possession, and replied: ‘Oh! one can 
never tell exactly whether news is good or bad. It seems that 
his Holiness passed a somewhat painful night, but I devoutly 
hope that the next will be a better one.’ Then he seemed to 
meditate for a moment, and added: ‘ Moreover, if God should 
have deemed it time to call his Holiness to Himself, He 
would not leave His flock withouta shepherd. He would have 
already chosen and designated the Sovereign Pontiff of to- 
morrow.’ 

This superb answer increased Prada’s gaiety. ‘You are 
really extraordinary, Abbé,’ he said. ‘So you think that popes 
are solely created by the grace of the Divinity! The pope of 
to-morrow is chosen up in heaven, eh, and simply waits? 
Well, I fancied that men had something to do with the matter. 
But perhaps you already know which cardinal it is that the 
Divine favour has thus elected in advance ?’ 

Then, like the unbeliever he was, he went on with his 
facile jests, which left the priest unruffled. In fact, the latter 
also ended by laughing when the Count, after alluding to the 
gambling passion which at each fresh conclave sets well-nigh 
the whole population of Rome betting for or against this or 
that candidate, told him that he might easily make his fortune 
if he were in the Divine secret. Next the talk turned on the 
three white cassocks of different sizes which are always kept 
in readiness in a cupboard at the Vatican. Which of them 
would be required on this occasion ?—the short one, the long 
one, or the one of medium size? Each time that the reigning 
pope falls somewhat seriously ill there is in this wise an 
extraordinary outburst of emotion, a keen awakening of all 
ambitions and intrigues, to such a point that not merely in 
the black world, but throughout the city, people have no other 
subject of curiosity, conversation, and occupation than that of 
discussing the relative claims of the cardinals and predicting 
which of them will be elected. 

‘ Come, come,’ Prada resumed, ‘ since you know the truth, 
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I’m determined that you shall tell me. ‘Will it be Cardinal 
Moretta ?’. 

Santobono, in spite of his evident desire to remain dignified 
and disinterested, like a good, pious priest, was gradually 
growing impassioned, yielding to the hidden fire which con- 
sumed him, And this interrogatory finished him off; he 
could no longer restrain himself, but replied: ‘Moretta | 
What an idea! Why, he is sold to all Hurope!’ 

‘Well, will it be Cardinal Bartolini ? ? 

“Oh! you can’t think that. Bartolini has used himself 
up in striving for everything and getting nothing.’ 

‘Will it be Cardinal Dozio, then ?’ 

“Dozio, Dozio! Why, if Dozio were to win one might 
altogether despair of our Holy Church, for no man can have 
a baser mind than he!’ 

Prada raised hig hands, as if he had exhausted the serious 
candidates. In order to increase the priest’s exasperation he 
maliciously refrained from naming Cardinal Sanguinetti, who 
was certainly Santobono’s nominee. All at once, however, 
he pretended to make a good guess, and gaily exclaimed; 

‘* Ah! [have it; I know your man—Cardinal Boccanera ! ’ 

The blow struck Santobono full in the heart, wounding 
him both in his rancour and his patriotic faith. His terrible 
mouth was already opening, and he was about to shout ‘ No!’ 
no!’ with all his strength, but he managed to restrain the 
cry, compelled as he was to silence by the present on his 
knees—that little basket of figs which he pressed so convul- 
sively with both hands; and the effort which he was obliged 
to make left him quivering to such a point that he had to 
wait some time before he could reply in a calm voice: ‘ His 
most reverend Eminence Cardinal Boccanera is a saintly man, 
well worthy of the throne, and my only fear is that, with his 
hatred of new Italy, he might bring us warfare.’ 

Prada, however, desired to enlarge the wound. ‘At all 
events,’ said he, ‘ you accept him and love him too much not 
to rejoice over his chances of success. And I really think 
that we have arrived at the truth, for everybody is convinced 
that the Conclave’s choice cannot fall elsewhere. Come, 
come; Boccanera is a very tall man, so it’s the long white 
cassock which will be required.’ 

‘The long cassock, the long cassock,’ growled Santobono, 
despite himself ; ‘ that’s all very well, but——’ 

Then he stopped short, and, again overcoming his passion, 
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left his sentence unfinished. Pierre, listening in silence, 
marvelled at the man’s self-restraint, for he remembered the 
conversation which he had overheard at Cardinal Sanguinetti’s. 
Those figs were evidently a mere pretext for gaining admission 
to the Boccanera mansion, where some friend—Abbé Paparelli, 
no doubt—could alone supply certain positive information 
which was needed. But how great was the command which 
that hot-blooded priest exercised over himself amidst the 
riotous impulses of his soul! 

On either side of the road the Campagna still and ever 
spread its expanse of verdure, and Prada, who had become 
grave and dreamy, gazed before him without seeing anything. 
At last, however, he gave expression to his thoughts: ‘ You 
know, Abbé, what will be said if the Pope should die this 
time. That sudden illness, those colics, those refusals to 
make any information public, mean nothing good—— Yes, 
yes, poison, just as for the others!’ 

' Pierre gave a start of stupefaction. The Pope poisoned | 
‘What! Poison? Again?’ he exclaimed, as he. gazed at 
his companions with dilated eyes. Poison at the end of the 
nineteenth century, as in the days of the Borgias, as on the 
stage in a romanticist melodrama! To him the idea appeared 
both monstrous and ridiculous. 

. Santobono, whose features had become motionless and 
impenetrable, made no reply. But Prada nodded, and the 
conversation was henceforth confined to him and the young 
priest. ‘Why, yes, poison,’ he replied. ‘The fear of it has 
remained very great in Rome. Whenever a death seems 
inexplicable, either by reason of its suddenness or the tragic 
circumstances which attend it, the unanimous thought is 
poison. And remark this: in no city, I believe, are sudden 
deaths so frequent. The causes I don’t exactly know, but 
some doctors put everything down to the fevers. Among the 
people, however, the one thought is poison, poison with all 
its legends, poison which kills like lightning and leaves no 
trace, the famous recipe bequeathed from age to age, through 
the emperors and the popes, down to these present times of 
middle-class democracy.’ 

As he spoke he ended by smiling, for he was inclined to 
be somewhat sceptical on the point, despite the covert terror 
with which he was inspired by racial and educational causes. 
However, he quoted instances. The Roman matrons had rid 
themselves of their husbands and lovers by employing the 
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venom of red toads. Locusta, in a more practical spirit, 
sought poison in plants, one of which, probably aconite, she 
was wont to boil. Then, long afterwards, came the age of 
the Borgias, and subsequently, at Naples, La Toffana sold a 
famous water, doubtless some preparation of arsenic, in phials 
decorated with a representation of St Nicholas of Bari. There 
were also extraordinary stories of pins, a prick from which 
killed one like lightning, of cups of wine poisoned by the 
infusion of rose petals, of wood-cocks cut in half with pre- 
pared knives, which poisoned but one half of the bird, so that 
he who partook of that half was killed. ‘I myself, in my 
younger days,’ continued Prada, ‘ had a friend whose bride 
fell dead in church during the marriage. service through 
simply inhaling a bouquet of flowers. And soisn’tit possible 
that the famous recipe may really have been handed down, 
and have remained known to a few adepts ?’ 

‘But chemistry has made too much progress,’ Pierre 
replied. ‘If mysterious poisons were believed in by the 
ancients and remained undetected in their time it was because 
there were no meansof analysis. But the drug of the Borgias 
would now lead the simpleton who might employ it straight 
to the Assizes. Such stories are mere nonsense, and at the 
present day people scarcely tolerate them in newspaper serials 
and shockers.’ 

‘Perhaps so,’ resumed the Count with his uneasy smile. 
‘You are right, no doubt—only go and tell that to your host, 
for instance, Cardinal Boccanera, who last summer held in 
his arms an old and deeply loved friend, Monsignor Gallo, 
who died after a seizure of a couple of hours.’ 

‘But apoplexy may kill one in two hours, and aneurism 
only takes two minutes.’ 

‘True, but ask the Cardinal what he thought of his friend’s 
prolonged shudders, the leaden hue which overcame his face, 
the sinking of his eyes and the expression of terror which 
made him quite unrecognisable. The Cardinal is convinced 
that Monsignor Gallo was poisoned, because he was his dearest 
confidant, the counsellor to whom he always listened, and 
whose wise advice was a guarantee of success.’ 

Pierre’s bewilderment was increasing, and, irritated by the 
impassibility of Santobono, he addressed him direct. ‘It’s 
idiotic, it’s awful! Does your reverence also believe in these 
frightful stories ? ' 

But the priest of Frascati gave no sign. His thick, 


392 ROME 


passionate lips remained closed while his black glowing eyes 
never ceased to gaze at Prada. The latter, moreover, was 
quoting other instances. There was the case of Monsignor 
Nazzarelli, who had been found in bed, shrunken and calcined 
like carbon. And there was that of Monsignor Brando, struck 
down in his sacerdotal vestments at St. Peter’s itself, in the 
very sacristy, during vespers ! 

‘Ah! Mon Diew!’ sighed Pierre, ‘you will tell me so 
much that I myself shall end by trembling, and sha’n’t dare 
to eat anything but boiled eggs as long as I stay in this 
terrible Rome of yours.’ 

For a moment this whimsical reply enlivened both the 
Count and Pierre. But it was quite true that their conversa- 
tion showed Rome under a terrible aspect, for it conjured up 
the Eternal City of Crime, the city of poison and the knife, 
where for more than two thousand years, ever since the rais- 
ing of the first bit of wall, the lust of power, the frantic 
hunger for possession and enjoyment, had armed men’s hands, 
ensanguined the pavements, and cast victims into the river 
and the ground. Assassinations and poisonings under the 
emperors, poisonings and assassinations under the popes, ever 
did the same torrent of abominations strew that tragic soil 
with death amidst the sovereign glory of the sun. 

‘ All the same,’ said the Count, ‘those who take precau- 
tions are perhaps not ill advised... It is said that more than 
one cardinal shudders and mistrusts people. One whom I 
know will never eat anything that has not been bought and 
prepared by his own cook. And as for the Pope, if he is 
anxious ' | 
» Pierre again raised a cry of stupefaction. ‘ What, the Pope 
himself! The Pope afraid of being poisoned!’ 

’ # Well, my dear Abbé, people commonly assert it. There 
are certainly days when he considers himself more menaced 
than anybody else. And are you not aware of the old Roman 
view that a pope ought never to live till too great an age, and 
that when he is so obstinate as not to die at the right time he 
ought to be assisted? As soon as a pope begins to fall into 
second childhood, and by reason of his senility becomes a 
source of embarrassment, and possibly even danger, to the 
Church, his right place is Heaven. Moreover, matters are 
managed in a discreet manner ; a slight cold becomes a decent 
pretext to prevent him from tarrying any longer on the throne 
of St. Peter.’ 
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Prada then gave some curious details. One prelate, it was 
said, wishing to dispel his Holiness’s fears, had devised an 
elaborate precautionary system which, among other things, 
was to comprise a little padlocked vehicle, in which the food 
destined for the frugal pontifical table was to be securely 
placed before leaving the kitchen, so that it might not be 
tampered with on its way to the Pope’s apartments. However, 
this project had not yet been carried into effect. 

* After all,’ the Count concluded with a laugh, ‘ every pope 
has to die some day, especially when his death is needful for 
the welfare of the Church. Isn’t that so, Abbé?’ 

Santobono, whom he addressed, had a moment previously 
lowered his eyes as if to contemplate the little basket of figs 
which he held on his lap with as much care as if it had been 
the Blessed Sacrament. On being questioned in such a direct, 
sharp fashion he could not do otherwise than look up. How- 
ever, he did not depart from his prolonged silence, but limited 
his answer to a slow nod. 

‘ And it is God alone, and not poison, Who causes one to 
die. Is that not so, Abbé?’ repeated Prada. ‘It is said that 
those were the last words of poor Monsignor Gallo before he 
expired in the arms of his friend Cardinal Boccanera.’ 

For the second time Santobono nodded without speaking. 
And then silence fell, all three sinking into a dreamy mood. 

Meantime, without a pause, the carriage rolled on across 
the immensity of the Campagna. The road, straight as an 
arrow, seemed to extend into the infinite. As the sun descended 
towards the horizon the play of light and shade became more 
marked on the broad undulations of the ground which stretched 
away, alternately of a pinky green and a violet grey, till they 
reached the distant fringe of the sky. At the roadside on 
either hand there were still and ever tall withered thistles and 
giant fennel with yellow umbels. Then, after a time, came a 
team of four oxen, that had been kept ploughing until late, 
and stood forth black and huge in the pale atmosphere and 
mournful solitude. Farther on some flocks of sheep, whence 
the breeze wafted a tallowy odour, set patches of brown amidst 
the herbage, which once more was becoming verdant; whilst 
at intervals a dog was heard to bark, his voice the only dis- 
tinct sound amidst the low quivering of that silent desert 
where the sovereign peacefulness of death seemed to reign. 
But all at once a light melody arose and some larks flew up, 
one of them soaring into the limpid golden heavens. And 
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abead, at the far extremity of the pure sky, Rome, with her 
towers and domes, grew larger and larger, like a city of white 
marble springing from a mirage amidst the greenery of some 
enchanted garden. 

‘Matteo!’ Prada called to his coachman, ‘ pull up at the 
Osteria Romana.’ And to his companions he added: ‘ Pray 
excuse me, but I want to see if I can get some new-laid eggs 
for my father. He is so fond of them.’ 

A few minutes afterwards the carriage stopped. At the 
very edge of the road stood a primitive sort of inn, bearing the 
proud and sonorous name of ‘ Antica Osteria Romana.’ It had 
now become a mere house of call for carters and chance 
sportsmen, who ventured to drink a flagon of white wine whilst 
eating an omelet and a slice of ham. Occasionally, on Sun- 
days, some of the humble classes would walk over from Rome 
and make merry there; but the week days often went by with- 
out a soul entering the place, such was its isolation amidst 
thé bare Campagna. 

The Count was already springing from the carriage. ‘I 
shall only be a minute,’ said he as he turned away. 

The osteria was a long, low pile with a ground floor and 
one upper story, the last being reached by an out-door stairway 
built of large blocks of stone which had been scorched by the 
hot suns. The-entire place, indeed, was corroded, tinged with 
the hue of old gold. On the ground floor one found a common 
room, a carthouse, and a stable with adjoining sheds. Atone 
side, near a cluster of parasol pines—the only trees that could 
grow in that ungrateful soil—there was an arbour of reeds 
where five or six rough wooden tables were set out. And, as 
a background to this sorry, mournful nook of life, there arose 
a fragment of an ancient aqueduct whose arches, half fallen 
and opening on to space, alone interrupted the flat line of the 
horizon. | 

All at once, however, the Count retraced his steps, and, 
addressing Santobono, exclaimed: ‘I say, Abbé, you’ll surely 
accept a glass of white wine. I know that you area bit ofa vine 
grower, and they have a little white wine here which you ought 
to make acquaintance with.’ 

Santobono again required no pressing, but quietly alighted, 
‘Oh! I know it,’ said he; ‘it’s a wine from Marino; it’s grown 
in a lighter soil than ours at Frascati.’ 

Then, as he would not relax his hold on his basket of figs, 
but even now carried it along with him, the Count lost patience, 
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§ Come, you don’t want that basket,’ said he; ‘leave it in the 
carriage.’ 

The priest gave no reply, but walked ahead, whilst Pierre 
also made up his mind to descend from the carriage in order 
to see what a suburban osteria was like. Prada was known 
at this place, and an old woman, tall, withered, but looking 
quite queenly in her wretched garments, had at once presented 
herself. On the last occasion when the Count had called she 
had managed to find half-a-dozen eggs. This time she said 
she would go to see, but could promise nothing, for the hens 
laid here and there allover the place, and she could never tell 
what eggs there might be. 

‘All right!’ Prada answered, ‘go and look; and mean- 
time we will have a caraffa of white wine.’ 

The three men entered the common room, which was 
already quite dark. Although the hot weather was now over, 
one heard the buzzing of innumerable flies immediately one 
reached the threshold, and a pungent odour of acidulous wine 
and rancid oil caught one at the throat. Assoon as their eyes 
became accustomed to the dimness they were able to distin- 
guish the spacious, blackened, malodorous chamber, whose only 
furniture consisted of some roughly made tables and benches. 
It seemed to be quite empty, so complete was the silence, apart 
from the buzz of the flies. However, two men were seated 
there, two wayfarers who remained mute and motionless 
before their untouched, brimming glasses. Moreover, on alow 
chair near the door, in the little light which penetrated from 
without, a thin, sallow girl, the daughter of the house, sat idle, 
trembling with fever, her hands close pressed between her 
knees. | 

Realising that Pierre felt uncomfortable there, the Count 
proposed that they should drink their wine outside. ‘We 
shall be better out of doors,’ said he, ‘it’s so very mild this 
evening.’ 

Accordingly, whilst the mother looked for the eggs, and 
the father mended a wheel in an adjacent shed, the daughter 
was obliged to get up shivering to carry the flagon of wine and 
the three glasses to the arbour, where she placed them on one 
of the tables. And, having pocketed the price of the wine— 
three pence—in silence, she went back to her seat with a sullen 
look, as if annoyed at having been compelled to make such a 
long journey. Meanwhile the three men had sat down, and 
Prada gaily filled each of the glasses, although Pierre declared 
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that he was quite unable to drink wine between his meals. 
‘ Pooh, pooh,’ said the Count, ‘you can always chink glasses 
with us. And now, Abbé, isn’t this little wine droll? Come, 
here’s to the Pope’s better health, since he’s unwell!’ 

Santobono at one gulp emptied his glass and clacked his 
tongue. With gentle, paternal care he had deposited his 
basket on the ground beside him : and, taking off his hat, he 
drew a long breath. The evening was really delightful. A 
superb sky of a soft golden hue stretched over that endless sea 
of the Campagna which was soon to fall asleep with sovereign 
quiescence. And the light breeze which went by amidst the 
deep silence brought with it an exquisite odour of wild herbs 
and flowers. 

‘How pleasant it is!’ muttered Pierre, affected by the 
surrounding charm. ‘And what a desert for eternal rest, for 
forgetfulness of all the world!’ 

Prada, who had emptied the flagon by filling Santobono’s 
glass a second time, made no reply ; he was silently amusing 
himself with an occurrence which at first he was the only one 
to observe. However, with a merry expression of complicity, 
he gave the young priest a wink, and then they both watched 
the dramatic incidents of the affair. Some scraggy fowls were 
wandering round them searching the yellow turf for grass- 
hoppers; and one of these birds, a little shiny black hen with 
an impudent manner, had caught sight of the basket of figs 
and was boldly approaching it. When she got near, however, 
she took fright, and retreated somewhat, with neck stiffened 
and head turned, so as to cast suspicious glances at the basket 
with her round sparkling eye. But at last covetousness gained. 
the victory, for she could see one of the figs between the leaves, 
and so she slowly advanced, lifting her feet very high at each 
step, and, all at once, stretching out her neck, she gave the 
fig a formidable peck, which ripped it open and made the juice 
exude. 

Prada, who felt as happy as a child, was then able to give 
vent to the laughter which he had scarcely been able to re- 
strain : ‘ Look out, Abbé,’ he called, ‘ mind your figs!’ 

At that very moment Santobono was finishing his second 
glass of wine with his head thrown back and his eyes bliss- 
fully raised to heaven. He gave a start, looked round, and 
on seeing the hen at once understood the position. And then 
came a terrible outburst of anger, with sweeping gestures and 
terrible invectives. But the hen, who was again pecking, 
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would not be denied ; she dug her beak into the fig and carried 
it off, flapping her wings, so quick and so comical that Prada, 
and Pierre as well, laughed till tears came into their eyes, 
their merriment increasing at sight of the impotent fury of 
Santobono, who, for a moment, pursued the thief, threatening 
her with his fist. 

‘Ah!’ said the Count, ‘ that’s what comes of not leaving 
the basket in the carriage. If I hadn’t warned you the hen 
would have eaten all the figs.’ 

The priest did not reply, but, growling out vague impreca- 
tions, placed the basket on the table, where he raised the leaves 
and artistically rearranged the fruit so as to fill up the void. 
Then, the harm having been repaired as far as was possible, 
he at last calmed down. 

It was now time for them to resume their journey, for the 
sun was sinking towards the horizon, and night would soon 
fall, Thus the Count ended by getting impatient. ‘ Well, and 
those eggs?’ he called. 

Then, as the woman did not return, he went to seek her. 
He entered the stable, and afterwards the cart-house, but she 
was neither here nor there. Next he went towards the rear 
of the osteria in order to look in the sheds. But all at once 
an unexpected spectacle made him stop short. The little black 
hen was lying on the ground, dead, killed as by lightning. 
She showed no sign of hurt; there was nothing but a little 
streamlet of violet blood still trickling from her beak. Prada 
was at first merely astonished. He stooped and touched the 
hen. She was still warm and soft like a rag. Doubtless some 
apoplectic stroke had killed her. But immediately afterwards 
he became fearfully pale; the truth appeared to him, and turned 
him as cold as ice. In a moment he conjured up everything: 
Leo XIII attacked by illness, Santobono hurrying to Cardinal 
Sanguinetti for tidings, and then starting for Rome to present 
a basket of figs to Cardinal Boccanera. And Prada also re- 
membered the conversation in the carriage: the possibility of 
the Pope’s demise, the candidates for the tiara, the legendary 
stories of poison which still fostered terror in and around the 
Vatican; and he once more saw the priest, with his little 
basket on his knees, lavishing paternal attention on it, and he 
saw the little black hen pecking at the fruit and fleeing with 
a fig on her beak. And now that little black hen lay there, 
suddenly struck down, dead ! 

His conviction was immediate and absolute. But he did 
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not have time to decide what course he should take, for a voice 
behind him exclaimed : ‘ Why, it’s the little hen; what’s the 
matter with her ?’ 

The voice was that of Pierre, who, letting Santobono climb 
into the carriage alone, had in his turn come round to the 
rear of the house in order to obtain a better view of the ruined 
aqueduct among the parasol pines. 

. Prada, who shuddered as if he himself were the culprit, 
answered him with a lie, a lie which he did not premeditate, 
but to which he was impelled by a sort of instinct. ‘ Butshe’s 
dead,’ he said. . . . ‘Just fancy, there was a fight. At the 
moment when I got here that other hen, which you see yonder, 
sprang on this one to get the fig, which she was still holding, 
and with a thrust of the beak split her head open.... The 
blood’s flowing, as you can see yourself.’ 

Why did he say these things? He himself was astonished 
at them whilst he went on inventing them. Was it then that he 
wished to remain master of the situation, keep the abominable 
secret entirely to himself, in order that he might afterwards 
act in accordance with his own desires? Certainly his feel- 
ings partook of shame and embarrassment in presence of that 
foreigner, whilst his personal inclination for violence set some 
admiration amidst the revolt of his conscience, and a covert 
desire arose within him to examine the matter from the 
standpoint of his interests before he came to a decision. But, 
on the other hand, he claimed to be a man of integrity, and 
would assuredly not allow people to be poisoned. 

Pierre, who was compassionately inclined towards all 
creation, looked at the hen with the emotion which he 
always felt at the sudden severance of life. However, he at 
once accepted Prada’s story. ‘Ah! those fowls!’ said he. 
‘ They treat one another with an idiotic ferocity which even 
men can scarcely equal. I kept fowls at home at one time, 
and one of the hens no sooner hurt her leg than all the others, 
on seeing the blood oozing, would flock round and peck at the 
limb till they stripped it to the bone.’ 

Prada, however, did not listen, but at once went off; and 
it so happened that the woman was, on her side, looking for 
him in order to hand him four eggs which, after a deal of 
searching, she had discovered in odd corners about the house. 
The Count made haste to pay for them, and called to Pierre, 
who was lingering behind : ‘ We must look sharp! Weshan’t 
reach Rome now until it is quite dark,’ 
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They found Santobono quietly waiting in the carriage, 
where he had again installed himself on the bracket with his 
spine resting against the box-seat and his long legs drawn 
back under him, and he again had the little basket of figs on 
his knees, and clasped it with his big knotty hands as though 
it was something fragile and rare which the slightest jolting 
might damage. His cassock showed like a huge blot, and in 
his coarse ashen face, that of a peasant yet near to the wild soil 
and but slightly polished by a few years of theological studies, 
his eyes alone seemed to live, glowing with the dark flame of 
a devouring passion. On seeing him seated there in such 
composure Prada could not restrain a slight shudder. Then, 
as soon as the victoria was again rolling along the road, he 
exclaimed: ‘ Well, Abbé, that glass of wine will guarantee us 
against the malaria. The Pope would soon be cured if he 
could imitate our example.’ 

Santobono’s only reply was a growl. He was in no mood 
for conversation, but wrapped himself in perfect silence, as in 
the night which was slowly falling. And Prada in his turn 
ceased to speak, and, with his eyes still fixed upon the other, 
reflected on the course that he should follow. 

_ The road turned, and then the carriage rolled on and on 
over another interminable straight highway with white paving, 
whose brilliancy made the road look like a ribbon of snow 
stretching across the Campagna, where delicate shadows were 
slowly falling. Gloom gathered in the hollows of the broad 
undulations whence a tide of violet hue seemed to spread over 
the short herbage until all mingled and the expanse became 
an indistinct swell of neutral hue from one to the other hori- 
zon. And the solitude was now yet more complete; a last 
indolent cart had gone by and a last tinkling of horses’ bells 
had subsided in the distance. There was no longer a passer- 
by, no longer a beast of the fields to be seen, colour and sound 
died away, all forms of life sank into slumber, into the serene 
stillness of nihility. Some fragments of an aqueduct were 
still to be seen at intervals on the right hand, where they 
looked like portions of gigantic millepedes severed by the 
scythe of time; next, on the left, came another tower, whose 
dark and ruined pile barred the sky as with a huge black 
stake; and then the remains of another aqueduct spanned 
the road assuming yet greater dimensions against the sunset 
glow. Ah! that unique hour, the hour of twilight in the 
Campagna, when all is blotted out and simplified, the hour of 
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bare immensity, of the infinite in its simplest expression! 
There is nothing, nothing all around you, but the flat line of 
the horizon with the one splotch of an isolated tower, and 
yet that nothing is instinct with sovereign majesty. 

However, on the left, towards the sea, the sun was setting, 
descending in the limpid sky like a globe of fire of blinding 
redness. It slowly plunged beneath the horizon, and the 
only sign of cloud was some fiery vapour, as if indeed the 
distant sea had seethed at contact with that royal and flaming 
visit. And directly the sun had disappeared the heavens 
above it purpled and became a lake of blood, whilst the 
Campagna turned to grey. At the far end of the fading 
plain there was only left that purple lake whose brasier 
slowly died out behind the black arches of the aqueduct, 
while in the opposite direction the scattered arches remained 
bright and rosy against a pewter-like sky. Then the fiery 
vapour was dissipated, and the sunset ended by fading away. 
One by one the stars came cut in the pacified vault, now of 
an ashen blue, while the lights of Rome, still far away on the 
verge of the horizon, scintillated like the lamps of light- 
houses. 

And Prada, amidst the dreamy silence of his companions 
and the infinite melancholy of the evening and the inexpres- 
sible distress which even he experienced, continued to ask 
himself what course he should adopt. Again and again he 
mentally repeated that he could not allow people to be 
poisoned. The figs were certainly intended for Cardinal 
Boccanera, and on the whole it mattered little to him whether 
there were a cardinal the more or the fewer in the world. 
Moreover, it had always seemed to him best to let destiny 
follow its course ; and, infidel that he was, he saw no harm 
in one priest devouring another. Again, it might be dan- 
gerous for him to intervene in that abominable affair, to mix 
himself up in the base, fathomless intrigues of the black 
world, But on the other hand the Cardinal was not the 
only person who lived in the Boccanera mansion, and might 
not the figs go to others, might they not be eaten by people 
to whom no harm was intended? This idea of a treacherous 
chance haunted him, and in spite of every effort the figures of 
Benedetta and Dario rose up before him, returned and im- 
posed themselves on him though he again and again sought 
to banish them from his mind. What if Benedetta, what if 
Dario should partake of that fruit? For Benedetta he felt 
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no fear, for he knew that she and her aunt ate their meals by 
themselves, and that their cuisine and the Cardinal’s had 
nothing in common. But Dario sat at his uncle’s table 
every day, and for a moment Prada pictured the young Prince 
suddenly seized with a spasm, then falling, like poor Monsignor 
Gallo, into the Cardinal’s arms with livid face and receding 
eyes, and dying within two hours. 

© But no, no! That would be frightful, he could not suffer 
such an abomination. And thereupon he made up his mind. 
He would wait till the night had completely gathered round 
and would then simply take the basket from Santobono’s 
lap and fling it into some dark hollow without saying a word. 
The priest would understand him. The other one, the young 
Frenchman, would perhaps not even notice the incident. 
Besides, that mattered little, for he would not even attempt 
to explain his action. And he felt quite calm again when the 
idea occurred to him to throw the basket away while the 
carriage passed through the Porta Furba, a couple of miles 
or so before reaching Rome. That would suit him exactly ; 
in the darkness of the gateway nothing whatever would be 
seen. 

‘We stopped too long at that osteria,’ he suddenly ex- 
claimed aloud, turning towards Pierre. ‘We sha’n’t reach 
Rome much before six o’clock. Still you will have time to 
dress and join your friend.’ And then, without awaiting the 
young man’s reply, he said to Santobono: ‘Your figs will 
arrive very late, Abbé.’ 

‘Oh!’ answered the priest, ‘His Eminence receives until 
eight o’clock. And, besides, the figs are not for this evening. 
People don’t eat figs in the evening. They will be for to- 
morrow morning.’ And thereupon he again relapsed into 
silence. 

‘For to-morrow morning—yes, yes, no doubt,’ repeated 
Prada. ‘And the Cardinal will be able to thoroughly regale 
himself if nobody helps him to eat the fruit.’ 

Thereupon Pierre, without pausing to reflect, exclaimed : 
‘He will no doubt eat it by himself, for his nephew, Prince 
Dario, must have started to-day for Naples on a little conva- 
lescence trip to rid himself of the effects of the accident which 
laid him up during the last month.’ Then, having got so far, 
the young priest remembered to whom he was speaking, and 
abruptly stopped short. 

The Count noticed his embarrassment. ‘Oh! speak on, 
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my dear Monsieur Froment,’ said he, ‘you don’t offend me, 
It’s an old affairnow. So that young man has left, you say ?' 

‘Yes, unless he has postponed his departure. However, 
I don’t expect to find him at the palazzo when I get there.’ 

For a moment the only sound was that of the continuous 
rumble of the wheels. Prada again felt worried, a prey to the 
discomfort of uncertainty. Why should he mix himself up in 
the affair if Dario were really absent? All the ideas which 
came to him tired his brain, and he ended by thinking aloud: 
‘Tf he has gone away it must be for propriety’s sake, so as.to 
avoid attending the Buongiovanni reception, for the Congrega.- 
tion of the Council met this morning to give its decision in 
the suit which the Countess has brought against me. Yes, I 
shall know by-and-by whether our marriage is to be dissolved.’ 

It was in a somewhat hoarse voice that he spoke these 
words; and one could realise that the old wound was again 
bleeding within him. Although Lisbeth had borne him a son, 
the charge levelled against-him in his wife’s petition for divorce 
still filled him with blind fury each time that he thought of it. 
And all at once he shuddered violently, as if an icy blast had 
darted through his frame. Then, turning the conversation, 
he added: ‘It’s not at all warm this evening. This is the 
dangerous hour of the Roman climate, the twilight hour, when 
it’s easy to catch a terrible fever if one isn’t prudent. Here, 
pull the rug over your legs, wrap it round you as carefully as 
you can.’ 

Then, as they drew near to the Porta Furba, silence again 
fell, more profound, like the slumber which was invincibly 
spreading over the Campagna, now steeped in night. And at 
last, in the bright starlight, appeared the gate, an arch of the 
Acqua Felice, under which the road passed. From a distance, 
this fragment seemed to bar the way with its mass of ancient 
half-fallen walls. But afterwards the gigantic arch where 
all was black opened like a gaping porch. And the carriags 
passed under it in darkness whilst the wheels rumbled with 
increased sonority. 

When the victoria emerged on the other side, Santoboro 
still had the little basket of figs upon his knees and Prada 
looked at it, quite overcome, asking himself what sudden 
paralysis of the hands had prevented him from seizing it and 
throwing it into the darkness. Such had still been his inten- 
tion but a few seconds before they passed under the arch. He 
had even given the basket a final glance in order that he might 
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the better realise what movements he slrould make. What 
had taken place within him then? At present he was yielding 
to increasing irresolution, henceforth incapable of decisive 
action, feeling a need of delay in order that he might, before 
everything else, fully satisfy himself as to what was likely to 
happen. And as Dario had doubtless gone away and the figs 
would certainly not be eaten until the following morning, 
what reason was there for him to hurry? He would know 
that evening if the Congregation of the Council had annulled 
his marriage, he would know how far the so-called ‘ Justice of 
God’ was venal and mendacious! Certainly he would suffer 
nobody to be poisoned, not even Cardinal Boccanera, though 
the latter’s life was of little account to him personally. But 
had not that little basket, ever since leaving Frascati, been 
like Destiny on the march? -And was it not enjoyment, the 
enjoyment of omnipotence, to be able to say to himself that he 
was the master who could stay that basket’s course, or allow 
it to go onward and accomplish its deadly purpose ? . Moreover, 
he yielded to the dimmest of mental struggles, ceasing to 
reason, unable to raise his hand, and yet convinced that he 
would drop a warning note into the letter-box at the palazzo 
before he went to bed, though at the same time he felt happy 
in the thought that if his interest directed otherwise he would 
not do so. 

And the remainder of the journey was accomplished in silent 
weariness, amidst the shiver of evening which seemed to have 
chilled all three men. In vain did the Count endeavour to 
escape from the battle of his thoughts, by reverting to the 
Buongiovanni reception, and giving particulars of the splen- 
dours which would be witnessed at it, his words fell sparsely 
in an embarrassed and absent-minded way. Then he sought 
to inspirit Pierre by speaking to him of Cardinal Sanguinetti’s 
amiable manner and fair words, but although the young priest 
was returning home well pleased with his journey, in the idea 
that with a little help he might yet triumph, he scarcely 
answered the Count, so wrapt he was in his reverie. And, 
Santobono, on his side, neither spoke nor moved. Black like 
the night itself, he seemed to have vanished. However, 
the lights of Rome were increasing in number, and houses 
again appeared on either hand, at first at long intervals, and 
then in close succession. They were suburban houses, and 
there were yet more fields of reeds, quickset hedges, olive 
trees overtopping long walls, and big gateways with vase- 
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surmounted. pillars; but at last came the city with its rows of 
‘small grey houses, its petty shops and its dingy taverns, whence 
at times came shouts and rumours of battle. : 

Prada insisted on setting his companions down in the Via 
Giulia, at fifty paces from the palazzo. ‘It doesn’t incon- 
venience me at all,’ said he to Pierre. ‘ Besides, with the 
little time you have before you, it would never do for you tn 
go on foot.’ 

The Via Giulia was already steeped in slumber, and wore 
a melancholy aspect of abandonment in the dreary light of 
the gas lamps standing on either hand. And as soon as 
‘Santobono had alighted from the carriage, he took himself off 
without waiting for Pierre, who, moreover, always went in 
by the little door in the side-lane. 

‘Good-bye, Abbé,’ exclaimed Prada. 

.“ Good-bye, Count, a thousand thanks,’ was Santobono’s 
response. 

Then the two others stood watching him as he went 
towards the Boccanera mansion, whose old, monumental 
entrance, full of gloom, was still wide open. For a moment 
they saw his tall, rugged figure erect against that gloom. 
Then in he plunged, he and his little basket, bearing Destiny. 


: XII 


Tr was ten o’clock when Pierre and Narcisse, after dining at 
the Caffè di Roma, where they had long lingered chatting, at 
last walked down the Corso towards the Palazzo Buongiovanni. 
They had the greatest difficulty to reach its entrance, for 
carriages were coming up in serried files, and the inquisitive 
crowd of on-lookers, who pressed even into the roadway, in 
spite of the injunctions of the police, was growing so compact 
that even the horses could no longer approach. The ten lofty, 
windows on the first floor of the long monumental facade 
shone with an intense white radiance, the radiance of electric 
lamps, which illumined the street like sunshine, spreading 
over the equipages aground in that human sea, whose 
billows of eager, excited faces rolled to and fro amidst an 
extraordinary tumult. 

‘And in all this there was not merely the usual curiosity to 
see uniforms go by, and ladies in rich attire alight from their 
carriages, for Pierre soon gathered from what he heard that 
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the crowd had come to witness the arrival of the King and 
Queen, who had promised to appear at the ball given by 
Prince Buongiovanni, in celebration of the betrothal of his 
daughter Celia to Lieutenant Attilio Sacco, the son of one of 
His Majesty’s ministers. Moreover, people were enraptured 
with this marriage, the happy ending of a love story which 
had impassioned the whole city: to begin with, love at first 
sight, with the suddenness of a lightning-flash, and then 
stubborn fidelity triumphing over all obstacles, amidst romantic 
circumstances whose story sped from lip to lip, moistening 
every eye and stirring every heart. | 

It was this story that Narcisse had related at dessert to 
Pierre, who already knew some portion of it. People asserted 
that if the Prince had ended by yielding after a final 
terrible scene, it was only from fear of seeing Celia elope from 
the palace with her lover. She did not threaten to do so, but, 
amidst her virginal calmness, there was so much contempt 
for everything foreign to her love, that her father felt her to 
be capable of acting with the greatest folly in all ingenuous- 
ness. Only indifference was manifested by the Prince’s wife, 
a phlegmatic and still beautiful Englishwoman, who con- 
sidered that she had done quite enough for the household by 
bringing her husband a dowry of five millions, and bearing 
him five children. The Prince, anxious and weak despite his 
violence, in which one found a trace of the old Roman blood, 
already spoilt by mixture with that of a foreign race, was 
nowadays ever influenced in his actions by the fear that his 
house and fortune—which hitherto had remained intact 
amidst the accumulated ruins of the patriziato—might 
suddenly collapse. And in finally yielding to Celia, he must 
have been guided by the idea of rallying to the new régime 
through his daughter, so as to have one foot firmly set at the 
Quirinal, without withdrawing the other from the Vatican. 
It was galling, no doubt; his pride must have bled at the idea 
of allying his name with that of such low folks as the Saccos. 
But then Sacco was a minister, and had sped so quickly from 
success to success that it seemed likely he would rise yet higher, 
and, after the portfolio of Agriculture, secure that of Finances, 
which he had long coveted. And an alliance with Sacco 
meant the certain favour of the King, an assured retreat in 
that direction should the papacy some day collapse. Then, 
too, the Prince had made inquiries respecting the son, and 
was somewhat disarmed by the good looks, -bravery, and 
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rectitude of young Attilio, who represented the future, and 
possibly the glorious Italy of to-morrow. He was a soldier, 
and could be helped forward to the highest rank, And 
people spitefully added that the last reason which had in- 
fluenced the Prince, who was very avaricious, and greatly 
worried by the thought that his fortune must be divided 
among his five children,! was that an opportunity presented 
itself for him to bestow a ridiculously small dowry on Celia. 
However, having consented to the marriage, he resolved to 
give a splendid féte, such as was now seldom witnessed in 
Rome, throwing his doors open to all the rival sections of 
society, inviting the sovereigns, and setting the palazzo ablaze 
as in the grand days of old. In doing this he would neces- 
sarily have to expend some of the money to-which he clung, 
but a boastful spirit incited him to show the world that 
he at any rate had not been vanquished by the financial 
crisis, and that the Buongiovannis had nothing to hide and 
nothing to blush for. To tell the truth, some people asserted 
that this bravado had not originated with himself, but had 
been instilled into him without his knowledge by the quiet 
and innocent Celia, who wished to exhibit her happiness to all 
applauding Rome. 

‘Dear me!’ said Narcisse, whom the throng prevented 
from advancing. ‘We shall never get in. Why, they seem 
to have invited the whole city.’ And then, as Pierre seemed 
surprised to see a prelate drive up in his carriage, the attaché 
added: ‘Oh! you will elbow more than one of them upstairs. 
The cardinals won’t like to come on account of the presence 
of the King and Queen, but the prelates are sure to be here. 
This, you know, is a neutral drawing-room wliere the black 
and the white worlds can fraternise. And then too, there are 
80 few fêtes that people rush on them.’ 

He went on to explain that there were two grand balls at 
Court every winter, but that it was only under exceptional 
circumstances that the patriziaio gave similar galas. Two 
or three of the black salons were opened once in a way 
towards the close of the Carnival, but little dances among 
intimates replaced the pompous entertainments of former 
times.. Some princesses, moreover, merely had their day. 
And as for the few white salons that existed, these likewise 

! The Italian succession law is similar to the French. Children 


cannot be disinherited. All property is divided among them, and thus 
the piling up of large hereditary fortunes is prevented.— Trans. 
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retained the same character of intimacy, more or less mixed, 
for no lady had yet become the undisputed queen of the new 
society. | 

‘Well, here we are at last,’ resumed Narcisse as they 
eventually climbed the stairs. 

‘Let us keep together,’ Pierre somewhat anxiously replied. 
‘My only acquaintance is with the fiancée, and I want you to 
introduce me.’ 

However, a considerable effort was needed even to climb 
the monumental staircase, so great was the crush of arriving 
guests. Never, in the old days of wax candles and oil lamps, 
had this staircase offered such a blaze of light. Electric 
lamps, burning in clusters in superb bronze candelabra on 
the landings, steeped everything in a white radiance. The 
cold stucco of the walls was hidden by a series of lofty tapes- 
tries depicting the story of Cupid and Psyche, marvels which 
had remained in the family since the days of the Renascence. 
And a thick carpet covered the worn marble steps, whilst 
clumps of evergreens and tall spreading palms decorated 
every corner. An affluence of new blood warmed the antique 
mansion that evening ; there was a resurrection of life, so to 
say, as the women surged up the staircase, smiling and per- 
fumed, bare-shouldered and sparkling with diamonds. 

At the entrance of the first reception-room Pierre at once 
perceived Prince and Princess Buongiovanni, standing side by 
side and receiving their guests. The Prince, a tall, slim man 
with fair complexion and hair turning grey, had the pale 
northern eyes of his American mother in an energetic face such 
as became a former captain of the popes. The Princess, with 
small, delicate and rounded features, looked barely thirty, 
though she had really passed her fortieth year. And still 
pretty, displaying a smiling serenity which nothing could 
disconcert, she purely and simply basked in self-adoration, 
Her gown was of pink satin, and a marvellous parure of large 
rubies set flamelets about her dainty neck and in her fine, 
fair hair. Of her five children, her son, the eldest, wag 
travelling, and three of the girls, mere children, were still at 
school, so that only Celia was present, Celia in a modest 
gown of white muslin, fair like her mother, quite bewitching 
with her large innocent eyes and her candid lips, and retaining 
to the very end of her love-story the semblance of a closed 
lily of impenetrable, virginal mysteriousness. The Saccos 
had but just arrived, and Attilio, in his simple lieutenant’s 
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uniform, had remained near his betrothed, so naively and 
openly delighted with his great happiness that his handsome 
face, with its caressing mouth and brave eyes, was quite 
resplendent with youth and strength. Standing there, near 
one another, in the triumph of their passion they appeared 
like life’s very joy and health, like the personification of hope 
in the morrow’s promises; and the entering guests who saw 
them could not refrain from smiling and feeling moved, 
momentarily forgetting their loquacious and malicious curio- 
sity to give their hearts to those chosen ones of love who 
looked so handsome and so enraptured. 

Narcisse stepped forward in order to present Pierre, but 
Celia anticipated him. Going to meet the young priest she 
led him to her father and mother, saying: ‘ Monsieur l’Abbé 
Pierre Froment, a friend of my dear Benedetta.’ Ceremonious 
salutations followed. Then the young girl, whose gracious- 
ness greatly touched Pierre, said to him: ‘Benedetta is 
coming with her aunt and Dario. She must be very happy 
ae evening! And you will also see how beautiful she will 

e.” 

Pierre and Narcisse next began to congratulate her, but 
they could not remain there, the throng was ever jostling them ; 
and the Prince and Princess, quite lost in the crush, had 
barely time to answer the many salutations with amiable, 
continuous nods. And Celia, after conducting the two friends 
to Attilio, was obliged to return to her parents so as to take 
her place beside them as the little queen of the féte. 

Narcisse was already slightly acquainted with Attilio, 
and so fresh congratulations ensued. Then the two friends 
manœuvred to find a spot where they might momentarily 
tarry and contemplate the spectacle which this first salon pre- 
sented. It was a vast hall, hung with green velvet broidered 
with golden fiowers, and contained a very remarkable collec- 
tion of weapons and armour, breast-plates, battle-axes and 
swords, almost all of which had belonged to the Buongiovannis 
of the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries. And amidst those 
stern implements of war there was a lovely sedan chair of the 
last century, gilded and decorated with delicate paintings. It 
was in this chair that the Prince’s great-grandmother, the 
celebrated Bettina, whose beauty was historical, had usually 
been carried to mass. On the walls, moreover, there were 
numerous historical paintings: battles, peace congresses, and 
royal receptions in which the Buongiovannis had taken part, 
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without counting the many family portraits, tall and proud 
figures of sea-captains, commanders in the field, great digni- 
taries of the Church, prelates and cardinals, amongst whom, 
in the place of honour, appeared the family pope, the white- 
robed Buongiovanni whose accession to the pontifical throne 
had enriched a long line of descendants. And it was among 
those armours, near that coquettish sedan, and below those 
antique portraits, that the Saccos, husband and wife, had in 
their turn just halted, at a few steps from the master and 
mistress of the house, in order to secure their share of con- 
gratulations and bows. : 

‘Look over there!’ Narcisse whispered to Pierre, ‘ those 
are the Saccos in front of us, that dark little fellow and the 
lady in mauve silk.’ 

Pierre promptly recognised the bright face and pleasant 
smile of Stefana, whom he had already met at old Orlando’s. 
But he was more interested in her husband, a dark dry man, 
with big eyes, sallow complexion, prominent chin and vulturine 
nose. Like some gay Neapolitan ‘ Pulcinello, he was dancing, 
shouting, and displaying such infectious good humour that it 
spread to all around him. He possessed a wonderful gift of 
speech, with a voice that was unrivalled as an instrument of 
fascination and conquest; and on seeing how easily he in- 
gratiated himself with the people in that drawing-room, one 
could understand his lightning-like successes in the political 
world. He had manœuvred with rare skill in the matter of 
his son’s marriage, affecting such exaggerated delicacy of feel- 
ing as to set himself against the lovers, and declare that he 
would never consent to their union, as he had no desire to be 
accused of stealing a dowry and a title. As a matter of fact, 
he had only yielded after the Buongiovannis had given their 
consent, and even then he had desired to take the opinion of 
old Orlando, whose lofty integrity was proverbial. However, 
he knew right well that he would secure the old hero’s approval 
in this particular affair, for Orlando made no secret of his 
opinion that the Buongiovannis ought to be glad to admit his 
grand-nephew intotheir family, as that handsome young fellow, 
with brave and healthy heart, would help to regenerate their 
impoverished blood. And throughout the whole affair, Sacco 
had shrewdly availed himself of Orlando’s famous name, for 
ever talking of the relationship between them, and displaying 
filial veneration for this glorious founder of the country, as 
if indeed he had no suspicion that the latter despised and 
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execrated him and mourned his accession to power in the con- 
viction that he would lead Italy to shame and ruin. 

‘Ah!’ resumed Narcisse addressing Pierre, ‘he’s one of 
those supple, practical men who care nothing for a smack in 
the face. It seems that unscrupulous individuals like himself 
become necessary when States get into trouble and have to 
pass through political, financial and moral crises. It is said 
that Sacco with his imperturbable assurance and ingenious and 
resourceful mind has quite won the King’s favour. Just look 
at him!- Why, with, that crowd of courtiers round him, one 
might think him the master of this palace ! ’ 

And indeed the guests, after passing the Prince and Princess 
with a bow, at once congregated around Sacco, for he repre- 
sented power, emoluments, pensions and crosses; and if folks 
still smiled at seeing his dark, turbulent and scraggy figure 
amidst that framework of family portraits which proclaimed 
the mighty ancestry of the Buongiovannis, they none the less 
worshipped him as the personification of the new power, the 
democratic force which was confusedly rising even from the old 
Roman soil where the patriziato lay in ruins. 

‘What a crowd!’ mutiered Pierre. * Who are all these 
people ?* 

‘Oh!’ replied Narcisse, ‘it is a regular mixture. These 
people belong neither to the black nor the white world; they 
form a grey world as it were. The evolution was certain; a 
man like Cardinal Boccanera may retain an uncompromising 
attitude, but a whole city, a nation can’t. The Pope alone 
will always say no and remain immutable. But everything 
around him progresses and undergoes transformation, so that 
in spite of all resistance, Rome will become Italian in a few 
years’ time. Even now, whenever a prince has two sons 
only one of them remains on the side of the Vatican, the other 
‘goes over to the Quirinal. People must live, you see; and 
the great families threatened with annihilation have not 
sufficient heroism to carry obstinacy to the point of suicide. 
And I have already told you that we are here on neutral ground, 
for Prince Buongiovanni was one of the first to realise the 
necessity of conciliation. He feels that his fortune is perishing, 
he does not dare to risk it either in industry or in speculation, 
and already sees it portioned out among his five children, by 
whose descendants it will be yet further divided; and this is 
why he prudently makes advances to the King without, how- 
ever, breaking with the Pope. In this salon, therefore, you see 
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a perfect picture of the débdcle, the confusion which reigns in 
the Prince’s ideas and opinions.’ Narcisse paused, and then 
began to name some of the persons who were coming in. 
‘There's a general,’ said he, ‘who has become very popular 
since his last campaign in Africa. There will bea great many 
military men here this evening, for all Attilio’s superiors have 
been invited, so as to give the young man an entourage of 
glory. Ah! and there’s the German Ambassador. I fancy 
that nearly all the Corps Diplomatique will come on account 
of their Majesties’ presence. But, by way of contrast, just 
look at that stout fellow yonder. He’s a very influential deputy, 
a parvenu of the new middle class. Thirty years ago he was 
merely one of Prince Albertini’s farmers, one of those mercanti 
di campagna who go about the environs of Rome in stout boots 
and a soft felt hat. And now look at that prelate coming 
in——’ 

‘Oh! I know hin,’ Picrre interrupted. ‘He’s Monsignor 
Fornaro.’ ; 

‘ Exactly, Monsignor Fornaro, a personage of some impor- 
tance. You told me, I remember, that he is the reporter of 
the Congregation in that affair of your book. A most delight- 
ful man! Did you see how he bowed to the Princess? And 
what a noble and graceful bearing he has in his little mantle 
of violet silk!’ 

Then Narcisse went on enumerating the princes and 
princesses, the dukes and duchesses, the politicians and 
functionaries, the diplomatists and ministers, and the officers 
and well-to-do middle-class people, who of themselves made 
up a most wonderful medley of guests, to say nothing of the 
representatives of the various foreign colonies, English people, 
Americans, Germans, Spaniards, and Russians, in a word, ali 
ancient Europe, and both Americas. And afterwards the 
young man reverted to the Saccos, to the little Signora Sacco 
in particular, in order to tell Pierre of the heroic efforts which 
she had made to open a salon for the purpose of assisting her 
husband’s ambition. Gentle and modest as she seemed, she 
was also very shrewd, endowed with genuine qualities, 
Piedmontese patience and strength of resistance, orderly 
habits and thriftiness. And thus it was she who re-established 
the equilibrium in household affairs which her husband by 
his exuberance so often disturbed. He was indeed greatly 
indebted to her, though nobody suspected it. At the same 
time, however, she had so far failed in her attempts to 
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establish a white salon which should take the lead in in- 
fluencing opinion. Only the people of her own set visited 
her, not a single prince ever came, and her Monday dances 
were the same as in a score of other middie-class homes, 
having no brilliancy and no importance. In fact, the real 
white salon, which should guide men and things and sway all 
Rome, was still in dreamland. 

‘Just notice her keen smile as she examines everything 
here,’ resumed Narcisse. ‘She’s teaching herself and form- 
ing plans, I’m sure of it. Now that she is about to be 
connected with a princely family she probably hopes to 
receive some of the best society.’ 

Large as was the room, the crowd in it had by this time 
grown so dense that the two friends were pressed back to a 
wall, and felt almost stifled. The attaché therefore decided 
to lead the priest elsewhere, and as they walked along he 
gave him some particulars concerning the palace, which was 
one of the most sumptuous in Rome, and renowned for the 
magnificence of its reception rooms. Dancing took place in 
the picture gallery, a superb apartment more than sixty feet 
long, with eight windows overlooking the Corso; while the 
buffet was installed in the Hall of the Antiques, a marble hall, 
which among other precious things contained a statue of 
Venus, rivalling the one at the Capitol. Then there was a 
suite of marvellous salons, still resplendent with ancient 
luxury, hung with the rarest stuffs, and retaining some 
unique specimens of old-time furniture, on which covetous 
antiquaries kept their eyes fixed, whilst waiting and hoping 
for the inevitable future ruin. And one of these apartments, 
the little Saloon of the Mirrors, was particularly famous. Of 
circular shape and Louis XV style, it was surrounded by 
mirrors in rococo frames, extremely rich, and most exquisitely 
carved. 

‘You will see all that by-and-by,’ continued Narcisse. 
‘At present we had better go in here if we want to breathe a 
little. It is here that the arm-chairs from the adjacent gallery 
have been brought for the accommodation of the ladies who 
desire to sit down and be seen and admired.’ 

The apartment they entered was a spacious one, draped 
with the most superb Genoese velvet, that antique jardinière 
velvet with pale satin ground, and flowers once of dazzling 
brightness, whose greens and blues and reds had now become 
exquisitely soft, with the subdued, faded tones of old floral 
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love-tokens. On the pier-tables and in the cabinets all 
around were some of the most precious curios in the palace, 
ivory caskets, gilt and painted wood carvings, pieces of antique 
plate—briefly a collection of marvels. And several ladies, 
fleeing the crush, had already taken refuge on the numerous 
seats, clustering in little groups, and laughing and chatting 
with the few gentlemen who had discovered this retreat of 
grace and galanteric. In the bright glow of the lamps 
nothing could be more delightful than the sight of all those 
‘bare, sheeny shoulders, and those supple necks, above whose 
napes were coiled tresses of fair or raven hair. Bare arms 
emerged like living flowers of flesh from amidst the mingling 
lace and silk of soft-hued bodices. The fans played slowly, 
as if to heighten the fires of the precious stones, and at each 
beat wafted around an odore di femina blended with a pre- 
dominating perfume of violets. 

_ ‘Hallo!’ exclaimed Narcisse, ‘there’s our good friend 
Monsignor Nani bowing to the Austrian ambassadress.’ 

As soon as Nani perceived the young priest and his com- 
panion he came towards them, and the trio then withdrew 
into the embrasure of a window in order that they might chat 
for a moment at their ease. The prelate was smiling like one 
enchanted with the beauty of the féte, but at the same time 
he retained all the serenity of innocence, as if he had not even 
noticed the exhibition of bare shoulders by which he was sur- 
rounded. ‘Ah, my dear son!’ he said to Pierre, ‘I am very 
pleased to see you! Well, and what do you think of our 
Rome when she makes up her mind to give fêtes ?’ 

"Why, it is superb, Monseigneur.” 

Then, in an emotional manner, Nani spoke of Celia’s lofty 
piety; and, in order to give the Vatican the credit of this 
sumptuous gala, affected to regard the Prince and Princess as 
staunch adherents of the Church, as if he were altogether un- 
aware that the King and Queen were presently coming. And 
afterwards he abruptly exclaimed: ‘I have been thinking of 
you all day, my dear son. Yes, I heard that you had gone to 
see his Eminence Cardinal Sanguinetti. Well, and how did 
he receive you ?’ 

‘Oh! in a most paternal manner,’ Pierre replied. ‘At 
first he made me understand the embarrassment in which he 
was placed by his position as protector of Lourdes; but just as 
I was going off he showed himself charming, and promised 
me his help with a delicacy which deeply touched me,’ 
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‘Did he indeed, my dear son? But it doesn’t surprise me, 
his Eminence is so good-hearted!’ 

‘And I must add, Monseigneur, that I came back with a 
light and hopeful heart. It now seems to me as if my suit 
were half gained.’ 

‘Naturally, I understand it,’ replied Nani, who was still 
smiling with that keen, intelligent smile of his, sharpened by 
a touch of almost imperceptible irony. And after a short 
pause he added in a very simple way: ‘The misfortune is 
that on the day before yesterday your book was condemned 
by the Congregation of the Index, which was convoked by its 
secretary expressly for that purpose. And the judgment will 
be laid before his Holiness, for him to sign it, on the day 
after to-morrow.’ 

Pierre locked at the prelate in bewilderment. Had the 
old mansion fallen on his head he would not have felt more 
overcome. What! was it all over? His journey to Rome, 
the experiment he had come to attempt there, had resulted in 
that defeat, of which he was thus suddenly apprised amidst that 
betrothal féte. And he had not even been able to defend 
himself, he had sacrificed his time without finding anyone to 
whom he might speak, before whom he might plead his cause ! 
Anger was rising within him, and he could not prevent himself 
from muttering bitterly: ‘Ah! how I have been duped! 
And that Cardinal who said to me only this morning: “If 
God be with you He will save you in spite of everything.” 
Yes, yes, I now understand him; he was juggling with words, 
he only desired a disaster in order that submission might lead 
me to Heaven! Submit, indeed; ah! I cannot, I cannot 
yet! My heart is too full of indignation and grief.’ 

Nani examined and studied him with curiosity. ‘But my 
dear son,’ he said, ‘nothing is final so long as the Holy 
Father has not signed the judgment. You have all to-morrow 
and even the morning of the day after before you. A miracle 
is always possible.’ Then, lowering his voice and drawing 
Pierre on one side whilst Narcisse in an æsthetical spirit 
examined the ladies, he added: ‘ Listen, I have a communi- 
cation to make to you in great secrecy. Come and join me in 
the little Saloon of the Mirrors by-and-by, during the Cotillon. 
We shall be able to talk there at our ease.’ 

Pierre nodded, and thereupon the prelate discreetly with- 
drew and disappeared in the crowd. However, the young 
man’s ears were buzzing; he could no longer hope; what 
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indeed could he accomplish in one day since ho had lost three 
months without even being able to secure an audience with the 
Pope? And his bewilderment increased as he suddenly heard 
Narcisse speaking to him of art. ‘It’s astonishing how the 
feminine figure has deteriorated in these dreadful democratic 
days. It’s all fat and horribly common. Not one of those 
women yonder shows the Florentine contour, with small bosom 
and slender, elegant neck. Ah! that one yonder i isn’t so bad 
perhaps, the fair one with her hair coiled up, whom Monsignor 
Fornaro has just approached.’ 

For a few minutes indeed Monsignor Fornaro had been 
fluttering from beauty to beauty, with an amiable air of con- 
quest. He looked superb that evening with his lofty decorative 
figure, blooming cheeks and victorious affability. No un- 
pleasant scandal was associated with his name; he was simply 
regarded as-a prelate of gallant ways who took pleasure in the 
society of ladies. And he paused and chatted, and leant over 
‘their bare shoulders with laughing eyes and humid lips as if 
experiencing a sort of devout rapture. However, on perceiving 
Narcisse whom he occasionally met, he at once came forward 
and the attaché had to bow to him. ‘ You have been in good 
health I hope, Monseigneur, since I had the honour of seeing 
you at the embassy.’ 

‘Oh! yes, I am very well, very well indeed. What a 
delightful Tete, i is it not?’ 

Pierre also had bowed. This was the man whose report 
had brought about the condemnation of his book ; and it was 
with resentment that he recalled his caressing air and charming 
greeting, instinct with such lying promise. However, the 
prelate who was very shrewd, must have guessed that the 
young priest was already acquainted with the decision of the 
Congregation, and have thought it more dignified to abstain 
from open recognition ; for on his side he merely nodded and 
smiled at him. ‘What a number of people!’ he went on, 
‘and how many charming persons there are! It will soon be 
impossible for one to move in this room.” 

All the seats in fact were now occupied by ladies, and 
what with the strong perfume of violets and the exhalations 
of warm necks and shoulders the atmosphere was becoming 
most oppressive. The fans flapped more briskly, and clear 
laughter rang out amidst a growing hubbub of conversation 
in which the same words constantly recurred. Some news, 
doubtless, had just arrived, some rumour was being whispered 
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from group to group, throwing them all into fevérish excite- 
ment. As it happened, Monsignor Fornaro, who was always 
well informed, desired to be the proclaimer of this news, which 
nobody as yet had ventured to announce aloud. 

‘Do you know what is exciting them all?’ he inquired. 

‘Is it the Holy Father’s illness?’ asked Pierre in his 
anxiety. ‘Is he worse this evening?’ 

The prelate looked at him in astonishment, and then 
somewhat impatiently replied: ‘Ob, no, no. His Holiness is 
much better, thank Heaven. A person belonging to the Vati- 
can was telling me just now that he was able to get up this 
afternoon and receive his intimates as usual.’ 

‘All the same, people have been alarmed,’ interrupted 
Narcisse. ‘I must confess that we did not feel easy at. the 
embassy, for a Conclave at the present time would be a great 
worry for France. She would exercise no influence atit. It 
is a great mistake on the part of our Republican Government 
to treat the Holy See as of no importance! However, can 
one ever tell whether the Pope is ill or not? I know fora 
certainty that he was nearly carried off last winter when 
nobody breathed a word about any illness, whereas on the last 
occasion when the newspapers killed him and talked about a 
dreadful attack of bronchitis, I myself saw him quite strong 
and in the best of spirits! His reported illnesses are mere 
matters of policy, I fancy.”! 

With a hasty gesture, however, Monsignor Fornaro 
brushed this importunate subject aside. ‘No, no,’ said he, 
‘people are tranquilised and no longer talk of it. What 
excites all those ladies is that the Congregation of the Council 
to-day voted the dissolution of the Prada marriage by a great 
majority.’ 

Again did Pierre feel moved. However, not having had 
time to see any members ofthe Boccanera family on his return 
from Frascati he feared that the news might be false and said 
so. Thereupon the prelate gave his word of honour that 
things were as he stated. ‘The news is certain,’ he declared. 
‘I had it from a member of the Congregation.’ And then, 
all at once, he apologised and hurried off: ‘Excuse me but I 
see a lady whom I had not yet caught sight of, and I desire to 
pay my respects to her.’ 


1 There is much truth in this; but the reader must not imagine that 
ne Pope is never ill, At his great age, indispositions are only natural.— 
TANS» 
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He at once hastened to the lady in question, and, being 
unable to sit down, inclined his lofty figure as if to envelop 
her with his gallant courtesy; whilst she, young, fresh, and 
bare-shouldered, laughed with a pearly laugh as his cape of 
violet silk lightly brushed her sheeny skin. 

‘You know that person, don’t you?’ Narcisse inquired 
of Pierre. ‘No! Really? Why, that is Count Prada’s 
innamorata, the charming Lisbeth Kauffmann, by whom he 
has just had a son. It’s her first appearance in society since, 
that event. She is a German, you know, and lost her husband 
here. She paints a little ; in fact, rather nicely. A great deal 
is forgiven to the ladies of the foreign colony, and this one is 
particularly popular on account of the very affable manner in 
which she receives people at her little palazzo in the Via 
Principe Amedeo. As you may imagine, the news of the 
dissolution of that marriage must amuse her !’ 

She looked really exquisite, that Lisbeth, very fair, rosy, 
and gay, with satiny skin, soft blue eyes, and lips wreathed in 
an amiable smile, which was renowned for its grace. And 
that evening, in her gown of white silk spangled with gold, 
she showed horself so delighted with life, so securely happy 
in the thought that she was free, that she loved and was loved 
in return, that the whispered tidings, the malicious remarks 
exchanged behind the fans of those around her, seemed to 
turn to her personal triumph. For a moment all eyes had 
sought her, and people talked of the outcome of her connec- 
tion with Prada, the man whose manhood the Church 
solemnly denied by its decision of that very day! And there 
came stifled laughter and whispered jests, whilst she, radiant 
in her insolent serenity, accepted with a rapturous air the 
gallantry of Monsignor Fornaro, who congratulated her on a 
painting of the Virgin with the lily, which she had lately sent 
to a fine art show. 

Ah! that matrimonial nullity suit, which for a year had 
supplied Rome with scandal, what a final hubbub it occasioned’ 
as the tidings of its termination burst forth amidst that ball! 
The black and white worlds had long chosen it as a battle- 
field for the exchange of incredible slander, endless gossip, 
the most nonsensical tittle-tattle. And now it was over; the 
Vatican with imperturbable impudence had pronounced the 
marriage null and void on the ground that the husband was 
no man, and all Rome would laugh over the affair, with that 
free scepticism which it displayed as soon as the pecuniary 
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affairs of the Church came into question. The incidents of 
the struggle were already common property : Prada’s feelings 
revolting to such a point that he had withdrawn from the 
contest, the Boccaneras moving heaven and earth in their 
feverish anxiety, the money which they had distributed among 
the creatures of the various cardinals in order to gain their 
influence, and the large sum which they had indirectly paid 
for the second and favourable report of Monsignor Palma. 
People said that, altogether, more than a hundred thousand 
francs had been expended, but this was not thought over much, 
as a well-known Frénch countess had been obliged to disburse 
nearly ten times that amount to secure the dissolution of her 
marriage. But then the Holy Father’s need was so great! 
And, moreover, nobody was angered by this venality ; it merely 
gave rise to malicious witticisms; and the fans continued 
waving in the increasing heat, and the ladies quivered with 
contentment as the whispered pleasantries took wing and 
fluttered over their bare shoulders. 

‘Oh! how pleased the Contessina must be!’ Pierre 
resumed. ‘I did not understand what her little friend, 
Princess Celia, meant by saying when we came in that she 
would be so happy and beautiful this evening. It is doubtless 
on that account that she is coming here, after cloistering 
herself all the time the affair lasted, as if she were in mourn- 
ing.’ 
However, Lisbeth’s eyes had chanced to meet those of 
Narcisse, and as she smiled at him he was, in his turn, 
obliged to pay his respects to her, for, like everybody else of 
the foreign colony, he knew her through having visited her 
studio. He was again returning to Pierre when a fresh out- 
burst of emotion stirred the diamond aigrettes and the flowers 
adorning the ladies’ hair. People turned to see what was the 
matter, and again did the hubbub inerease, ‘Ah! it’s 
Count Prada in person!’ murmured Naxcisse, with an ad- 
miring glance. ‘He has a fine bearing, whatever folks may 
say. Dress him up in velvet and gold, and what a splendid, 
unscrupulous, fifteenth-century adventurer he would make!’ 

Prada entered the room, looking quite gay, in fact, almost 
triumphant. And above his large, white shirt-front, edged 
by the black of his coat, he really had a commanding, pre- 
dacious expression, with his frank, stern eyes, and his ener- 
getic features barred by a large black moustache. Never had 
a more rapturous smile of sensuality revealed the wolfish teeth 
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of his voracious mouth. With rapid glances he took stock of 
the women, dived into their very souls. Then, on seeing 
Lisbeth, who looked so pink, and fair, and girlish, his 
expression softened, and he frankly went up to her, without 
troubling in the slightest degree about the ardent, inquisitive 
eyes which were turned upon him. As soon as Monsignor 
Fornaro had made room, he stooped and conversed with the 
young woman in a low tone. And she no doubt confirmed 
the news which was circulating, for as he again drew himself 
erect, he laughed a somewhat forced laugh, and made an in- 
voluntary gesture. 

However, he then caught sight of Pierre, and joined him 
in the embrasure of the window; and when he had also 
shaken hands with Narcisse, he said to the young priest with 
all his wonted bravura: ‘ You recollect what I told you as we 
were coming back from Frascati? Well, it’s done, it seems, 
they’ve annulled my marriage. It’s such an impudent, such 
an imbecile decision, that I still doubted it a moment ago !’ 

‘Oh! the news is certain,’ Pierre made bold to reply. 
‘Tt has just been confirmed to us by Monsignor Fornaro, who 
had it from a member of the Congregation. And it is said 
that the majority was very large.’ 

Prada again shook with laughter. ‘No, no,’ said he, 
‘such a farce is beyond belief! It’s the finest smack given 
to justice and common-sense that I know of. Ah! if the 
marriage can also be annulled by the civil courts, and if my 
friend whom you see yonder be only willing, we shall amuse 
ourselves in Rome! Yes, indeed, I’d marry her at Santa 
Maria Maggiore with all possible pomp. And there’s a dear 
little being in the world who would take part in the féte in his 
nurse’s arms !’ 

He laughed too loud as he spoke, alluded in too brutal a 
fashion to his child, that living proof of his manhood. Was 
it suffering that made his lips curve upwards and reveal his 
white teeth P It could be divined that he was quivering, fight- 
ing against an awakening of covert, tumultuous passion, which 
he would not acknowledge even to himself. 

‘And you, my dear Abbé?’ he hastily resumed. ‘Do you 
know the other report? Do you know that the Countess is 
coming here?’ It was thus, by force of habit, that he desig- 
nated Benedetta, forgetting that she was no longer his wife. 

‘ Yes, I have just been told so,’ Pierre replied ; and then he 
hesitated for a moment before adding, with a desire to prevent 
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any disagreeable surprise: ‘ And we shall no doubt see Prince 
Dario also, for he has not started for Naples as I told you. 
Something prevented his departure at the last moment, I 
believe. At least so I gathered from a servant.’ 

Prada no longer laughed. His face suddenly became grave, 
and he contented himself with murmuring: ‘Ah! so the 
cousin is to be of the party. Well, we shall see them, we shall 
see them both !’ 

Then, whilst the two friends went on chatting, he became 
silent as if serious considerations impelled him to reflect. And 
suddenly making a gesture of apology he withdrew yet farther 
into the embrasure in which he stood, pulled a note-book out 
of his pocket, and tore from it a leaf on which, without modify- 
ing his hand-writing otherwise than by slightly enlarging it, 
he pencilled these four lines: ‘A legend avers that the fig-tree 
of Judas now grows at Frascati, and that its fruit is deadly for 
him who may desire to become Pope. Eat not the poisoned 
figs, nor give them either to your servants or your fowls.’ 
Then he folded the paper, fastened it with a postage stamp, 
and wrote on it the address: ‘To his most Reverend and most 
Illustrious Eminence, Cardinal Boccanera.’ And when he had 
placed everything in his pocket again, he drew a long breath 
and once more called back his laugh. 

A kind of invincible discomfort, a far-away terror had 
momentarily frozen him. Without being guided by any clear 
train of reasoning, he had felt the need of protecting himself 
against any cowardly temptation, any possible abomination. 
He could not have told what course of ideas had induced him 
to write those four lines without a moment’s delay, on the very 
spot where he stood, under penalty of contributing to a great 
catastrophe. But one thought was firmly fixed in his brain, 
thaï on leaving the ball he would go to the Via Giulia and 
throw that note into the letter-box at the Palazzo Boccanera. 
And that decided, he was once more easy in mind. 

‘Why, what is the matter with you, my dear Abbé?’ he 
inquired on again joining in the conversation of the two friends. 
‘You are quite gloomy.’ Andon Pierre telling him of the 
bad news which he had received, the condemnation of his 
book, and the single day which remained to him for action if 
he did not wish his journey to Rome to result in defeat, he 
began to protest as if he himself needed agitation and diversion 
in order to continue hopeful and bear the ills of life. ‘Never 
mind, never mind, don’t worry yourself,’ said he, ‘one loses 
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all one’s strength by worrying. A dayis à great deal, one can 
do ever so many things in a day. An hour, a minute suffices 
for destiny to intervene and turn defeat into vietory !? He 
grew feverish as he spoke, and all at once added, ‘Come, let’s 
go to the ball-room. It seems that the scene there is some- 
thing prodigious,’ 

Then he exchanged a last loving glance with Lisbeth whilst 
Pierre and Narcisse followed him, the three of them extricating 
themselves from their corner with the greatest difficulty, and 
then wending their way towards the adjoining gallery through 
a sea of serried skirts, a billowy expanse of necks and shoulders 
whence ascended the passion which makes life the odour alike 
of love and of death. 

With its eight windows overlooking the Corso, their panes 

“uncurtained and throwing a blaze of light upon the houses 
across the road, the picture gallery, sixty-five feet in length 
and more than thirty i in breadth, spread out with incomparable 
splendour. The illumination was dazzling. Clusters of electric 
lamps had changed seven pairs of huge marble candelabra into 
gigantic torchéres, akin to constellations ; and all along the 
cornice up above, other lamps set in bright-hued floral glasses 
formed a marvellous garland of flaming flowers: tulips, ponies, 
and roses. The antique red velvet worked with gold, which 
draped the walls, glowed like a furnace fire. About the doors 
and windows there were hangings of old lace broidered with 
flowers in coloured silk whose hues had the very intensity of 
life. But the sight of sights beneath the sumptuous panelled 
ceiling adorned with golden roses, the unique spectacle of a 
richness not to be equalled, was the collection of masterpieces 
such as no museum couldexcel. There were works of Raffaelle 
and Titian, Rembrandt and Rubens, Velasquez and Ribera, 
famous works which in this unexpected illumination suddenly 
showed forth, triumphant with youth regained, as if awakened 
to the immortal life of genius. And, as their Majesties would 
not arrive before midnight, the ball had just been opened, and 
flights of soft-hued gowns were whirling in a waltz past all the 
pompous throng, the glittering jewels and decorations, the gold-. 
broidered uniforms and the pearl-broidered robes, whilst silk 
and satin and velvet spread and overflowed upon every side. 

_ It is prodigious, really!’ declared Prada with his excited 
air, ‘let us go this way and place ourselves in a window recess 
again. There isno better spot for getting a good view without 
being too much jostled.’ 
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They lost Narcisse somehow or other, and on reaching the 
desired recess found themselves but two, Pierre and the Count. 
The orchestra, installed on a little platform at the far end of 
the gallery, had just finished the waltz, and the dancers, with 
an air of giddy rapture, were slowly walking through the crowd 
when a fresh arrival caused every head to turn. Donna 
Serafina, arrayed in a robe of purple silk as if she had worn 
the colours of her brother the Cardinal, was making a royal 
entry on the arm of Consistorial Advocate Morano. And never 
before had she laced herself so tightly, never had her waist 
looked so slim and girlish ; and never had her stern, wrinkled 
face, which her white hair scarcely softened, expressed such 
stubborn and victorious domination. A discreet murmur 
of approval ran round, a murmur of public relief as it were, 
for all Roman society had condemned the unworthy conduct 
of Morano in severing a connection of thirty years to which the 
drawing-rooms had grown asaccustomed as if it had been a legal 
marriage. The rupture had lasted for two months, to the great 
scandal of Rome where the cult of long and faithful affections 
still abides. And so the reconciliation touched every heart 
and was regarded as one of the happiest consequences of the 
victory which the Boccaneras had that day gained in the affair 
of Benedetta’s marriage. Morano repentant and Donna 
Serafina reappearing on his arm, nothing could have been 
more satisfactory ; love had conquered, decorum was preserved 
and good order re-established. 

But there was a deeper sensation as soon as Benedetia and 
Dario were seen to enter, side by side, behind the others. 
This tranquil indifference for the ordinary forms of propriety, 
on the very day when the marriage with Prada had been 
annulled, this victory of love, confessed and celebrated before 
one and all, seemed so charming in its audacity, so full of the 
bravery of youth and hope, that the pair were at once forgiven 
amidst a murmur of universal admiration. And as in the 
case of Celia and Attilio, all hearts flew to them, to their 
radiant beauty, to the wondrous happiness that made their 
faces so resplendent. Dario, still pale after his long convales- 
cence, somewhat slight and delicate of build, with the fine 
clear eyes of a big child, and the dark curly beard of a young 
god, bore himself with a light pride, in which all the old 
princely blood of the Boccaneras could be traced. And Bene- 
detta, she so white under her casque of jetty hair, she so calm 
and so sensible, wore her lovely smile, that smile so seldom 


ROME 423 


seen on her face but which was irresistibly fascinating, trans- 
figuring her, imparting the charm of a flower to her somewhat 
full mouth, and filling the infinite of her dark and fathomless 
eyes with a radiance as of heaven. And in this gay return of 
youth and happiness, an exquisite instinct had prompted her 
bo put on a white gown, a plain girlish gown which symbolised 
her maidenhood, which told that she had remained through 
all a pure untarnished lily for the husband of her choice. 

And nothing of her form was to be seen, not a glimpse of 
bosom or shoulder. It was as if the impenetrable, redoubtable 
mystery of love, the sovereign beauty of woman slumbered 
there, all-powerful, but veiled with white. Again, not a jewel 
appeared on her fingers or in her ears. There was simply a 
necklace falling about her corsage, but a necklace fit for 
royalty, the famous pearl necklace of the Boccaneras, which 
she had inherited from her mother, and which was known to 
all Rome—pearls of fabulous size cast negligently about her 
neck, and sufiicing, simply as she was gowned, to make her 
queen of all. 

‘Oh!’ murmured Pierre in ecstasy, ‘ how happy and how 
beautiful she is!’ 

But he at once regretted that he had expressed his thoughts 
aloud, for beside him he heard a low plaint, an involuntary 
growl which reminded him of the Count’s presence. However, 
Prada. promptly stifled this cry of returning anguish, and 
found strength enough to affect a brutish gaiety : ‘ The devil!’ 
said he, ‘they have plenty of impudence. I hope we shall 

see them married and bedded at once!’ Then regretting this 
coarse jest which had been prompted by the revolt of passion, 
he sought to appear indifferent: ‘She looks very nice this 
evening,’ he said, ‘she has the finest shoulders in the world, 
you know, and it’s a real success for her to hide them and yet 
appear more beautiful than ever.’ 

He went on speaking, contriving to assume an easy tone, 
and giving various little particulars about the Countess as he 
still obstinately called the young woman. However, he had 
drawn rather further into the recess, for fear, no doubt, that 
people might remark his pallor, and the painful twitch which 
contracted his mouth. He was in no state to fight, to show 
himself gay and insolent in presence of the joy which the 
lovers so openly and naively expressed. And he was glad of 
the respite which the arrival of the King and Queen at this 
moment offered him. ‘Ah! here are their Majesties 1’ he 
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exclaimed, turning towards the window. ‘Look at the 
scramble in the strect !’ 

Although the windows were closed, a tumult could be 
heard rising from the footways. And Pierre on looking down 
saw, by the light of the electric lamps, a sea of human heads 
pour over the road and encompass the carriages. He had 
several times already seen the King during the latter's daily 
drives to the grounds of the Villa Borghese, whither he came 
like any private gentleman—unguarded, unescorted, with 
merely an aide-de-camp accompanying him in his victoria. 
At other times he drove a light phaeton with only a footman 
in black livery to attend him. And on one occasion Pierre 
lad seen him with the Queen, the pair of them seated side by 
side like worthy middle-class folks driving abroad for pleasure. 
And, as the royal couple went by, the busy people in the streets 
and the promenaders in the public gardens contented them- 
selves with wafting them an affectionate wave of the hand, 
the most expansive simply approaching to smile at them, and 
no one importuning them with acclamations. Pierre, who 
harboured the traditional idea of kings closely guarded and 
passing processionally with all the accompaniment of military 
pomp, was therefore greatly surprised and touched by the 
amiable bonhomie of this royal pair, who went wherever théy 
listed in full security amidst the smiling affection of their 
people. Everybody, moreover, had told him-of the King’s 
kindliness and simplicity, his desire for peace, and his passion 
for sport, solitude, and the open air, which, amidst the worries 
of power, must often have made him dream of a life of freedom 
far from the imperious duties of royalty for which he seemed 
unfitted.! But the Queen was yet more tenderly loved. So 
naturally and serenely virtuous that she alone remained igno- 
rant of the scandals of Rome, she was also a woman of great 
culture and great refinement, conversant with every field of 
literature, and very happy in being so intelligent, so superior 
to those around her—a pre-eminence which she realised and 
which she was fond of showing, but in the most natural and 
most graceful of ways. 

Like Pierre, Prada had remained with his face to the 
window, and suddenly pointing to the crowd he said: ‘ Now 
that they have seen the Queen they will go to bed well pleased. 

1 King Humbert inherited these tastes from his father Victor 


Emanuel, who was likewise a great sportsman and had a perfect horror 
of court life, pageantry, and the exigencies of polities.— Trans. 
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And there isn’t a single police agent there, I’m sure. Ah! 
to be loved, to be loved!’ Plainly enough his distress of 
spirit was coming back, and so, turning towards the gallery 
again, he tried to play the jester. ‘Attention, my dear Abbé, 
we mustn’t miss their Majesties’ entry. That. will be the 
finest part of the féte /’ 

A few minutes went by, and then, in the very midst of a 
polka, the orchestra suddenly ceased playing. But a moment 
afterwards, with all the blare of its brass instruments, it struck 
up the Royal March. The dancers fled in confusion, the 
centre of the gallery was cleared, and the King and Queen 
entered, escorted by the Prince and Princess Buongiovanni, 
who had received them at the foot of the staircase. The 
King was in ordinary evening dress, while the Queen wore a 
robe of straw-coloured satin, covered with superb white lace ; 
and under the diadem of brilliants which encircled her beauti- 
tiful fair hair, she looked still young, with a fresh and rounded 
face, whose expression was all amiability, gentleness, and wit. 
The music was still sounding with the enthusiastic violence 
of welcome. Behind her father and mother, Celia appeared 
amidst the press of people who were following to see the sight ; 
and then came Attilio, the Saccos, and various relatives and 
official personages. And, pending the termination of the 
Royal March, only salutations, glances, and smiles were 
exchanged amidst the sonorous music and dazzling light; 
whilst all the guests crowded around on tip-toe, with out- 
stretched necks and glittering eyes—a rising tide of heads 
and shoulders, flashing with the fires of precious stones. 

At last the March ended and the presentations began. 
Their Majesties were already acquainted with Celia, and con- 
gratulated her with quite affectionate kindliness. However, 
Sacco, both as minister and father, was particularly desirous 
of presenting his son Attilio. He bent his supple spine, and 
summoned to his lips the fine words which were appropriate, 
in such wise that he contrived to make the young man bow 
to the King in the capacity of a lieutenant in his Majesty's 
army, whilst his homage as a handsome young man, so pas- 
sionately loved by his betrothed, was reserved for Queen 
Margherita. Again did their Majesties show themselves very 
gracious, even towards the Signora Sacco, who, ever modest 
and prudent, had remained in the background. And then 
occurred an incident that was destined to give rise to endless 
gossip. Catching sight of Benedetta, whom Count Prada had 
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presented to her after his marriage, the Queen, who greatly 
admired her beauty and charm of manner, addressed her a 
smile in such wise that the young woman was compelled to 
approach. A conversation of some minutes’ duration ensued, 
and the Contessina was favoured with some extremely amiable 
expressions which were perfectly audible to all around. Most 
certainly the Queen was ignorant of the event of the day, the 
dissolution of Benedetta’s marriage with Prada, and her 
coming union with Dario so publicly announced at this gala, 
which now seemed to have been given. to celebrate a double 
betrothal. Nevertheless that conversation caused a deep im- 
pression ; the guests talked of nothing but the compliments 
which Benedetta had received from the most virtuous and 
intelligent of queens, and her triumph was increased by it all, 
she became yet more beautiful and more victorious amidst the 
happiness she felt at being at last able to bestow herself on 
the spouse of her choice, that happiness which made her look 
go radiant, 

But, on the other hand, the torture which Prada experi- 
enced now became intense. Whilst the sovereigns continued 
conversing, the Queen with the ladies who came to pay her 
their respects, the King with the officers, diplomatists, and 
other important personages who approached him, Prada saw 
none but Benedetta—Benedetia congratulated, caressed, 
exalted by affection and glory. Dario was near her, flushing 
with pleasure, radiant like herself. It was for them that this 
ball had been given, for them that the lamps shone out, for 
them that the music played, for them that the most beautiful 
women of Rome had bared their bosoms and adorned them 
with precious stones. It was for them that their Majesties 
had entered to the strains of the Royal March, for them that 
the féte was becoming like an apotheosis, for them that a 
fondly-loved queen was smiling, appearing at that betrothal 
gala like the good fairy of the nursery tales, whose coming 
betokens lifelong happiness. And for Prada, this wondrously 
brilliant hour when good fortune and joyfulness attained their 
apogee, was one of defeat. Itwas fraught with the victory cf 
that woman who had refused to be his wife in aught but name, 
and of that man who now was about to take her from him: 
such a public, ostentatious, insulting victory that it struck him 
like a buffet in the face. And not merely did his pride and 
passion bleed for that, he felt that the triumph of the Saccos 
dealt a blow to his fortune. Was it true, then, that the rough 
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conquerors of the North were bound to deteriorate in the 
delightful climate of Rome, was that the reason why he already 
experienced such a sensation of weariness and exhaustion ? 
That very morning at Frascati in connection with that disas- 
trous building enterprise he had realised that his millions 
were menaced, albeit he refused to admit that things were 
going badly with him, as some people rumoured. And now, 
that evening, amidst that féte he beheld the South victorious, 
Sacco winning the day like one who feeds at his ease on the 
warm prey so gluttonously pounced upon under the flaming 
sun. 

And the thought of Sacco being a minister, an intimate of 
the King, allying himself by marriage to one of the noblest 
families of the Roman aristocracy, and already laying hands 
on the people and the national funds with the prospect of 
some day becoming the master of Romeand Italy—that thought 
again was a blow for the vanity of this man of prey, for the 
ever-voracious appetite of this enjoyer, who felt as if he were 
being pushed away from table before the feast was over! All 
crumbled and escaped him, Sacco stole his millions, and 
Benedetta tortured his flesh, stirring up that awful wound of 
unsatisfied passion which never would be healed. _ 

Again did Pierre hear that dull plaint, that involuntary 
despairing growl, which had upset him once before. And he 
looked at the Count, and asked him: ‘ Are you suffering ?’ 
But on seeing how livid was the face of Prada, who only 
retained his calmness by a superhuman effort, he regretted 
his indiscreet question, which, moreover, remained unanswered. 
And then to put the other more at ease, the young priest went 
on speaking, venting the thoughts which the sight before him 
inspired: ‘ Your father was right,’ said he, ‘we Frenchmen 
whose education is so fuil of the Catholic spirit, even in these 
days of universal doubt, we never think of Rome otherwise 
than as the old Rome of the popes. We searcely know, we 
can scarcely understand the great changes which, year by 
year, have brought about the Italian Rome of the present day. 
Why, when I arrived here, the King and his government and 
the young nation working to make a great capital for itself, 
seemed to me of no account whatever! Yes, I dismissed all 
that, thought nothing of it, in my dream of resuscitating a 
Christian and evangelical Rome, which should assure the 
happiness of the world.’ 

He laughed as he spoke, pitying his own artlessness, and 
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then pointed towards the gallery where Prince Buongiovanni 
was bowing to the King whilst the Princess listened to the 
gallant remarks of Sacco: a scene full of symbolism, the old 
papal aristocracy struck down, the parvenus accepted, the 
black and white worlds so mixed together that one and all 
were little else than subjects, on the eve of forming but one 
united nation. That conciliation between the Quirinal and 
the Vatican, which in principle was regarded as impossible, was 
it not in practice fatal, in face of the evolution which went on 
day by day? People must go on living, loving and creating 
life throughout the ages. And the marriage of Attilio and 
Celia would be the symbol of the needful union: youth and 
love triumphing over ancient hatred, all quarrels forgotten as 
a handsome lad goes by, wins a lovely girl, and carries her off 
in his arms in order that the world may last. 

‘Look at them!’ resumed Pierre, ‘how handsome and 
young and gay both the fiancés are, all confidence in the future. 
Ah! I well understand that your King should have come here 
to please his minister and win one of the old Roman families 
over to his throne; it is good, brave and fatherly policy. But 
I like to think that he has also realised the touching signifi- 
cance of that marriage—old Rome, in the person of that 
candid, loving child giving herself to young Italy, that upright, 
enthusiastic young man who wears his uniform so jauntily. 
And may their nuptials be definitive and fruitful ; from them 
and from all the others may there arise the great nation which, 
now that I begin to know you, I trust you will soon become!’ 

Amidst the tottering of his former dream of an evangelical 
and universal Rome, Pierre expressed these good wishes for 
the Eternal City’s future fortune with such keen and deep 
emotion that Prada could not help replying: ‘I thank you; 
that wish of yours is in the heart of every good Italian.’ 

But his voice quavered, for even whilst he was looking at 
Celia and Attilio, who stood smiling and talking together, he 
saw Benedetta and Dario approach them, wearing the same 
joyful expression of perfect happiness. And when the two 
couples were united, so radiant and so triumphant, so full of 
superb and happy life, he no longer had strength to stay there, 
see them, and suffer. 

‘I am frightfully thirsty,’ he coarsely exclaimed. ‘Let’s 
go to the buffet to drink something.’ And, thereupon, in order 
to avoid notice, he so manœuvred as to glide behind the 
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‘throng, skirting the windows in the direction of the entrance 
to the Hall of the Antiques which was beyond the gallery. 

Whilst Pierre was following him they were parted by an 
eddy of the crowd, and the young priest found himself carried 
towards the two loving couples who still stood chatting 
together. And Celia, on recognising him, beckoned to him in a 
friendly way. With her passionate cult for beauty, she was 
enraptured with the appearance of Benedetta, before whom she 
joined her little lily hands as before the image of the Madonna. 
‘Oh! Monsieur l'Abbé, said she, ‘to please me now, do tell 
her how beautiful she is, more beautiful than anything on 
earth, more beautiful than even the sun, and the moon and 
stars. If you only knew, my dear, it makes me quiver to see 
you so beautiful as that, as beautiful as happiness, as beautiful 
as love itself!’ | 

Benedetta began to laugh, while the two young men made 
merry. ‘But you are as beautiful as I am, darling,’ said the 
Contessina.’ ‘And if we are beautiful it is because we are 
happy.’ 2 

‘Yes, yes, happy,’ Celia gently responded. ‘Do you 
remember the evening when you told me that one didn’t 
succeed in marrying the Pope and the King? But Attilio and 
I are marrying them, and yet we are very happy.’ 

‘ But we don’t marry them, DarioandI! On the contrary !’ 
said. Benedetta gaily. ‘No matter; as you answered me that 
same evening, it is sufficient that we should love one another, 
love saves the world.’ 

When Pierre at last succeeded in reaching the door of the 
Hall of the Antiques, where the buffet was installed, he found 
Prada there, motionless, gazing despite himself on tho 
galling spectacle which he desired to flee. A power stronger 
than his will had kept him there, forcing him to turn round 
and look, and look again. And thus, with a bleeding heart, 
he still lingered and witnessed the resumption of the dancing, 
the first figure of a quadrille which the orchestra began to 
play with a lively flourish of its brass instruments. Benedetta 
and Dario, Celia and Attilio were vis-a-vis. And so charming 
and delightful was the sight which the two couples presented 
dancing in the white blaze, all youth and joy, that the King and 
Queen drew near to them and became interested. And soon 
bravos of admiration rang out, while from every heart spread 
a feeling of infinite tenderness, 
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‘I'm dying of thirst, let’s go!’ repeated Prada, at last 
managing to wrench himself away from the torturing sight. 

He called for some iced lemonade and drank the glassful 
at one draught, gulping it down with the greedy eagerness of 
a man stricken with fever, who will never more be able to 
quench the burning fire within him. 

The Hall of the Antiques was a spacious room with mosaic 
pavement, and decorations of stucco ; and a famous collection 
of vases, bas-reliefs, and statues, was disposed along its walls. 
The marbles predominated, but there were a few bronzes, and 
among them a dying gladiator of extreme beauty. The 
marvel, however, was the famous statue of Venus, a companion 
to that of the Capitol, but with a more elegant and supple 
figure and with the left arm falling loosely in a gesture of 
voluptuous surrender. That evening a powerful electric 
reflector threw a dazzling light upon the statue, which, in its 
divine and pure nudity, seemed to be endowed with super- 
human, immortal life. Against the end-wall was the buffet, 
a long table covered with an embroidered cloth and laden with 
fruit, pastry and cold meats. Sheaves of flowers rose up amidst 
bottles of champagne, hot punch and iced sorbetto, and here and 
there were marshalled armies of glasses, tea-cups, and broth- 
bowls, a perfect wealth of sparkling crystal, porcelain and silver, 
And a happy innovation had been to fill half of the hall with 
rows of little tables, at which the guests, in lieu of being 
obliged to refresh themselves standing, were able to sit down 
and order what they desired as in a café. 

At one of these litile tables, Pierre perceived Narcisse 
seated near a young woman, whom Prada, on approaching, 
recognised to be Lisbeth. ‘You find me, you see, in delight- 
ful company,’ gallantly exclaimed the attaché. ‘As we lost 
one another, I could think of nothing better than of offering 
madame my arm to bring her here.’ 

‘It was, in faci, a good idea,’ said Lisbeth with her pretty 
laugh, ‘ for I was feeling very thirsty.’ - 

They had ordered some iced coffee, which they were slowly 
sipping out of little silver-gilt spoons. | 

‘I have a terrible thirst, too,’ declared the Count, ‘and I 
can’t quench it. You willallow us to join you, will you not, 
my dear sir? Some of that coffee will perhaps calm me.’ 
And then to Lisbeth he added, ‘Ah! my dear, allow me to 
introduce to you Monsieur l'Abbé Froment, a young French 
priest of great distinction.’ 
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Then for a long time they all four remained seated at that 
table, chatting and making merry over certain of the guests 
who went by. Prada, however, in spite of his usual gallantry 
towards Lisbeth, frequently became absent-minded ; at times 
he quite forgot her, being again mastered by his anguish, and, 
in spite of all his efforts, his eyes ever turned towards the 
neighbouring gallery whence the sound of music and dancing 
reached him. | 

‘Why, what are you thinking of, caro mio?’ Lisbeth 
asked in her pretty way, on seeing him at one moment so pale 
and lost. ‘Are you indisposed ?’ 

He did not reply, however, but suddenly exclaimed, ‘ Ah! 
look there, that’s the real pair, there’s real love and happiness 
for you!’ 

With a jerk of the hand he designated Dario’s mother, the 
Marchioness Montefiori and her second husband, Jules Laporte 
—that ex-sergeant of the papal Swiss Guard, her junior by 
fifteen years, whom she had one day hooked at the Corso with 
her eyes of fire, which yet had remained superb, and whom 
she had afterwards triumphantly transformed into a Marquis 
Montefiori in order to have him entirely to herself. Such was 
her passion that she never relaxed her hold on him whether 
at ball or reception, but, despite all usages, kept him beside 
her, and even made him escort her to the buffet, so much did 
she delight in being able to exhibit him and say that this 
handsome man was her own exclusive property. And stand- 
ing there side by side, the pair of them began to drink cham- 
pagne and eat sandwiches, she yet a marvel of massive beauty 
although she was over fifty, and he with long wavy mous- 
taches, and proud bearing, like a fortunate adventurer whose 
jovial impudence pleased the ladies. | 

‘You know that she had to extricate him from a nasty 
affair,’ resumed the Count in alower tone. ‘Yes, he travelled 
in relics; he picked up a living by supplying relics on com- 
mission to convents in France and Switzerland; and he had 
launched quite a business in false relics with the help of some 
Jews here who concocted little ancient reliquaries out of 
mutton bones, with everything sealed and signed by the most 
genuine authorities. The affair was hushed up, as three 
prelates were also compromised in it! Ah! the happy man! 
Do you see how she devours him with her eyes? And he, 
doesn’t he look quite a grand seigneur by the mere way in 
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which he holds that plate for her whilst she eats the breast of 
a fowl out of it!’ 

Then, in a rough way and with biting irony, he went-on 
to speak of the amours of Rome. The Roman women, said 
he, were ignorant, obstinate, and jealous. When a woman 
had managed to win a man, she kept him for ever, he became 
her property, and she disposed of him as she pleased. By 
way of proof, he cited many interminable liaisons, such as 
that of Donna Serafina and Morano, which in time became 
virtual marriages ; and he sneered at such a lack of fancy, 
such an excess of fidelity whose only ending, when it did end, 
was some very disagreeable unpleasantness. : 

At this, Lisbeth interrupted him. ‘But what is the 
matter with you this evening, my dear?’ she asked with a 
laugh. ‘ What you speak of is, on the contrary, very nice and 
pretty! When a man and a woman love one another they 
ought to do so for ever!’ 

She looked delightful as she spoke, with her fine wavy 
blond hair and delicate fair complexion; and Narcisse with 
a languorous expression in his half-closed eyes compared her 
to a Botticelli which he had seen at Florence. However, the 
night was now far advanced, and Pierre had once more sunk 
into gloomy thoughtfulness when he heard a passing lady 
remark that they had already begun to dance the Cotillon in 
the gallery; and thereupon he suddenly remembered that 
Monsignor Nani had given him an appointment in the little 
Saloon of the Mirrors. 

‘Are you leaving ?’ hastily inquired Prada on seeing him 
rise and bow to Lisbeth. 

‘No, no, not yet,’ Pierre answered. 

‘Oh! all right. Don’t go away without me. I want to 
walk a little, and I'll see you home. It’s agreed,eh? You 
will find me here.’ 

The young priest had to cross two rooms, one hung with 
yellow and the other with blue, before he at last reached the 
mirrored salon. This was really an exquisite example of the 
rococo style, a rotunda as it were of pale mirrors framed with 
superb gilded carvings. Even the ceiling was covered with 
mirrors disposed slantwise so that on every side things multi- 
plied, mingled and appeared under all possible aspects. Dis- 
creetly enough no electric lights had been placed in the room, 
the only illumination being that of some pink tapers burning 
in a pair of candelabra. The hangings and upholstery were 
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of soft blue silk, and the impression on entering was very 
sweet and charming, as if one had found oneself in the abode 
of some fairy queen of the rills, a palace of limpid water, 
illumined to its furthest depths by clusters of stars. 

Pierre at once perceived Monsignor Nani, who was sitting 
on a low couch, and, as the prelate had hoped, he was quite 
alone, for the Cotillon had attracted almost everybody to the 
picture gallery. And the silence in the little salon was nearly 
perfect, for at that distance the blare of the orchestra subsided 
into a faint, flute-like murmur. The young priest at once 
apologised to the prelate for having kept him waiting. 

* *No, no, my dear son,’ said Nani with his inexhaustible 
amiability. ‘I was very comfortable in this retreat—when 
the press of the crowd became over-threatening I took refuge 
here.’ He did not speak of the King and Queen, but he allowed 
it to be understood that he had politely avoided their company. 
If he had come to the féte it was on account of his sincere 
affection for Celia and also with a very delicate diplomatic 
object, for the Church wished to avoid any appearance of 
having entirely broken with the Buongiovanni family, that 
ancient house which was so famous in the annals of the papacy. 
Doubtless the Vatican was unable to subscribe to this marriage 
which seemed to unite old Rome with the young Kingdom of 
Italy, but on the other hand it did not desire people to think 
that it abandoned old and faithful supporters and took no 
interest in what befell them. 

‘But come, my dear son,’ the prelate resumed, ‘it is you 
who are now in question. I told you that although the Con- 
gregation of the Index had pronounced itself for the condem- 
nation of your book, the sentence would only be submitted to 
the Holy Father and signed by him on the day after to-morrow. 
So you still have a whole day before you.’ 

Ai this Pierre could not refrain from a dolorous and viva- 
cious interruption. 

* Alas! monseigneur, what can I do?’ said he; ‘I hava 
thought it all over, and I see no means, no opportunity of 
defending myself. How could I even see his Holiness now 
that he is so ill?’ ‘ 

‘Oh! ill, ill!’ muttered Nani with his shrewd expression, 
‘His Holiness is ever so much bétter, for this very day, like 
every other Wednesday, I had the honour to be received by 
him. When his Holiness is a little tired and people say that 
he is very ill, he often lets them do so, for it gives him a rest 
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and enables him to judge certain ambitions and manifestations 
of impatience around him.’ ne 

Pierre, however, was too upset to listen attentively. ‘No, 
it’s all over,’ he continued, ‘I’m in despair. You spoke to me 
of the possibility of a miracle, but Iam no great believer in 
miracles, Since I am defeated here at Rome, I shall go away, 
I shall return to Paris, and continue the struggle there. Oh! 
I cannot resign myself, my hope in salvation by the practice 
of love cannot die, and I shall answer my denouncers in a new 
book, in which I shall tell in what new soil the new religion 
will grow up!’ 

Silence fell. Nani looked at him with his clear eyes in 
which intelligence shone distinct and sharp like steel. And 
amidst the deep calm, the warm heavy atmosphere of the little 
salon, whose mirrors were starred with countless reflections of 
candles, a more sonorous burst of music was suddenly watted 
from the gallery, a rhythmical waltz melody, which slowly 
expanded, then died away. 

‘My dear son,’ said Nani, ‘anger is always harmful. You 
remember that on your arrival here I promised that if your 
own efforts to obtain an interview with the Holy Father 
should prove unavailing, I would myself endeavour to secure 
an audience for you.’ Then, seeing how agitated the young 
priest was getting, he went on: ‘Listen to me and don't 
excite yourself. His Holiness, unfortunately, is not always 
prudently advised. Around him are persons whose devotion, 
however great, is at times deficient in intelligence. I told 
you that, and warned you against inconsiderate applications. 
And this is why, already three weeks ago, I myself handed 
your book to his Holiness in the hope that he would deign to 
glance at it. I rightly suspected that it had not been allowed 
to reach him. And this is what I am instructed to tell you: 
His Holiness, who has had the great kindness to read your 
book, expressly desires to see you.’ 

A cry of joy and gratitude died away in Pierre’s throat: 
‘Ah! monseigneur. Ah! monseigneur!’ 

But Nani quickly silenced him and glanced around with an 
expression of keen anxiety as if he feared that someone might 
hear them. ‘Hush! Hush!’ said he, ‘it is a secret. His 
Holiness wishes to see you privately, without taking anybody 
else into his confidence. Listen attentively. It is now two 
o’clock in the morning. Well, this very day, at nine in the 
evening precisely, you must present yourself at the Vatican 
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and at every door ask for Signor Squadra. You will invariably 
be allowed to pass. Signor Squadra will be waiting for you 
upstairs, and, will introduce you. And not a word, mind, not 
a soul must have the faintest suspicion of these things.’ 

Pierre’s happiness and gratitude at last flowed forth. He 
had caught hold of the prelate’s soft, plump hands, and stam- 
mered, ‘ Ah! monseigneur, how can I express my gratitude to 
you? If you only knew how full my soul was of night and 
rebellion since I realised that I had been a mere plaything in 
the hands of those powerful cardinals. But you have saved 
me, and again I feel sure that I shall win the victory, for I 
shall at last be able to fling myself at the feet of his Holiness, 
the father of all truth and all justice. He can but absolve 
me, I who love him, I who admire him, I who have never 
battled for aught but his own policy and most cherished ideas. 
No, no, it is impossible; he will not sign that judgment; he 
will not condemn my book!’ a 

Releasing his hands, Nani sought to calm him with a 
fatherly gesture, whilst retaining a faint smile of contempt 
for such a useless expenditure of enthusiasm. At last he suc- 
ceeded, and begged him to retire. The orchestra was again 
playing more loudly in the distance. And when the young 
priest at last withdrew, thanking him once more, he said 
very simply: ‘Remember, my dear son, that only obedience 
is great.’ 

Pierre, whose one desire now was to take himself off, found 
Prada almost immediately afterwards in the first reception 
room. Their Majesties had just left the ball in grand cere- 
mony, escorted to the threshold by the Buongiovannis and the 
Saccos. And before departing the Queen had maternally 
kissed Celia, whilst the King shook hands with Attilio—honours 
instinct with a charming good nature which made the members 
of both families quite radiant. However, a good many of the 
guests were following the example of the sovereigns and 
disappearing in small batches. And the Count, who seemed 
strangely nervous, and showed more sternness and bitterness 
than ever, was, on his side, also eager to be gone. ‘Ah! it's 
you at last. I was waiting for you,’ he said to Pierre. ‘ Well, 
let’s get off at once, eh? Your compatriot Monsieur Narcisse 
Habert asked me to tell you not to look for him. The fact is, 
he has gone to see my friend Lisbeth to her carriage. I myself 
want a breath of fresh air, a stroll, and so I’ll go with you as 
far as the Via Giulia.’ 
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Then, as they took their things from the cloak-room, he 
could not help sneering and saying in his brutal way: ‘I saw 
your good friends go off, all four together. It’s lucky that 
you prefer to go home on foot, for there was no room for.you in 
the carriage. What superb impudence it was on the part of that 
Donna Serafina to drag herself here, at her age, with that 
Morano of hers, so as to triumph over the return of the fickle 
one! And the two others, the two young ones—ah! I con- 
fess that I can hardly speak calmly of them, for in parading 
here together as they did this evening, they have shown an 
impudence and a cruelty such as is rarely seen!’ Prada’s 
hands trembled, and he murmured: ‘A good journey, a good 
journey to the young man, since he is going to Naples. Yes, 
I heard Celia say that he was starting for Naples this evening 
at six o’clock. Well, my wishes go with him; a good 
journey!’ 

The two men found the change delightful when they 
at last emerged from the stifling heat of the reception rooms 
into the lovely, cool, and limpid night. It was a night 
illumined by a superb full moon, one of those matchless 
Roman nights when the city slumbers in Elysian radiance, 
steeped in a dream of the Infinite, under the vast vault of 
heaven. And they took the most agreeable route, going down 
the Corso proper and then turning into the Corso Vittorio 
Emmanuele. 

Prada had grown somewhat calmer, but remained full of 
irony. To divert his mind, no doubt, he talked on in the 
most voluble manner, reverting to the women of Rome and to 
that Jéte which he had at first found splendid, but at which 
he now began to rail. 

‘Oh! of course they have very fine gowns,’ said he, speak- 
ing of the women; ‘but gowns which don’t fit them, gowns 
which are sent them from Paris, and which, of course, they 
can’t try on. It’s just the same with their jewels; they still 
have diamonds and pearls, in particular, which are very fine, 
but they are so wretchedly, so heavily mounted that they look 
frightful. And if you only knew how ignorant and frivolous 
these women are, despite all their conceit! Everything is 
on the surface with them, even religion: there’s nothing 
beneath. I looked at them eating at the buffet. Oh! they 
at least have fine appetites. This evening some decorum 
was observed, there wasn’t too much gorging. But at one of 
the Court balls you would see a general pillage, the buffets 
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besieged, and everything swallowed up amidst a scramble of 
amazing voracity!’ 

To all this talk Pierre only returned monosyllabic responses. 
He was wrapped in overflowing delight at the thought of that 
audience with the Pope, which, unable as he was to confide 
in any one, he strove to arrange and picture in his own mind, 
even in its pettiest details. And meantime the footsteps of 
the two men rang out on the dry pavement of the clear, broad, 
deserted thoroughfare, whose black shadows were sharply out- 
lined by the moonlight. 

All at once Prada himself became silent. His loquacious 
bravura was exhausted, the frightful struggle going on in his 
mind wholly possessed and paralysed him. . Twice already he 
had dipped his hand into his coat pocket and felt the pencilled 
note whose four lines he mentally repeated: ‘ À legend avers 
that the fig tree of Judas now grows at Frascati, and that its 
fruit is deadly for him who may desire to become pope. Eat 
not the poisoned figs, nor give them either to your servants or 
your fowls.’ The note was there; he could feel it; and if he 
had desired to accompany Pierre, it was in order that he 
might drop it into the letter-box at the Palazzo Boccanera. 
And he continued to step out briskly, so that within another 
ten minutes that note would surely be in the box, for no 
power in the world could prevent it, since such was his 
express determination. Never would he commit such a 
crime as to allow people to be poisoned. 

But he was suffering such abominable torture. That 
Benedetta and that Dario had raised such a tempest of jealous 
hatred within him! For them he forgot Lisbeth whom he 
loved, and even that flesh of his flesh, the child of whom he 
was so proud. Allsex as he was, eager to conquer and subdue, 
he had never cared for facile loves. His passion was to over- 
come. And now there was a woman in the world who defied 
him, a woman forsooth whom he had bought, whom he had 
married, who.had been handed over him, but who would 
never, never be his. Ah! in the old days, to subdue her, he 
would if needful have fired Rome like a Nero; but now he 
asked himself what he could possibly do to prevent her from 
belonging to another. That galling thought made the blood 
gush from his gaping wound. How that woman and her lover 
must deride him! And to think that they had sought to tum 
him to ridicule by a baseless charge, an arrant lie which still 
and ever made him smart, all proof of its falsity to the contrary. 
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He, on his side, had accused them in the past without much 
belief in what he said, but now the charges he had imputed to 
them must come true, for they were free, freed at all events 
of the religious bond, and that no doubt was their only care, 
And then visions of their happiness passed before his eyes, 
infuriating him. Ah! no, ah! no, it was impossible, he would 
rather destroy the world ! 

Then, as he and Pierre turned out of the Corso Vittorio 
Emmanuele to thread the old narrow tortuous streets leading to 
the Via Giulia, he pictured himself dropping the note into the 
letter-box at the palazzo. And next he conjured up what 
would follow. The note would lie in the letter-box till morn- 
ing. At an early hour Don Vigilio, the secretary, who by the 
Cardinal’s express orders kept the key of the box, would come 
down, find the note and hand it to his Eminence, who never 
allowed another to open any communication addressed to him. 
And then the figs would be thrown away, there would be no 
further possibility of crime, the black world would in all pru- 
dence keep silent. But if the note should not be in the letter- 
box, what would happen then? And admitting that supposition 
he pictured the figs placed on the table at the one o'clock 
meal, in their pretty little, leaf-covered basket. Dario would 
be there as usual, alone with his uncle, since he was not to 
leave for Naples till the evening. And would both the uncle 
and the nephew eat the figs, or would only one of them partake 
of the fruit, and which of them would that be? At this point 
Prada’s clearness of vision failed him; again he conjured up 
Destiny on the march, that Destiny which he had met on the 
road from Frascati, going on towards its unknown goal, athwart 
all obstacles without possibility of stoppage. Aye, the little 
basket of figs went ever on and on to accomplish its fateful 
purpose, which no hand in the world had power enough to 
prevent, 

And at last, on either hand of Pierre and Prada, the Via 
Giulia stretched away in a long line white with moonlight, and 
the young priest emerged as if from a dream at sight of 
the Palazzo Boccanera rising blackly under the silver sky. 
Three o’clock struck at a neighbouring church. And he felt 
himself quivering slightly as once again he heard near him 
the dolorous moan of a lion wounded unto death, that low 
involuntary growl which the Count, amidst the - frightful 
struggle of his feelings, had for the third time allowed to escape 
him, But immediately afterwards he burst into a sneering 
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laugh, and pressing the priest’s hands, exclaimed: ‘ No, no, 1 
am not going farther. If I were seen here at this hour, people 
would think that I had fallen in love with my wife again.’ | 

‘ And thereupon he lighted a cigar, and retraced his steps 
in the clear night, without once looking round. 


XIII 


Wuen Pierre awoke he was much surprised to hear eleven 
o’clock striking. Fatigued as he was by that ball where he 
had lingered so long, he had slept like a child in delightful 
peacefulness, and as soon as he opened his eyes the radiant 
sunshine filled him with hope. His first thought was that he 
would see the Pope that evening at nine o’clock. Ten more 
hours to wait! What would he be able to do with himself 
during that lovely day, whose radiant sky seemed to him of 
such happy augury? He rose and opened the windows to 
admit the warm air which, as he had noticed on the day of his 
arrival, had a savour of fruit and flowers, a blending, as it 
were, of the perfume of rose and orange. Could this possibly 
be December? What a delightful land, that the spring should 
seem to flower on the very threshold of winter! ‘Then, 
having dressed, he was leaning out of the window to glance 
across the golden Tiber at the evergreen slopes of the 
Janiculum, when he espied Benedetta seated in the abandoned 
garden of the mansion. And thereupon, unable to keep still, 
full of a desire for life, gaiety, and beauty, he went down to 
join her. 

With radiant visage and outstretched hands, she at once 
vented the cry he had expected: ‘Ah! my dear Abbé, how 
happy I aml' se e 

They had often spent their mornings in that quiet, for- 
saken nook ; but what sad mornings those had been, hopeless 
as they both were! ‘To-day, however, the weed-grown paths, 
the box-plants growing in the old basin, the orange-trees 
which alone marked the outline of the beds—all seemed full 
of charm, instinct with a sweet and dreamy cosiness in which 
it was very pleasant. to lull one’s joy. And it was so warm, 
too, beside the big laurel bush, in the corner where the stream- 
let of water ever fell with flute-like music from the gaping, 
tragic mask, 
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‘Ah!’ repeated Benedetta, ‘how happy I am! I was 
stifling upstairs, and my heart felt such a need of space, and 
air, and sunlight, that I came down here !’ . 

She was seated on the fallen column beside the old 
marble sarcophagus, and desired the priest to place himself 
beside her. Never had he seen her looking so beautiful, with 
her black hair encompassing her pure face, which in the sun- 
shine appeared pinky and delicate as a flower. Her large, 
fathomless eyes showed in the light like braziers rolling gold, 
and her childish mouth, all candour and good sense, laughed 
the laugh of one who was at last free to love as her heart 
listed, without offending either God or man. And, dreaming 
aloud, she buili up plans for the future: ‘It’s all simple 
enough,’ said she; ‘I have already obtained a separation, 
and shall easily get that changed into civil divorce now that 
the Church has annulled my marriage. And I shall marry 
Dario next spring, perhaps sooner, if the formalities can be 
hastened. He is going to Naples this evening about the sale 
of some property which we still possessed there, but which 
must now be sold, for all this business has cost-us a lot of 
money. Still, that doesn’t matter since we now belong to 
one another. And when he comes back in a few days, what 
a happy time we shall have! I could not sleep when I got 
back from that splended ball last night, for my head was so 
full of plans—oh! splendid plans, as you shall see, for I 
mean to keep you in Rome until our marriage.’ 

Like herself, Pierre began to laugh, so gained upon by. 
this explosion of youth and happiness that he had to make 
a great effort to refrain from speaking of his own delight, 
his hopefulness at the thought of his coming interview 
with the Pope. Of that, however, he had sworn to speak to 
nobody. oe | 

Every now and again, amidst the quivering silence of the 
sunlit garden, the cry of a bird persistently rang out; and 
Benedetta, raising her head and looking at a cage hanging 
beside one of the first-floor windows, jestingly exclaimed: 
‘ Yes, yes, Tata, make a good noise, show that you are pleased, 
my dear. Everybody in the house must be pleased now.’ 
Then, turning towards Pierre, she added gaily: ‘ You know 
Tata, don’t you? What! No? Why, Tata is my uncle’s 
parrot. I gave her to him last spring ; he’s very fond of her, 
and lets her help herself out of his plate.. And he himself 
attends to her, puts her out and takes her in, and keeps her in 
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his dining-room, for fear lest she should take cold, as that is 
the only room of his which is at all warm.’ 

Pierre in his turn looked up and saw the bird, one of those 
pretty little parrots with soft, silky, dull green plumage. It 
was hanging by the beak from a bar of its cage, swinging 
itself and flapping its wings, all mirth in the bright sunshine. 

‘Does the bird talk ?’ he asked. 

‘No, she only screams,’ replied Benedetta, laughing. 
‘Still, my uncle pretends that he understands her.’ And 
then the young woman abruptly darted to another subject, as 
if this mention of her uncle the Cardinal had made her think 
of the uncle by marriage whom she had in Paris. ‘I suppose 
you have heard from Viscount de la Choue,’ saidshe. ‘I had 
a letter from him yesterday, in which he said how grieved he 
was that you were unable to see the Holy Father, as he had 
counted on you for the triumph of his ideas.’ 

Pierre indeed frequently heard from the Viscount, who 
was greatly distressed by the importance which his adversary, 
Baron de Fouras, had acquired since his success with the 
International Pilgrimage of the Peter’s Pence. The old, 
unconipromising Catholic party would awaken, said the 
Viscount, and all the conquests of neo-Catholicism would be 
threatened, if one could not obtain the Holy Father’s formal 
adhesion to the proposed system of free guilds, in order to 
overcome the demand for closed guilds which was brought 
forward by the Conservatives. And the Viscount over- 
whelmed Pierre with injunctions, and sent him all sorts of 
complicated plans in his eagerness to see him received at the 
Vatican. ‘Yes, yes,’ muttered the young priest in reply to 
Benedetta. ‘I had a letter on Sunday, and found another 
waiting for me on my return from Frascati yesterday. Ah! 
it would make me very happy to be able to send the Viscount 
some good news.’ Then again Pierre’s joy overflowed at the 
thought that he would that evening see the Pope, and, on 
opening his loving heart to the pontiff, receive the supreme 
encouragement which would strengthen him in his mission to 
work social salvation in the name of the lowly and the poor. 
And he could not restrain himself any longer, but let his secret 
escape him : ‘ It’s settled, you know,’ said he. ‘My audience 
is for this evening.’ 

Benedetta did not understand at first. ‘What audience?’ 
she asked. 


‘Oh! Monsignor Nani was good enough to tell me at the 
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ball this morning, that the Holy Father has read my book 
ane ee to see me, I shall be received this evening at nine 
o'clock.’ 

' At thisthe Contessina flushed with pleasure, participating in 
the delight of the young priest to whom she had grown much 
attached. And this success of his coming in the midst of her 
own felicity, acquired extraordinary importance in her eyes, as 
if it were an augury of complete success for one and ‘all. 
Superstitious as she was, she raised a ery of rapture and 
excitement: ‘Ah! Dio, that will bring us good luck. How 
happy I am, my friend, to see happiness coming to you at the 
same time as tome! You cannot think how pleased I am! 
And all will go well now, it’s certain, for a house where there 
is anyone whom the Pope welcomes is blessed, the thunder of 
Heaven falls on it no mère!” 

She laughed yet more loudly as she spoke, and clapped her 
hands with such exuberant gaiety that Pierre became anxious. 
‘Hush ! hush!’ said he, ‘it is a secret. Pray don’t mention it 
to anyone, either your aunt or even his Eminence. Monsignor 
Nani would be much annoyed.’ 

She thereupon promised to say nothing, and in a kindly 
voice spoke of Nani as a benefactor, for was she not indebted 
to him for the dissolution of her marriage? Then, with a 
fresh explosion of gaiety, she went on: ‘ But come, my friend, 
is not happiness the only good thing? You don’t ask me to 
weep over the suffering poor to-day! Ah! the happiness of 
life, that’s everything. People don’t suffer or feel cold or 
hungry when they are happy.’ 

: He looked at her in stupefaction at the idea of that strange 
solution of the terrible question of human misery; And 
suddenly he realised that, with that daughter of the sun who 
had inherited so many centuries of sovereign aristocracy, all 
his endeavours at conversion were vain. He had wished ta 
bring her to a Christian love for the lowly and the wretched, 
win her over to the new, enlightened and compassionate Italy 
that he had dreamt of; but if she had been moved by the 
sufferings of the multitude at the time when she herself had 
suffered, when grievous wounds had made her own heart bleed, 
she was no sooner healed than she proclaimed the doctrine of 
univorsal felicity like a true daughter of a clime of burning 
summers, and winters as mild as spring. ‘But everybody is 
not happy !"’ said he, 

‘ Yes, yes, they are!’ sheexclaimed, ‘ Youdon’t know the 
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poor! Give a girl of the Trastevere the lad she loves, and 
she becomes as radiant as a queen, and finds her dry bread 
quite sweet. The mothers who save a child from sickness, the 
men who conquer in a battle, or who win at the lotiery, one 
and all in fact are like that, people only ask for good fortune and 
pleasure. And despite all your striving to be just and to arrive 
at a more even distribution of fortune, the only satisfied ones 
will be those whose hearts sing—often without their knowing 
the cause—on a fine sunny day like this.’ 

Pierre made a gesture of surrender, not wishing to sadden 
her by again pleading the cause of all the poor ones who at 
that very moment were somewhere agonising with physical 
or mental pain. But, all at once, through the luminous mild 
atmosphere a shadow seemed to fall, tinging joy with sadness, 
the sunshine with despair. And the sight of the old sarco- 
phagus, with its bacchanal of satyrs and nymphs, brought 
back the memory that death lurks even amidst the bliss of 
passion, the unsatiated kisses of love. Fora moment the clear 
song of the water sounded in Pierre's ears like a long-drawn 
sob, and all seemed to crumble in the terrible shadow which’ 
had fallen from the invisible. 

Benedetta, however, caught hold of his hands and roused 
him once more to the delight of being there beside her. ‘Your 
pupil is rebellious, is she not, my friend ?’ said she. ‘ But what 
would you have? There are ideas which can’t enter into our 
heads. No, you will never get those things into the head of 
a Roman girl. $o be content with loving us as we are, beau- 
tiful with all our strength, as beautiful as we can be.’ 

She herself, in her resplendent happiness, looked at that 
moment so beautiful that he trembled as in presence of a 
divinity whose all-powerfulness swayed the world. : ‘ Yes, yes,’ 
he stammered, ‘ beauty, beauty, still and ever sovereign. Ah! 
why can it not suffice to satisfy the eternal longings of poor 
suffering men?’ 

‘Never mind ! she gaily responded. ‘ Do not distress your- 
self; it is pleasant to live. And now let us go upstairs, my 
aunt must be waiting.’ 

The midday meal was served at one o’elock, and on the 
few occasions when Pierre did not eat at one or another 
restaurant a cover was laid for him at the ladies’ table in the 
little dining-room of the second floor, overlooking the court- 
yard. At the same hour, inthe sunlit dining-room of the first 
floor, whose windows faced the Tiber, the Cardinal likewise 
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sat down to table, happy in the society of his nephew Dario, 
for his secretary, Don Vigilio, who also was usually present, 
never opened his mouth unless to reply to some question. And 
the two services were quite distinct, each having its own kitchen 
and servants, the only thing at all common to them both 
being a large room downstairs which served as a pantry and 
store place. 

Although the second floor dining-room was so gloomy, 
saddened by the greeny half-light of the courtyard, the meal 
shared that day by the two ladies and the young priest proved 
a very gay one. Even Donna Serafina, usually so rigid, 
seemed to relax under the influence of great internal felicity. 
She was no doubt still enjoying her triumph of the previous 
evening, and it was she who first spoke of the ball and sung 
its praises, though the presence of the King and Queen had 
much embarrassed ‘her, said she. According to her account, 
she had only avoided presentation by skilful strategy ; however 
she hoped that her well-known affection for Celia, whose god- 
mother she was, would explain her presence in that neutral 
mansion where Vatican and Quirinal had met. At the same 
time she must have retained certain scruples, for she declared 
that directly after dinner she was going to the Vatican to see 
the Cardinal Secretary, to whom she desired to speak about an 
enterprise of which she was lady-patroness. This visit would 
compensate for her attendance at the Buongiovanni entertain- 
ment. And on the other hand never had Donna Serafina 
seemed so zealous and hopeful of her brother’s speedy acces- 
sion to the throne of St. Peter: therein lay a supreme triumph, 
an elevation of her race, which her pride deemed both needful 
and inevitable, and indeed during Leo XIII’s last indisposition 
she had actually concerned herself about the trousseau which 
would be needed and which would require to be marked with 
the new Pontiff’s arms. | 

On her side, Benedetta was all gaiety during the repast, 
laughing at everything, and speaking of Celiaand Attilio with 
the passionate affection of a woman whose own happiness 
delights in that of her friends. Then, just as the dessert had 
been served, she turned to the servant with an air of surprise : 
* Well, and the figs, Giacomo ?’ she asked. 

Giacomo, slow and sleepy of motion, looked at her without 
understanding. However, Victorine was crossing the room, 
and Benedetta's next question was for her; ‘ Why are the figs 
not served, Victorine ?’ she inquired. 
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‘ What figs, Contessina ?’ . 

‘Why the figs I saw in the pantry as I passed through it 
this morning on my way to the garden. They were in a little 
basket and looked superb. I was even astonished to see that 
there were still some fresh figs left at this season. I’m very 
fond of them, and felt quite pleased at the thought that I 
should eat some at dinner.’ 

Victorine began to laugh: ‘Ah! yes, Contessina, I under- 
stand,’ she replied. ‘They were some figs which that priest 
of Frascati, whom you know very well, brought yesterday 
evening as a present for his Eminence. I was there, and I 
heard him repeat three or four times that they were a present, 
and were to be put on his Eminence’s table without a leaf 
being touched. And so one did as he said.’ , 

© Well, that’s nico,’ retorted Benedetta with comical indig- 
nation. ‘ What gourmands my uncle and Dario are to regale 
themselves without us! Théy might have given us a share!’ 

Donna Serafina thereupon intervened, and asked Victorine : 
‘You are speaking, are you not, of that priest who used to 
come to the villa at Frascati?’ 

‘Yes, yes, Abbé Santobono his name is, he officiates at the 
little church of St. Mary in the Fields. He always asks for 
Abbé Paparelli when he calls; I think they were at the 
seminary together. And it was Abbé Paparelli who brought 
him to the pantry with his basket last night. To tell the truth, 
the basket was forgotten there in spite of all the injunctions, 
so that nobody would have eaten the figs to-day if Abbé 
Paparelli hadn’t run down just now and carried them upstairs 
as piously as if they were the Blessed Sacrament. It’s true 
though that his Eminence is so fond of them.’ 

‘ My brother won’t do them much honour to-day,’ remarked 
the Princess. ‘He is slightly indisposed. He passed a bad 
night.’ The repeated mention of Abbé Paparelli had made 
the old lady somewhat thoughtful. She had regarded the 
train-bearer with displeasure ever since she had noticed ‘the 
extraordinary influence he was gaining over the Cardinal, 
despite all his apparent humility and self-effacement. He was 
but a servant and apparently a very insignificant one, yet he 
governed, and she could feel that he combated her own in- 
fluence, often undoing things which she had done to further 
her brother’s interests. Twice already, moreover, she had 
suspected him of having urged the Cardinal to courses which 
she looked upon as absolute blunders. But perhaps she was 
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wrong ; she did the train-bearer the justice to admit that he 
had great merits and displayed exemplary piety. : 

However, Benedetta went on laughing and jesting, and as 
Victorine had now withdrawn, she called the man-servant: 
‘Listen, Giacomo, I have a commission for you.’ Then she 
broke off to say to her aunt and Pierre: ‘ Pray let us assert 
our rights. I can see them at table almost underneath us. 
Uncle is taking the leaves off the basket and serving himself 
with a smile ; then he passes the basket to Dario, who passes 
it on to Don Vigilio. And all three of them eat and enjoy the 
figs. You can see them, can’t you?’ She herself could see 
them well. And it was her desire to be near Dario, the con- 
stant flight of her thoughts to him that now made her picture 
him at table with the others. Her heart was down below, and 
there was nothing there that she could not see, and hear, and 
smell, with such keenness of the senses did her love endow her, 
‘Giacomo,’ she resumed, ‘you are to go down and tell his 
Eminence that we are longing to taste his figs, and that it will 
be very kind of him if he will send us such as he can spare.’ 

Again, however, did Donna Serafina intervene, recalling 
her wonted severity of voice: ‘Giacomo, you will please stay 
here.’ And to her niece she added: ‘ That's enough childish- 
ness! I dislike such silly freaks.’ 

‘Oh! aunt,’ Benedetta murmured, ‘But I’m so happy, 
it’s so long since I laughed so good-heartedly.’ 

Pierre had hitherto remained listening, enlivened by the 
sight of her gaiety. But now, asa little chill fell, he raised 
his voice to say that on the previous day he himself had been 
astonished to see the famous fig tree of Frascati still bearing 
fruit so late in the year. This was doubtless due, however, to 
the tree’s position and the protection of a high wall. 

‘Ah! so you saw the tree?’ said Benedetta. 

‘Yes, and I even travelled with those figs which you would 
so much like to taste.’ 

‘Why, how was that?’ 

The young man already regretted the reply which had 
escaped him, However, having gone so far, he preferred to say 
everything. ‘I met somebody at Frascati who had come there 
in a carriage and who insisted on driving me back to Rome,’ 
said he. ‘On the way we picked up Abbé Santobono, who was 
bravely making the journey on foot with his basket in his hand. 
And afterwards we stopped at an osteria——’ Then he went 
on to describe the drive and relate his impressions whilst 
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crossing the Campagna amidst the falling twilight. But 
Benedetta gazed at him fixedly, aware as she was of Prada’s 
frequent visits to the land and houses which he owned at 
Frascati; and suddenly she murmured : ‘Somebody, somebody, 
it was the Count, was it not?’ 

‘Yes, madame, the Count,’ Pierre answered. ‘I saw him 
again last night; he was overcome, and really deserves to be 

itied.’ : 

à The two women took no offence at this charitable remark 
which fell from the young priest with such deep and natural 
emotion, full as he was of overflowing love and compassion 
for one and all. Donna Serafina remained motionless as if 
she had not even heard him, and Benedetta made a gesture 
which seemed to imply that she had neither pity nor hatred 
to express for a man who had become a perfect stranger to 
her. : However, she no longer laughed, but, thinking of the 
little basket which had travelled in Prada’s carriage, she said: 
‘Ah! I don’t care for those figs at all now, I am even glad 
that I haven't eaten any of them.” 

Immediately after the coffee Donna Serafina withdrew, 
saying that she was at once going to the Vatican; and the 
others, being left to themselves, lingered at table, again full of 
gaiety, and chatting like friends. The priest, with his feverish 
impatience, once more referred to the audience which he was 
to have that evening. It was now barely two o’clock, and he 
had seven more hours to wait. How should he employ that 
endless afternoon? Thereupon Benedetta good-naturedly 
made him a proposal. ‘I'll tell you what,’ said she, ‘as we 
are all in such good spirits we mustn’t leave one another. 
Dario has his victoria, you know. He must have finished 
lunch by now, and I'll ask him to take us for a long drive 
along the Tiber.’ 

This fine project so delighted her that she began to clap 
her hands ; but just then Don Vigilio appeared with a scared 
look on his face. ‘Isn’t the Princess here ?’ he inquired. 

‘No, my aunt has gone out. What is the matter?’ 

‘His Eminence sent me. The Prince has just felt unwell 
oe DRE from table. Oh! it’s nothing—nothing serious, no 

oubt.’ 

Benedetta raised a ery of surprise rather than anxiety; 
‘What, Dario! Well, we'll all go down. Come with me, 
Monsieur l’Abbé. He mustn’t get ill if be is to take us for a 
drive!’ Then, meeting Victorine on the stairs, she bade 
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her follow. ‘Dario isn’t well,’ she said. ‘You may be 
wanted.’ 

They all four entered the spacious, antiquated and simply 
furnished bed-room where the young Prince had lately been 
laid up for a whole month. It was reached by way of a small 
salon, and from an adjoining dressing-room a passage con- 
ducted to the Cardinal’s apartments, the relatively small 
dining-room, bed-room, and study, which had been devised by 
subdividing one of the huge galleries of former days. In 
addition, the passage gave access to his Eminence’s private 
chapel, a bare, uncarpeted, chairless room, where there was 
nothing beyond the painted, wooden altar, and the hard, cold 
tiles on which to kneel and pray. 

On entering, Benedetta hastened to the -bed where 
Dario was lying, still fully dressed. Near him, in fatherly 
fashion, stood Cardinal Boccanera, who, amidst his dawning 
anxiety, retained his proud and lofty bearing—the calmness 
of a soul beyond reproach. ‘Why, what is the matter, Dario 
mio?’ asked the young woman. 

He smiled, eager to reassure her. One only noticed that 
he was very pale, with a look as of intoxication on his face. 

‘Oh! it’s nothing, mere giddiness,’ he replied. ‘It’s just 
as if LI had drunk too much. All at once things swam before 
my eyes, and I thought I was going to fall. And then I only 
had time to come and fling myself on the bed.’ 

Then he drew a long breath, as though talking exhausted 
him, and the Cardinal in his turn gave some details. ‘We 
had just finished our meal,’ said he, ‘I was giving Don Vigilio 
some orders for this afternoon, and was about to rise when I 
saw Dario get up and reel. He wouldn’t sit down again, but 
came in here, staggering like a somnambulist, and fumbling 
at the doors to open them. We followed him without under- 
standing. And I confess that I don’t yet comprehend it.’ 

So saying, the Cardinal punctuated his surprise by waving 
his arm towards the rooms, through which a gust of mis- 
fortune seemed to have suddenly swept. All the doors had 
remained wide open: the dressing-room could be seen, and 
then the passage, at the end of which appeared the dining- 
room, in a disorderly state, like an apartment suddenly 
vacated; the table still laid, the napkins flung here and there, 
and the chairs pushed back. As yet, however, there was no 
alarm. 

Benedetta made the remark which is usually made in, 
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such cases: ‘I hope you haven’t eaten anything which has 
disagreed with you.’ 

The Cardinal, smiling, again waved his hand as if to 
attest the frugality of nis table. ‘Oh!’ said he, ‘there were 
only some eggs, some lamb cutlets, and a dish of sorrel—they 
couldn’t have overloaded his stomach. I myself only drink 
water; he takes just a sip of white wine. No, no, the food 
has nothing to do with it.’ 

‘ Besides, in that case his Eminence and I would also have 
felt indisposed,’ Don Vigilio made bold to remark. 

Dario, after momentarily closing his eyes, opened them 
again, and once more drew a long breath, whilst endeavouring 
to laugh. ‘Oh, it will be nothing;’ he said. ‘I feel more at 
ease already. I must get up and stir myself.’ 

‘In that case,’ said Benedetta, ‘ this is what I had thought 
of, You will take Monsieur l'Abbé Froment and me for a 
long drive in the Campagna.’ 

‘Willingly, It's a nice idea. Victcrine, help me.’ 

Whilst speaking he had raised himself by means of one 
arm; but, before the servant could approach, a slight convul- 
sion seized him, and he fell back again as if overcome by a 
fainting fit. It was the Cardinal, still standing by the bed- 
side, who caught him in his arms, whilst the Contessina this 
time lost her head: ‘Dio, Dio! It has come on him again. 
Quick, quick, a doctor!’ . 

‘ Shall I run for one ?’ asked Pierre, whom the scene was 
also beginning to upset. 

‘No, no, not you; stay with me. Victorine will go at once. 
She knows the address. Doctor Giordano, Victorine.’ 

The servant hurried away, and a heavy silence fell on the 
room where the anxiety became more pronounced every mo- 
ment. Benedetta, now quite pale, had again approached the 
bed, whilst the Cardinal looked down at Dario, whom he still 
held in his arms. And a terrible suspicion, vague, indetermi- 
nate as yet, had just awoke in the old man’s mind: Dario’s 
face seemed to him to be ashen, to wear that mask of terrified 
anguish which he had already remarked on the countenance. 
of his dearest friend, Monsignor Gallo, when he had held him 
in his arms, in like manner, two hours before his death. There 
was also the same swoon and the same sensation of clasping 
a cold form whose heart ceases to beat, And above everything 
else there was in Boccanera’s mind the same growing thought 
of poison, poison coming one knew not whence or how, but 
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mysteriously striking down those around him with the sudden- 
ness of lightning, And for a long time he remained with his 
head bent over the face of his nephew, that last scion of his 
race, seeking, studying, and recognising the signs of the mys- 
terious, implacable disorder which once already had rent his 
heart atwain. : | 
But Benedetta addressed him in a low, entreating voice : 
‘You will tire yourself, uncle. Let me take him a little, I 
beg you. Have no fear, I’ll hold him very gently, he will feel 
that it is I, and perhaps that will rouse him.’ - 
At last the Cardinal raised his head and looked at her, and 
‘allowed her to take his place after kissing her with distracted 
passion, his eyes the while full of tears—a sudden burst of 
emotion in which his great love for the young woman melted 
the stern frigidity which he usually affected. ‘Ah! my poor 
child, my poor child!’ he stammered, trembling from head io 
foot like an oak tree about to fall. Immediately afterwards, 
however, he mastered himself, and whilst Pierre and Don 
Vigilio, mute and motionless, regretted that they could be of 
no help, he walked slowly to and fro. Soon, moreover, that 
bedchamber became too small for all the thoughts revolving in 
his mind, and he strayed first into the dressing-room and then 
down the passage as far as the dining-room. And again and 
again he went to and fro, grave and impassible, his head low, 
ever lost in the same gloomy reverie. What were the multi- 
tudinous thoughts stirring in the brain of that believer, that 
haughty Prince who had given himself to God and could do 
naught to stay inevitable Destiny? From time to time he 
returned to the bedside, observed the progress of the disorder, 
and then started off again at the same slow, regular pace, dis- 
appearing and reappearing, carried along as it were by the 
monotonous alternations of forces which man cannot control. 
Possibly he was mistaken, possibly this was some mere indis- 
position at which the doctor would smile. One must hope 
and wait. And again he went off and again he came back; 
nnd amidst the heavy silence nothing more clearly bespoke 
the torture of anxious fear than the rhythmical footsteps of 
that tall old man who was thus awaiting Destiny. 
The door opened, and Victorine came in breathless, ‘I 
found the doctor, here he is,’ she gasped. 
With his little pink face and white curls, his discreet. 
ue bearing which gave him the air of an amiable prelate, 
octor Giordano came in smiling; but on seeing that room 
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and all the anxious people waiting in if, he turned very grave, 
at once assuming the expression of profound respect for all 
ecclesiastical secrets which he had acquired by Jong practice 
among the clergy. And when he had glanced at the sufferer 
he let but a low murmur escape him: ‘ What, again! Is it 
beginning again!’ 

He was probably alluding to the knife-thrust for which he 
had recently tended Dario. Who could be thus relentlessly 
pursuing that poor and inoffensive young prince? However 
no one heard the doctor unless it were Benedetta, and she 
was so full of feverish impatience, so eager to be tranquilised, 
that she did not listen but burst into fresh entreaties: ‘Oh! 
doctor, pray look at him, examine him, tell us that it is no- 
thing. It can’t be anything serious, since he was so well and 
gay but a little while ago. It’s nothing serious, is it?’ 

‘You are right no doubt, Contessina, it can be nothing 
dangerous. We will see.’ | 

However, on turning round, Doctor Giordano perceived the 
Cardinal, who with rebular, thoughtful footsteps had come 
back from the dining-room to place himself at the foot of the 
bed. And while bowing, the doctor doubtless detected a gleam 
of mortal anxiety in the dark eyes fixed upon his own, for he 
added nothing but began to examine Dario like a man who 
realises that time is precious. And as his examination pro- 
gressed the affable optimism which usually appeared upon his 
countenance gave place to ashen gravity, a covert terror which 
made his lips slightly tremble. It was he who had attended 
Monsignor Gallo when the latter had been carried off so mys- 
teriously ; it was he who for imperative reasons had then 
delivered a certificate stating the cause of death to be infectious 
fever; and doubtless he now found the same terrible symp- 
toms as in that case, a leaden hue overspreading the sufferer’s 
features, a stupor as of excessive intoxication ; and, old Roman 
practitioner that he was, accustomed to sudden deaths, he 
realised that the malaria which kills was passing, that malaria 
which science does not yet fully understand, which may come 
from the putrescent exhalations of the Tiber unlessit be buta 
name for the ancient poison of the legends. 

As the doctor raised his head his glance again encountered 
the black eyes of the Cardinal, which never left him. ‘ Signor 
Giordano,’ said his Eminence, ‘ you are not over-anxious, I 
hope? It is only some case of indigestion, is it not?’ 

The doctor again bowed. By the slight quiver of the 

@a2 


4$2 ROME 


Cardinal's voice he understood how acute was the anxiety of 
that powerful man, who once more was stricken in his dearest 
affections. — 

‘Your Eminence must be right,’ he said, ‘ there’s a bad 
digestion certainly. Such accidents sometimes become dan- 
gerous when fever supervenes. I need not tell your Eminence 
how thoroughly you may rely on my prudence and zeal.’ 
Then he broke off and added in a clear professional voice: ‘ We 
must lose no time; the Prince must be undressed. I should 
prefer to remain alone with him for a moment.’ 

Whilst speaking in this way, however, Doctor Giordano 
detained Victorine, who would be able to help him, said he; 
should he need any further assistance he would take Giacomo. 
His evident desire was to get rid of the members of the family 
in order that he might have more freedom of action. And the 
Cardinal, who understood him, gently led Benedetta into the 
dining-room, whither Pierre and Don Vigilio followed. 

When the doors had been closed, the most mournful and 
oppressive silence reigned in that dining-room, which the 
bright sun of winter filled with such delightful warmth and 
radiance. .The table was still laid, its cloth strewn here and 
there with bread-crumbs; and a coffee cup had remained half 
full. In the centre stood the basket of figs, whose covering of 
leaves had been removed. However, only two or three of the 
figs were missing. And in front of the window was Tata, 
the female parrot, who had flown out of her cage and perched 
herself on her stand, where she remained, dazzled and enrap- 
tured, amidst the dancing dust of a broad yellow sunray. In 
her astonishment, however, at seeing so many people enter, 
she had ceased to scream and smooth her feathers, and had 
turned her head the better to examine the new-comers with 
her round and scrutinising eye. 

The minutes went by slowly amidst all the feverish anxiety 
as to what might be occurring in the neighbouring room. Don 
Vigilio had taken a corner seat in silence, whilst Benedetta 
and Pierre, who had remained standing, preserved similar 
muteness and immobility. But the Cardinal had reverted to 
that instinctive, lulling tramp by which he apparently hoped to 
quiet his impatience and arrive the sooner at the explanation 
for which he was groping through a tumultuous maze of ideas. 
And whilst his rhythmical footsteps resounded with mechanical 
regularity, dark fury was taking possession of his mind, exas- 
peration at being unable to understand the why and wherefora 
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of that sickness. As he passed the table he had twice glanced 
at the things lying on it in confusion, as if seeking some 
explanation from them. Perhaps the harm had been done by 
that unfinished coffee, or by that bread whose crumbs lay here 
and there, or by those cutlets, a bone of which remained ? 
Then as for the third time he passed by, again glancing, his 
eyes fell upon the basket of figs, and at once he stopped, as if 
beneath the shock of a revelation. An idea seized upon him 

.and mastered him, without any plan, however, occurring to him 
by which he might change his sudden suspicion into certainty. 
For a moment he remained puzzled with his eyes fixed upon 
the basket. Then he took a fig and examined it, but, noticing 
nothing strange, was about to put it back when Tata, the 
parrot, who was very fond of figs, raised a strident cry. And 
this was like a ray of light; the means of changing suspicion 
into certainty was found. 

Slowly, with grave air and gloomy visage, the Cardinal 
carried the fig to the parrot and give it to her without hesita- 
tion or regret. She was a very pretty bird, the only being 
of the lower order of creation to which he had ever really been 
attached. Stretching out her supple, delicate form, whose 
silken feathers of dull green here and there assumed a pinky 
tinge in the sunlight, she took hold of the fig with her claws, 
then ripped it open with her beak. But when she had raked 
it she ate but little, and let all the rest fall upon the floor. 
Still grave and impassible, the Cardinal looked at her and 
waited. Quite three minutes went by, and then feeling re- 
assured, he began to scratch the bird’s poll, whilst she, taking 
pleasure in the caress, turned her neck and fixed her bright 
ruby eye upon her master. But all at once she sank back 
without even a flap of the wings, and fell like a bullet. Shoe 
was dead, killed as by a thunderbolt. 

Boccanera made but a gesture, raising both hands to heaven 
asif in horror at what he now knew. Great God! such a 
terrible crime, and such a fearful mistake, such an abominable 
trick of Destiny! No cry of grief came from him, but the 
gloom upon his face grew black and fierce. Yet there was a 
oY, a piercing cry from Benedetta, who like Pierre and Don 

Vigilio had watched the Cardinal with an astonishment which 
had changed into terror: ‘Poison! poison! Ah! Dario, my 
heart, my soul!’ 

But the Cardinal violently caught his niece by the wrist, 
whilst darting a suspicious glance at the two petty priests, 
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the secretary and the foreigner, who were present: ‘ Be quiet, 
be quiet!” said he. L 

She shook herself free, rebelling, frantic with rage and 
hatred: ‘ Why.should I be quiet!’ she cried. ‘It is Prada’s 
work, I shall denounce him, he shall die as well! I tell you 
it is Prada, I know it, for yesterday Abbé Froment came back 
with him from Frascati in his carriage with that priest Santo- 
bono and that basket of figs! Yes, yes, I have witnesses, itis 
Prada, Prada!’ 

‘No, no, you are mad, be quiet!’ said the Cardinal, who 
had again taken hold of the young woman’s hands and sought 
to master her with all his sovereign authority. He, who knew 
the influence which Cardinal Sanguinetti exercised over 
Santobono’s excitable mind, had just understood the whole 
affair; no direct complicity but covert propulsion, the animal 
excited and then let loose upon the troublesome rival at the 
moment when the pontifical throne seemed likely to be vacant. 
The probability, the certainty of all this flashed upon Boccanera 
who, though some points remained obscure, did not seek to 
penetrate them. It was not necessary indeed that he should 
know every particular: the thing was as he said, since it was 
bound to be so. ‘No, no, it was not Prada,’ he exclaimed, 
addressing Benedetta. ‘That man can bear me no personal 
grudge, and I alone was aimed at, it was to me that those figs 
were given. Come, think it out! Only an unforeseen indis- 
position prevented me from eating the greater part of the fruit, 
for it is known that I am very fond of figs, and while my poor 
Dario was tasting them, I jested and told him to leave the finer 
ones for me to-morrow. Yes, the abominable blow was meant 
for me, and itis on him thatit has fallen by the most atrocious 
of chances, the most monstrous of the follies of fate. Ah! 
Lord God, Lord God, have you then forsaken us!’ 

Tears came into the old man’s eyes, whilst she still quivered 
and seemed unconvinced : ‘ But you have no enemies, uncle,’ 
she said. ‘ Why should that Santobono try to take your life?’ 

For a moment he found no fitting reply. With supreme 
grandeur he had already resolved fo keep the truth secret. 
Then a recollection came to him, and he resigned himself to 
the telling of a lie: ‘ Santobono’s mind has always been some- 
what unhinged,’ said he, ‘and I know that he has hajed me 
ever since I refused to help him to get a brother of his, one of our 
former gardeners, out of prison. Deadly spite often has no more 
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serious cause. He must have thought that he had reason to ba 
revenged on me.’ 

Thereupon Benedetta, exhausted, unable to argue any 
further, sank upon a chair with a despairing gesture: ‘Ah! 
God, God! Ino longer know—and what matters it now that 
my Dario is in such danger? There’s only one thing- to be 
done, he must be saved. How long they are over what they 
are doing in that room—why does not Victorine come for us! 

The silence again fell, full of terror.” Without speaking 
the Cardinal took the basket of figs from the table and carried 
it to a cupboard in which he locked it, Then he put the key 
in his pocket. No doubt, when night had fallen, he himself 
would throw the proofs of the crime into the Tiber. However, 
on coming back from the cupboard he noticed the two priests, 
who naturally had watched him ; and with mingled grandeur 
and simplicity he said to them : ‘ Gentlemen, I need not ask you 
to be discreet. There are scandals which we must spare the 
Church, which is not, cannot be guilty. To deliver one of 
ourselves, even when he is a criminal, to the civil tribunals, 
often means à blow for the whole Church, for men of evil mind 
may lay hold of the affair and seek to impute the responsibility 
of the crime even to the Church itself. We therefore have but 
to commit the murderer to the hands of God, who will know 
more surely how to punish him. Ah! for my part, whether 
I be struck in my own person or whether the blow be directed 
against my family, my dearest affections, I declare in the name 
of the Christ who died upon the cross, that I feel neither anger, 
nor desire for vengeance, that I efface the murderer’s name 
from my memory and bury his abominable act in the eternal 
silence of the grave.’ | 

Tall as he was, he seemed of yet loftier stature whilst with 
hand upraised he took that oath to leave his enemies to the 
oe of God alone; for he did not refer merely to Santobono, 

jut to Cardinal Sanguinetti, whose evil influence he had 
divined. And amidst all the heroism of his pride, he was 
rent by tragic dolour at thought of the dark battle which was 
waged around the tiara, all the evil hatred and voracious 
appetite which stirred in the depths of the gloom. Then, as 
Pierre and Don Vigilio bowed to him as a sign that they 
would preserve silence, he almost choked with invincible 
emotion, a sob of loving grief which he strove to keep down 
rising to his throat, whilst he stammered: ‘Ah! my poor 
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child, my poor child, the only scion of our race, the only 
love and hope of my heart! Ah! to die, to die like this!’ 

But Benedetta, again all violence, sprang up: ‘Die! 
Who, Dario? I won’t have it! We'll nurse him, we'll go 
back to him. We will take him in our arms and save him. 
Come, uncle, come at once! I won’t, I won't, I won’t have 
him die!’ 

She was going towards the door, and nothing would have 
prevented her from re-entering the bed-room, when, as it 
happened, Victorine appeared with a wild look on her face, for, 
despite her wonted serenity, all her courage was now exhausted. 
‘The doctor begs Madame and his Eminence to come at once, 
at once,’ said she. 

Stupefied by all these things, Pierre did not follow the 
others, but lingered for a moment in the sunlit dining-room . 
with Don Vigilio. What! poison? Poison as in the time of 
the Borgias, elegantly hidden away, served up with luscious 
fruit by a crafty traitor, whom one dared not even denounce ! 
And he recalled the conversation on his way back from 
Frascati, and his Parisian scepticism with respect to those 
legendary drugs, which to his mind had no place save in the 
fifth acts of melodramas. Yet those abominable stories were 
true, those tales of poisoned knives and flowers, of prelates 
and even dilatory popes being suppressed by a drop or a grain 
of something administered to them in their morning chocolate. 
That passionate tragical Santobono was really a poisoner, 
Pierre could no longer doubt it, for a lurid light now illumined 
the whole of the previous day: there were the words of 
ambition and menace which had been spoken by Cardinal 
Sanguinetti, the eagerness to act in presence of the probable 
death of the reigning Pope, the suggestion of a crime for the 
sake of the Church’s salvation, then that priest with his little 
basket of figs encountered on the road, then that basket 
carried for hours so carefully, so devoutly, on the priest’s 
knees, that basket which now haunted Pierre like a night- 
mare, and whose colour, and odour, and shape he would ever 
recall with a shudder. Aye, poison, poison, there was truth 
in it; it existed and still circulated in the depths of the black 
world, amidst all the ravenous, rival longings for conquest and 
sovereignty. 

And all at once the figure of Prada likewise arose in 
Pierre’s mind. A little while previously, when Benedetta had 
so violently accused the Count, he, Pierre, had stepped forward 
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to defend him and cry aloud what he knew, whence the poison 
had come, and what hand had offered it. But a sudden 
thought had made him shiver: though Prada had not devised 
the crime, he had allowed it to be perpetrated. Another 
memory darted keen like steel through the young priest’s 
mind—that of the little black hen lying lifeless beside the 
shed, amidst the dismal surroundings of the osteria, with a 
tiny streamlet of violet blood trickling from her beak. And 
here again, Tata, the parrot, lay still soft and warm at the 
foot of her stand, with her beak stained by oozing blood, 
Why had Prada told that lie about a battle between two fowls ? 
All the dim intricacy of passion and contention bewildered 
Pierre, he could not thread his way through it; nor was he 
better able to follow the frightful combat which must have 
been waged in that man’s mind during the night of the ball. 
At the same time he could not again picture him by his side 
during their nocturnal walk towards the Boccanera mansion 
without shuddering, dimly divining what a frightful decision 
had been taken before that mansion’s door. Moreover, what- 
ever the obscurities, whether Prada had expected that the 
Cardinal alone would be killed, or had hoped that some chance 
stroke of fate might avenge him on others, the terrible fact 
remained—he had known, he had been able to stay Destiny 
on the march, but had allowed it to go onward and blindly 
accomplish its work of death. 

Turning his head Pierre perceived Don Vigilio still seated 
on the corner chair whence he had not stirred, and looking so 
pale and haggard that perhaps he also had swallowed some of 
the poison. ‘Do you feel unwell?’ the young priest asked. 

Ai first the secretary could not reply, for terror had gripped 
him at the throat. Then in a low voice he said: ‘No, no, I 
didn’t eat any. Ah, Heaven, when I think that I so much 
wanted to taste them, and that merely deference kept me back 
on seeing that his Eminence did not take any!’ Don Vigilio’s 
whole body shivered at the thought that his humility alone. 
had saved him ; and on his face and his hands there remained 
the icy chill of death which had fallen so near and grazed him 
as it passed. 

Then, twice he heaved a sigh, and with a gesture of affright 
sought to brush the horrid thing away while murmuring: 
‘Ah! Paparelli, Paparelli!’ 

Pierre, deeply stirred, and knowing what he thought of the 
train-bearer, tried to extract some information from him: 
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‘What do you mean ?’ he asked. ‘Do you accuse him too? 
Do you think they urged him on, and that it was they at 
bottom ?’ 

The word Jesuits was not even spoken, but a big black 
shadow passed athwart the gay sunlight of the dining-room, 
and for a moment seemed to fill it with darkness. ‘They! 
ah, yes!’ exclaimed Don Vigilio, ‘ they are everywhere; it is 
always they! As soon as one weeps, as soon as one dies, they 
are mixed up init. And this was intended for me too; Iam 
quite surprised that I haven’t been carried off.” Then again he 
raised a dull moan of fear, hatred and anger : ‘ Ah! Paparelli, 
Paparellil” And he refused to reply any further, but darted 
scared glances at the walls as if from one or another of them 
he expected to see the train-bearer emerge, with his wrinkled 
flabby face like that of an old maid, his furtive mouse-like trot, 
and his mysterious, invading hands which had gone expressly 
to bring the forgotten figs from the pantry and deposit them 
on the table. 

At last the two priests decided to return to the bed-room, 
where perhaps they might be required ; and Pierre on entering 
was overcome by the heartrending scene which the chamber 
now presented. Doctor Giordano, suspecting poison, had for 
half an hour been trying the usual remedies, an emetic and 
then magnesia. Just then too he had made Victorine whip 
some whites of eggs in water. But the disorder was progres- 
sing with such lightning-like rapidity that all succour was 
becoming futile. Wadena and lying on his back, his bust 
propped up by pillows and his arms lying outstretched over the 
sheets, Dario looked quite frightful in the sort of painful in- 
toxication which characterised that redoubtable and mysterious 
disorder to which already Monsignor Gallo and others had 
succumbed. The young man seemed to be stricken with a 
sort of dizzy stupor, his eyes receded farther and farther into 
the depths of their dark sockets, whilst his whole face became 
withered, aged as it were, and covered with an earthy pallor. 
A moment previously he had closed his eyes, and the only sign 
that he still lived was the heaving of his chest induced by 
painful respiration. And leaning over his poor dying face 
stood Benedetta, sharing his sufferings, and mastered by such 
impotent grief that she also was unrecognisable, so white, so 
distracted by anguish, that it seemed as if death were gradu- 
ally taking her at the same time as it was taking him. 

In the recess by the window whither Cardinal Boccanera 


ROME 459 


had led Doctor Giordano, a few words were exchanged in low 
tones. ‘He is lost, is he not?’ 

The doctor made the despairing gesture of one who is van- 
quished: ‘Alas! yes. I must warn your Eminence that in 
an hour all will be over.’ ; 

A short interval of silence followed. ‘And the same malady 
as Gallo, is it not?’ asked the Cardinal; and as the doctor 
trembling and averting his eyes did not answer, he added: ‘ At 
all events of an infectious fever!’ 

Giordano well understood what the Cardinal thus asked of 
him: silence, the crime for ever hidden away for sake of the 
good renown of his mother, the Church. And there could be 
no loftier, no more tragical grandeur than that of this old man 
of seventy, still so erect and sovereign, who would neither 
suffer a slur to be cast upon his spiritual family, nor consent to 
his human family being dragged into the inevitable mire of a 
sensational murder trial. No, no, there must be none of that, 
there must be silence, the eternal silence in which all becomes 
forgotten. 

At last the doctor bowed with his gentle air of discretion. 
‘ Evidently, of an infectious fover as your Eminence so well 
says,’ he replied. 

Two big tears then again appeared in Boccanera’s eyes. 
Now that he had screened the Deity from attack in the person 
of the Church, his heart as aman again bled. He begged the 
doctor to make a supreme effort, to attempt the impossible ; 
but, pointing to the dying man with trembling hands, Giordano 
shook his head. For his own father, his own mother he 
could have done nothing. Death was there. So why weary, 
why torture a dying man, whose sufferings he would only have 
increased ? And then, as the Cardinal, finding the end 50 
near at hand, thought of his sister Serafina, and lamented 
that she would not be able to kiss her nephew for the last 
time if she lingered at the Vatican, the doctor offered to fetch 
her in his ‘carriage which was waiting below. It would not 
take him more than twenty minutes said he, and he would be 
back in time for the end, should he then be needed. 

Left to himself in the window recess the Cardinal remained 
there motionless for another moment. With eyes blurred by 
tears, he gazed towards Heaven. And his quivering arms 
were suddenly raised in a gesture of ardent entreaty. O God, 
since the science of man was so limited and vain, since that 
doctor had gone off happy to escape the embarrassment of 
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his impotence, O God, why not a miracle which should pro- 
claim the splendour of Thy Almighty Power! A miracle, a 
miracle! that was what the Cardinal asked from the depths 
of his believing soul, with the insistance, the imperious en- 
treaty of a Prince of the Earth, who deemed that he had 
rendered considerable services to Heaven by dedicating his 
whole life to the Church. And he asked for that miracle in 
order that his race might be perpetuated, in order that its last 
male scion might not thus miserably perish, but be able to 
marry that fondly-loved cousin, who now stood there all 
woe and tears. A miracle, a miracle for the sake of those two 
dear children ! A miracle which would endow the family with 
fresh life: a miracle which would eternise the glorious name 
of Boccanera by enabling an innumerable posterity of valiant 
ones and faithful ones to spring from that young couple | 

When the Cardinal returned to the centre of the room he 
seemed transfigured. Faith had dried his eyes, his soul had 
become strong and submissive, exempt from all human weak- 
ness. He had placed himself in the hands of God, and had 
resolved that he himself would administer extreme unction to 
Dario. With a gesture he summoned Don Vigilio and led him 
into the little room which served as a chapel, and the key of 
which he always carried. A cupboard had been contrived 
behind the altar of painted wood, and the Cardinal went to it 
to take both stole and surplice. The coffer containing the Holy 
Oils was likewise there, a very ancient silver coffer bearing the 
Boccanera arms. And on Don Vigilio following the Cardinal 
back into the bed-room they in turn pronounced the Latin 
words : 

‘Pax huic dom. 

‘Ht omnibus habitantibus in ea.’ \ 

Death was coming so fast and threatening, that all the 
usual preparations were perforce dispensed with. Neither the 
two lighted tapers, nor the little table covered with white cloth 
had been provided. And, in the same way, Don Vigilio, the 
assistant, having failed to bring the Holy Water basin and 
sprinkler, the Cardinal, as officiating priest, could merely make 
the gesture of blessing the room and the dying man, whilst 
pronouncing the words of the ritual : ‘ Asperges me, Domine, 
hyssopo, et mundabor ; lavabis me, et super nivem dealbabor.’? 

1 ¢ Peace unto this house and unto all who dwell in it.—Trans. 


2 Sprinkle me, Lord, wita hyssop, and purify me ; wash me, and make 
me whiter than snow.’ Trans. 


ROME 461 


Benedetta, on seeing the Cardinal appear carrying the 
Holy Oils, had with a long quiver fallen on her knees at the 
foot of the bed, whilst, somewhat farther away, Pierre and 
Victorine likewise knelt, overcome by the dolorous grandeur of 
the scene. And the dilated eyes of the Contessina, whose face 
was pale as snow, never quitted her Dario, whom she no 
longer recognised, so earthy was his face, its skin tanned and 
wrinkled like that of an old man. And it was not for their 
marriage which he so much desired that their uncle, the all- 
powerful Prince of the Church, was bringing the Sacrament, 
but for the supreme rupture, the end of all pride, Death which 
finishes off the haughtiest races, and sweeps them away, even 
as the wind sweeps the dust of the roads. 

It was needful that there should be no delay, so the 
Cardinal promptly repeated the Credo in an undertone, ‘ Credo 
in unum Deum—— 

‘ Amen,’ responded Don Vigilio, who, after the prayers of 
the ritual, stammered the Litanies in order that Heaven 
might take pity on the wretched man who was about to 
appear before God, if God by a prodigy did not spare him. 

Then, without taking time to wash his fingers, the Cardi- 
nal opened the case containing the Holy Oils, and limiting 
himself to one anointment, as is permissible in pressing 
cases, he deposited a single drop of the oil on Dario’s parched 
mouth which was already withered by death. And in doing 
so he repeated the words of the formula, hig heart all aglow 
with faith as he asked that the Divine mercy might efface 
each and every sin that the young man had committed by 
either of his five senses, those five portals by which everlasting 
temptation assails the soul. And the Cardinal’s fervour was 
also instinct with the hope that if God had smitten the poor 
sufferer for his offences, perhaps He would make His indul- 
gence entire and even restore him to life as soon as He 
should have forgiven his sins. Life, O Lord, life in order that 
the ancient line of the Boccaneras might yet multiply and 
continue to serve Thee in battle and at the altar until the 
end of time! 

For a moment the Cardinal remained with quivering 
hands, gazing at the mute face, the closed eyes of the dying 
man, and waiting for the miracle. But no sign appeared, not 
the faintest glimmer brightened that haggard countenance, 
nor did a sigh of relief come from the withered lips as Don 
Vigilio wiped them with a little cotton wool. And the last 


462 ROME 


prayer was said, and whilst the frightful silence fell once more 
the Cardinal, followed by his assistant, returned to the chapel. 
There they both knelt, the Cardinal plunging into ardent 
prayer upon the bare tiles. With his eyes raised to the brass 
crucifix upon the altar he saw nothing, heard nothing, but 
gave himself wholly to his entreaties, supplicating God to 
take him in place of his nephew, if a sacrifice were necessary, 
and yet clinging to the hope that so long as Dario retained a 
breath of life and he himself thus remained on his knees 
addressing the Deity, he might succeed in pacifying the 
wrath of Heaven. He was both so humble and so great. 
Would not accord surely be established between God and 
a Boccanera? The old palace might have fallen to the 
ground, he himself would not even have felt the toppling of 
its beams. ; 

In the bed-room, however, nothing had yet stirred beneath 
the weight of tragic majesty which the ceremony had left 
there. It was only now that Dario raised his eyelids, and 
when on looking at his hands he saw them so aged and wasted 
the depths of his eyes kindled with an expression of immense 
regretfulness that life should be departing. Doubtless it was 
at this moment of lucidity amidst the kind of intoxication 
with which the poison overwhelmed, him, that he for the first 
time realised his perilous condition. Ah! to die, amidst such 
pain, such physical degradation, what a revolting horror for 
that frivolous and egotistical man, that lover of beauty, joy, 
and light, who knew not how to suffer! In him ferocious 
fate chastised racial degeneracy with too heavy a hand. He 
became horrified with himself, seized with childish despair 
and terror, which lent him strength enough to sit up and gaze 
wildly about the room, in order to see if everyone had not 
abandoned him. And when his eyes lighted on Benedetta 
still kneeling at the foot of the bed, a supreme impulse carried 
him towards her, he stretched forth both arms as passionately 
as his strength allowed and stammered her name: ‘ O Bene- 
detta, Benedetta !’ 

She, motionless in the stupor of her anxiety, had not 
taken her eyes from his face. The horrible disorder which 
was carrying off her lover seemed also to possess and annihi- 
late her more and more, even as he himself grew weaker and 
weaker. Her features were assuming an immaterial white- 
ness; and through the void of her clear eyeballs one began to 
espy her soul, However, when she perceived him thus resua- 
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citating and calling her with arms outstretched, she in her 
turn arose and standing beside the bed made answer: ‘I am 
coming, my Dario, here I am.’ 

And then Pierre and Victorine, still on their knees, beheld 
a sublime deed of such extraordinary grandeur that they re- 
mained rooted to the floor, spell-bound as in the presence of 
some supra-terrestrial spectacle in which human beings may 
not intervene. Benedetta herself spoke and acted like one 
freed from all social and conventional ties, already beyond 
life, only seeing and addressing beings and things from a great 
distance, from the depths of the unknown in which she was 
about to disappear. 

‘Ah! my Dario, so an attempt has been made to part us! 
It was in order that I might never belong to you—that we 
might never be happy, that your death was resolved upon, 
and it was known that with your life my own must cease! 
And it is that man who is killing you! Yes, he is your 
murderer, even if the actual blow has been dealt by another. 
He is the first cause—he who stole me from you when I was 
about to become yours, he who ravaged our lives, and who 
breathed around us the hateful poison which is killing us. 
Ah! how I hate him, how I hate him; how I should like to 
erush him with my hate before I die with you!’ 

She did not raise her voice, but spoke those terrible words 
in a deep murmur, simply and passionately. Prada was not 
even named, and she scarcely turned towards Pierre—who 
knelt, paralysed, behind her—to add With a commanding air: 
‘You who will sce his father, I charge you to tell him that I 
cursed his son! That kind-hearted hero loved me well—I 
love him even now, and the words you will carry to him from 
me will rend his heart. But I desire that he should know— 
he must know, for the sake of truth and justice.’ 

Distracted by terror, sobbing amidst a last convulsion, 
Dario again stretched forth his arms, feeling that she was no 
longer looking at him, that her clear eyes were no longer fixed 
upon his own: ‘ Benedetta, Benedetta ! ’ 

‘I am coming, Iam coming, my Dario—I am here!’ she 
responded, drawing yet nearer to the bedside and almost 
touching him. ‘Ah!’ she went on, ‘ that vow which I made 
to the Madonna to belong to none, not even you, until God 
should allow it by the blessing of one of his priests! Ah! I 
set a noble, a divine pride in remaining immaculate for him 
who should be the one master of my soul and body, And 
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that chastity which I was so proud of, I defended it against 
the other as one defends oneself against a wolf, and I defended 
it against you with tears for fear of sacrilege. And if you 
only knew what terrible struggles I was forced to wage with 
myself, for I loved you and longed to be yours, like a woman 
who accepts the whole of love, the love that makes wife and 
mother! Ah! my vow to the Madonna—with what difficulty 
did I keep it when the old blood of our race arose in me like a 
tempest; and now what a disaster!’ She drew yet nearer, 
and her low voice became more ardent : ‘ You remember that 
evening when you came back with a knife-thrust in your 
shoulder. I thought you dead, and cried aloud with rage at 
the idea of losing you like that. I insulted the Madonna and 
regretted that I had not damned myself with you that we 
might die together, so tightly clasped that we must needs be 
buried together also. And to think that such a terrible warn- 
ing was of no avail! Iwas blind and foolish ; and now you 
are again stricken, again being taken from my love... . Ah! 
my wretched pride, my idiotic dream !’ 

That which now rang out in her stifled voice was the 
anger of the practical woman that she had ever been, all 
superstition notwithstanding. Could the Madonna, who was 
so maternal, desire the woe of lovers? No, assuredly not. 
Nor did the angels make the mere absence of a priest a cause 
for weeping over the transports of true and mutual love. Was 
not such love holy in itself, and did not the angels rather 
smile upon it and burst into gladsome song! And ah! how 
one cheated oneself by not loving to heart’s content under the 
sun, when the blood of life coursed through one’s veins ! 

‘ Benedetta !, Benedetta!’ repeated the dying man, full of 
child-like terror at thus going off all alone into the depths of 
the black and everlasting night. 

‘Here I am, my Dario, I am coming!’ 

Then, as she fancied that the servant, albeit motionless, 
had stirred, as if to rise and interfere, she added: ‘Leave me, 
leave me, Victorine, nothing in the world can henceforth pre- 
vent it. A moment ago, when I was on my knees, something 
roused me and urged me on. I know whither I am going. 
And besides, did I not swear on the night of the knife-thrust ? 
Did I not promise to belong to him alone, even in the earth if 
it were necessary? I must embrace him, and he will carry 
me away! We shall be dead, and we shall be wedded in 
spite of all, and for ever and for ever !' 
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She stepped back to the dying man, and touched him: 
‘ Here I am, my Dario, here I am!’ 

Then came the apogee. Amidst growing exaltation, buoyed 
up by a blaze of love, careless of glances, candid like a lily, 
she divested herself of her garments and stood forth so white, 
that neither marble statue, nor dove, nor snow itself was ever 
whiter. ‘Here I am, my Dario, here I am!’ 

Recoiling almost to the ground as at sight of an apparition, 
the glorious flash of a holy vision, Pierre and Victorine gazed 
at her with dazzled eyes. The servant had not stirred to pre- 
vent this extraordinary action, seized as she was with that 
shrinking reverential terror which comes upon one in presence 
of the wild, mad deeds of faith and passion. And the priest 
whose limbs were paralysed felt that something so sublime 
was passing that he could only quiver in distraction. And no 
thought of impurity came to him on beholding that lily, snowy 
whiteness. All candour and all nobility as she was, that 
virgin shocked him no more than some sculptured masterpieco 
of genius. | 

‘Here I am, my Dario, here I am.’ 

She had lain herself down beside the spouse whom she had 
chosen, she had clasped the dying man whose arms only had 
enough strength left to fold themselves around her. Death 
was stealing him from her, but she would go with him; and 
again she murmured : ‘ My Dario, here I am.’ 

And at that moment, against the wall at the head of the 
bed, Pierre perceived the escutcheon of the Boccaneras, em- 
broidered in gold and coloured silks on a groundwork of violet 
velvet. There was the winged dragon belching flames, there 
was the fierce and glowing motto ‘ Bocca nera, Alma rossa,’ 
black mouth, red soul, the mouth darkened by a roar, the soul 
flaming like a brazier of faith and love. And behold! all that 
old race of passion and violence with its tragic legends had 
reappeared, its blood bubbling up afresh to urge that last and 
adorable daughter ofthe line to those terrifying and prodigious 
nuptials in death. fans to Pierre that escutcheon recalled 
another memory, that of the portrait of Cassia Boccanera the 
amorosa and avengeress who had flung herself into the Tiber 
with her brother Ercole and the corpse of her lover Flavio. 
Was there not here even with Benedetta the same despairing 
clasp seeking to vanquish death, the same savagery in hurling 
oneself into the abyss with the corpse of the one’s only love ? 

HH 
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Benedetta and Cassia were as sisters, Cassia, who lived anew 
in the old painting in the salon overhead, Benedetta who was 
here dying of her lover’s death, as though she were but the 
other’s spirit. Both had the same delicate childish features, 
the same mouth of passion, the same large dreamy eyes set in 
the same round, practical and stubborn head. 

‘ My Dario, here I am!" 

_ For a second, which seemed an eternity, they clasped one 
another, she neither repelled nor terrified by the disorder 
which made him so unrecognisable, but displaying a delirious 
passion, a holy frenzy as if to pass beyond life, to penetrate 
with him into the black Unlmown. And beneath the shock 
of the felicity at last offered to him he expired, with his arms 
yet convulsively wound around her as though indeed to carry 
her off, Then, whether from grief or from bliss amidst that 
embrace of death, there came such a rush of blood to her 
heart that the organ burst: she died on her lover’s neck, both 
tightly and for ever clasped in one another’s arms. 

There was a faint sigh, Victorine understood and drew 
near, while Pierre, also erect, remained quivering with the 
tearful admiration of one who has beheld the sublime. 

‘Look, look!’ whispered the servant, ‘ she no longer moves, 
she no longer breathes. Ah! my poor child, my poor child, 
she is dead!’ 

Then the priest murmured: ‘Oh! God, how beautiful 
they are.’ 

It was true, never had loftier and more resplendent beauty 
appeared on the faces of the dead. Dario's countenance, so 
lately aged and earthern, had assumed the pallor and nobility 
of marble, its features lengthened and simplified as by a 
transport of ineffable joy. Benedetta remained very grave, 
her lips curved by ardent determination, whilst her whole face 
was expressive of dolorous yet infinite beatitude in a setting 
of infinite whiteness. Their hair mingled, and their eyes, 
which had remained open, continued gazing as into one 
another’s souls with eternal, caressing sweetness. They were 
for ever linked, soaring into immortality amidst the enchant- 
ment of their union, vanquishers of death, radiant with the 
rapturous beauty of love, the conqueror, the immortal. 

But Victorine’s sobs at last burst forth, mingled with such 
lamentations that great confusion followed. Pierre, now quite 
beside himself, in some measure failed to understand how it 
was that the room suddenly became invaded by terrified people. 
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The Cardinal and Don Vigilio, however, must have hastenéd: 
in from the chapel; and at the same moment, no doubt; Doctor 
Giordano must have returned with Donna Serafina, for both 
were now there, she stupefied by the blows which had thus 
fallen on the house in her absence, whilst he, the doctor, dis- 
played the perturbation and astonishment which comes upon 
the oldest practitioners when facts seem to give the lie to their 
experience. However, he sought an explanation of Benedetta’s 
death, and hesitatingly ascribed it to aneurism, or possibly 
embolism. $ | 

Thereupon Victorine, like a servant whose grief makes her 
the equal of her employers, boldly interrupted him : ‘ Ah! sir,’ 
said she, ‘ they loved each other too fondly ; did not that suffice 
for them to die together ? ’ Le 

Meantime Donna Serafina, after kissing the poor children 
on the brow, desired to close their eyes, but she could not 
succeed in doing so, for the lids lifted directly she removed her 
finger and once'more the eyes began to smile at one another, 
to exchange in all fixity their loving and eternal glance. -And 
then as she:spoke of parting the bodies, Victorine again pro-' 
tested : ‘Oh! madame, oh ! madame,’ she said, ‘you would 
have to break their arms. Cannot you see that their fingers 
are almost dug into one another’s shoulders? No, they can 
never be parted!’ : 

Thereupon Cardinal Boccanera intervened. God had not 
granted the miracle ; and he, His minister, was livid, tearless, 
and full of icy despair. But he waved his arm with a sovereign 
gesture of absolution and sanctification, as if, Prince of the 
Church that he was, disposing of the will of Heaven, he con- 
sented that the lovers should appear in that embrace before 
the supreme tribunal. In presence of such wondrous love, 
indeed, profoundly stirred by the sufferings of their lives and 
the beauty of their death, he showed a broad and lofty contempt 
for mundane proprieties. ‘ Leave them, leave me, my sister,’ 
said he, ‘ do not disturb their slumber. Let their eyes remain 
open since they desire to gaze on one another till the end of 
time without ever wearying. And let them sleep in one 
another’s arms since in their lives they did not sin, and only 
locked themselves in that embrace in order that they might be 
laid together in the ground.’ | e 

' And then, again becoming a Reman Prince whose proud 
ble od was yet hot with old time deeds of battle and passion, he 
addëd : ‘ Two Boccaneras may well sleep like that; all Rome 
HH2 
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will admire them and weep for them. Leave them, leave them 
together, my sister. God knows them and awaits them !° 

All knelt, and the Cardinal himself repeated the prayers for 
the dead. Night was coming, increasing gloom stole into the 
chamber, where two burning tapers soon shone out like stars. 

And then, without knowing how, Pierre again found him- 
self in the little deserted garden on the bank of the Tiber. 
Suffocating with fatigue and grief, he must have come thither 
for fresh air. Darkness shrouded the charming nook where 
the streamlet of water falling from the tragic mask into the 
ancient sarcophagus ever sang its shrill and flute-like song ; 
and the laurel bush which shaded it, and the bitter box-plants 
and the orange-trees skirting the paths now formed but vague 
masses under the blue-black sky. Ah! how gay and sweet 
had that melancholy garden been in the morning, and what a 
desolate echo it retained of Benedetta’s winsome laughter, all 
that fine delight in coming happiness which now lay prone 
upstairs, steeped in the nothingness of things and beings! So 
dolorous was the pang which came to Pierre’s heart that he 
burst into sobs, seated on the same broken column where she 
had sat, and encompassed by the same atmosphere that she 
had breathed, in which still lingered the perfume of her pre- 
Bence. 

But all at once a distant clock struck six, and the young 
priest started on remembering that he was to be received by 
the Pope that very evening at nine. Yet three more hours | 
He had not thought of that interview during the terrifying 
catastrophe, and it seemed to him now as if months and 
months had gone by, as if the appointment were some very 
old one which a man is only able to keep after years of absence, 
when he has grown aged and had his heart and brain modi- 
fied by innumerable experiences. However, he made an effort 
and rose to his feet. In three hours’ time he would go to the 
Vatican and at last he would see the Pope. 
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Tat evening, when Pierre emerged from the Borgo in front 
of the Vatican, a sonorous stroke rang out from the clock 
amidst the deep silence of the dark and sleepy district. It 
was only half-past eight, and being in advance the young 
priest resolved to wait some twenty minutes in order to reach 
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the doors of the papal apartments precisely at nine, the hour 
fixed for his audience. 

This respite brought him some relief amidst the infinite 
emotion and grief which gripped his heart. ‘That tragic 
afternoon which he had spent in the chamber of death, where 
Dario and Benedetta now slept the eternal sleep in one 
another’s arms, had left him very weary. He was haunted by 
a wild, dolorous vision of the two lovers, and involuntary sighs 
came from his lips whilst tears continually moistened his 
eyes. He had been altogether unable to eat that evening. 
Ah! how he would have liked to hide himself and weep at 
his ease! His heart melted at each fresh thought. The 
pitiful death of the lovers intensified the grievous feeling with 
which his book was instinct, and impelled him to yet greater 
compassion, a perfect anguish of charity for all who suffered 
in the world.. And he was so distracted by the thought of 
the many physical and moral sores of Paris and of Rome, 
where he had beheld so much unjust and abominable suffer- 
ing, that at each step he took he feared lest he should burst 
into sobs with arms upstretched towards the blackness of 
heaven. 

In the hope of somewhat calming himself he began to 
walk slowly across the Piazza of St. Peter’s, now all darkness 
and solitude. On arriving he had fancied that he was losing 
himself in a murky sea, but by degrees his eyes grew accustomed. 
to the dimness. The vast expanse was only lighted by the 
four candelabra at the corners of the obelisk and by infrequent 
lamps skirting the buildings which run on either hand towards 
the basilica. Under the colonnade, too, other lamps threw 
yellow gleams across the forest of pillars, showing uptheir stone 
trunks in fantastic fashion; while on the piazza only the 
pale ghostly obelisk was at all distinctly visible. Pierre could 
scarcely perceive the dim, silent façade of St. Peter’s; whilst 
of the dome he merely divined a gigantic bluey roundness 
faintly shadowed against the sky. In the obscurity he at first 
heard the plashing of the fountains without being at all able 
to see them, but on approaching he at last distinguished the 
slender phantoms of the ever-rising jets which fell again in 
spray. And above the vast square stretched the vast and 
moonless sky of a deep velvety blue, where the stars were 
large and radiant like carbuncles; Charles’s Wain, with golden 
wheels and golden shaft tilted back as it were, over the roof 
of the Vatican, and Orion, bedizened with the three bright 
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stars of his belt, showing magnificently above Rome, in the 
direction of the Via Giulia, - | 
. At last Pierre raised his eyes to the Vatican, but facing the 
piazza there was here mérely a confused jumble of walls, amidst 
which only two gleams of light appeared on the floor of the 
papal apartments. ‘The Court of San Damaso was, however, 
lighted, for the conservatory-like glasswork of two of its sides 
sparkled as with the reflection of gas lamps which could not 
be seen. For a time there was not a sound or sign of move- 
ment, but at last two persons crossed the expanse of the piazza, 
and then came a third who in his turn. disappeared, nothing 
remaining but a rhythmical far-away echo of steps. The spot 
was indeed a perfect desert, there were neither promenaders 
nor passers-by, nor was there even the shadow of a prowler in 
the pillared forest of the colonnade, which was as empty as 
‘the wild primeval forests of the world’s infancy.. And what a 
solemn desert it was, full of the silence of haughty desolation. 
Never had so vast and black a presentment of slumber,.so 
instinct with the sovereign nobility of death, appeared to Pierre. 
At ten minutes to nine he at last made up his mind and 
went towards the bronze portal. Only one of the. folding 
doors was now open at the end of the right-hand portieus, 
where the increasing density of the gloom steeped. everything 
in night. Pierre remembered the instructions which Monsignor 
Nani had given him; at each door that he reached he was 
to ask for Signor Squadra without adding a word, and there- 
upon each door would open and he would have nothing to do 
but to let himself be guided on. No one but’the prelate now 
knew that he was there, since Benedetta, the only being to 
whom he had confided the secret, was dead. When he had 
crossed the threshold of the bronze doors and found himself 
in presence of the motionless sleeping Swiss Guard, who 
was on duty there, he simply spoke the words agreed upon: 
‘Signor Squadra.’ And as the guard did not stir, did not 
seek to-bar his way, he passed on, turning into the vestibule 
of the Scala Pia, the stone stairway which ascends to the 
Court of San Damaso. And not a soul was to be seen: there 
was but the faint sound of his own light footsteps and the 
sleepy glow of the gas jets whose light was softly whitened 
by globes of frosted glass. Up above, on reaching the court- 
yard, he found it a solitude, whose slumber seemed sepul- 
‘chral amidst the mournful gleams of the gas lamps which 
cast a pallid reflection on the lofty glasswork of the facades, 
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And feeling somewhat nervous, affected by the quiver which 
pervaded all that void and silence, Pierre hastened on, turning 
to the right, towards the low flight of steps which leads to the 
staircase of the Pope’s private apartments. 

Here stood a superb gendarme in full uniform. ‘Signor 
Squadra,’ said Pierre, and without a word the gendarme pointed 
to the stairs. 

The young man went up. It was.a broad stairway, with 
low steps, balustrade of white marble, and walls covered with 
yellowish stucco. The gas, burning in globes of ground glass, 
seemed to have been already turned down in a spirit of prudent 
economy. Andin the glimmering light nothing could have 
been more mournfully solemn than that cold and pallid stair- 
case. On each landing there was a Swiss Guard, halberd in 
hand, and in the heavy slumber spreading through the palace 
one only heard the regular monotonous footsteps of these men, 
ever marching up and down, in order no doubt that they 
might not succumb to the benumbing influence of their-sur- 
roundings. 

Amidst the invading dimness and the quivering silence the 
ascent of the stairs seemed interminable to Pierre, who by the 
time he reached the second-floor landing imagined that he 
had been climbing for ages. There, outside the glass door of 
the Sala Clementina, only the right-hand half of which 
was open, a last Swiss Guard stood watching. 

‘Signor Squadra,’ Pierre said again, and the guard drew 
back to let him pass. 

The Sala Clementina, spacious enough by daylight, seemed 
immense at that nocturnal hour, in the twilight glimmer of 
its lamps. All the opulent decorative work, sculpture, painting 
and gilding became blended, the walls assuming a tawny 
vagueness amidst which appeared bright patches like the 
sparkle of precious stones. There was not an article of furni- 
‘ ture, nothing but the endless pavement stretching away into 
the semi-darkness. At last, however, near a door at the far 
end Pierre espied some men dozing on a bench. They were 
three Swiss Guards. ‘ Signor Squadra,’ he said to them. 

One of the Guards thereupon slowly rose and left the ball, 
and Pierre understood that he was to wait. He did not dare 
to move, disturbed as he was by the sound of his own foot. 
steps on the paved floor, so he contented himself with gazing 
around and picturing the crowds which at times peopled that 
vast apartment, the first of the many papal ante-chambers. 
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But before long the Guard returned, and behind him, on the 
threshold of the adjoining room, appeared a man of forty or 
thereabouts, who was clad in black from head to foot and 
suggested a cross between a butler and a beadle. He hada 
good-looking clean-shaven face, with somewhat pronounced 
nose and large clear fixed eyes. ‘Signor Squadra,’ said Pierre 
for the last time. ‘ 

The man bowed as if to say that he was Signor Squadra, 
and then, with a fresh reverence, he invited the priest to follow 
him. Thereupon at a leisurely step, one behind the other, 
they began to thread the interminable suite of waiting rooms. 
Pierre, who was acquainted with the ceremonial of which he 
had often spoken with Narcisse, recognised the different apart- 
ments as he passed through them, recalling their names and 
purpose, and peopling them in imagination with the various 
officials of the papal retinue who have the right to occupy 
them. These according to their rank cannot go beyond certain 
doors, so that the persons who are to have audience of the 
Pope are passed on from the servants to the Noble Guards, 
from the Noble Guards to the honorary camericri, and from 
the latter to the camerieri segreti, until they at last reach the 
presence of the Holy Father. At eight o’clock, however, the 
ante-rooms empty and become both deserted and dim, only a 
few lamps being left alight upon the pier-tables standing here 
and there against the walls. 

And first Pierre came to the ante-room of the bussolanti, 
mere ushers clad in red velvet broidered with the papal arms, 
who conduct visitors to the door of the ante-room of honour. 
At that late hour only one of them was left there, seated on 
a bench in such a dark corner that his purple tunic looked 
quite black. Then the Hall of the Gendarmes was crossed, 
where according to the regulations the secretaries of cardinals 
and other high personages await their masters’ return; and 
this was now completely empty, void both of the handsome 
blue uniforms with white shoulder belts and the cassocks of 
fine black cloth which mingled in it during the brilliant recep- 
tion hours. Empty also was the following room, a smaller 
one reserved to the Palatine Guards, who are recruited among 
the Roman middle class and wear black tunics with gold 
epaulets and shakoes surmounted byred plumes. Then Pierre 
and his guide turned into another series of apartments, and 
again was the first one empty. This was the Hall of the 
Arras, a superb waiting-room with lofty painted ceiling and 
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admirable Gobelins tapestry designed by Audran and repre- 
senting the miracles of Jesus. And empty also was the ante- 
chamber of the Noble Guards which followed, with its wooden 
stools, its pier-table on the right hand surmounted by a large 
crucifix standing between two lamps, and its large door open- 
ing at the far end into another but smaller room, a sort of 
alcove indeed, where there is an altar at which the Holy 
Father says mass by himself whilst those privileged to be 
present remain kneeling on the marble slabs of the outer 
apartment which is resplendent with the dazzling uniforms of 
the Guards. And empty likewise was the ensuing ante-room 
of honour, otherwise the grand throne-room, where the Pope 
receives two or three hundred people at a time in public 
audience. The throne, an armchair of elaborate pattern, 
gilded, and upholstered with red velvet, stands under a velvet 
canopy of the same hue, in front of the windows. Beside it 
is the cushion on which the Pope rests his foot in order that 
it may be kissed. Then facing one another, right and left of 
the room, there are two pier-tables on one of which is a clock 
and on the other a crucifix between lofty candelabra with feet 
of gilded wood. The wall hangings, of red silk damask with a 
Louis XIV palm pattern, are topped by a pompous frieze, 
framing a ceiling decorated with allegorical figures and attri- 
butes, and it is only just in front of the throne that a Smyrna 
carpet covers the magnificent marble pavement. On the days 
of private audience, when the Pope remains in the litile throne- 
room or at times in his bed-chamber, the grand throne-room 
becomessimply theante-room of honour, where high dignitaries 
of the Church, ambassadors and great civilian personages, wait 
their turns. Two cameriert, one in violet coat, the other of 
the Cape and the Sword, here do duty, receiving from the 
bussolanti the persons who are to be honoured with audiences 
and conducting them to the door of the next room, the secret 
or private ante-chamber, where-they hand them over to the 
cameriert segreti.. 

‘Signor Squadra who, walking on with slow and silent steps, 
had not yet once turned round, paused for a moment on reach- 
ing the door of the anticamera segreta 80 as to give Pierre 
time to breathe and recover himself somewhat before crossing 
the threshold of the sanctuary. The camerieri segreti alone 
had the right to occupy that last ante-chamber, and none but 
the Cardinals might wait there till the Pope should condescend 
to receive them. And so when Signor Squadra made up his 
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mind to admit Pierre, the latter could not restrain a slight 
nervous shiver as if he were passing into some redoubtable 
mysterious sphere beyond the limits of the lower world. In 
the daytime a Noble Guard stood on sentry duty before the 
door, but the latter was now free of access, and the room 
within proved as empty as all the others. It was rather narrow, 
almost like a passage, with two windows overlooking the new 
district of the castle-fields and a third one facing the Piazza 
of St. Peter’s. Near the last was a door conducting to the little 
throne-room, and between this door and the window stood a 
small table at which a secretary, now absent, usually sat. And 
here again, as in all the other rooms, one found a gilded pier- 
table surmounted by a crucifix flanked by a pairof lamps. In 
a corner, too, there was a large clock, loudly ticking in its 
ebony case incrusted with brasswork. Still there was nothing 
to awaken curiosity under the panelled and gilded ceiling 
unless it were the wall-hangings of red damask, on which 
yellow scutcheons displaying the Keys and the Tiara alter- 
nated with armorial lions, each with a paw resting on a globe. 

Signor Squadra, however, now noticed that Pierre still 
earried his hat in his hand, whereas according to etiquette he 
should have left it in the hall of the bussolanti, only cardinals 
being privileged to carry their hats with them into the Pope’s 
presence. Accordingly he discreetly took the young priest's 
from him, and deposited it on the pier-table to indicate that it 
must at least remain there. Then, without a word, by a 
simple bow he gave Pierre to understand that he was about to 
announce him to his Holiness, and that he must be good 
enough to wait for a few minutes in that room. 

-On being left to himself Pierre drew a long breath. He 
was stifling; his heart was beating as though it would burst. 
Nevertheless his mind remained clear, and in spite of the semi- 
obscurity he had been able to form some idea of the famous 
and magnificent apartments of the Pope, a suite of splendid 
salons with tapestried or silken walls, gilded or painted 
friezes and frescoed ceilings. By way of furniture, however, 
there were only pier-table, stools! and thrones. And the 
lamps, and the clocks, and the crucifixes, even the thrones, were 


1 M. Zola seems to have fallen into error here. Many of the seats, 
which are of peculiar antique design, do, in the lower part, resemble 
stools, but they have backs, whereas a stool proper has none. Briefly, 
these seats, which are entirely of wood, are not unlike certain old- 
fashioned hall chairs.— Trans. 
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all presents brought from the four quarters of the world in 
the'préat fervent days of jubilee. There was no sign of 
comfort, everything was pompous, stiff, cold and inconvenient. 
All olden Italy was there, with its-perpetual display and lack 
of intimate, cosy life. It had been necessary to lay a few 
carpets over the superb marble slabs which froze one’s feet; 
and some caloriféres had even lately been installed, but it was 
not thought prudent to light them lest the variations of 
temperature should’ give the Pope a cold. However, that 
which more particularly struck Pierre now that he stood there 
waiting was the extraordinary silence which prévailed all 
around, silence so deep that it seemed as if all the dark quies- 
cence of that huge, somniferous Vatican were concentrated in 
that one suite of lifeless, sumptuous rooms, which the motion- 
less flamelets' of the lamps as dimly illumined. % 

All at once the ebony clock struck nine and the young man 
felt astonished. What! had only ten minutes elapsed since 
he had crossed the threshold of the bronze doors below ? 
He felt as if he had been walking on for days and days. Then, 
desiring to overcome the nervous feeling which oppressed him 
—for he ever feared lest-his enforced calmness should collapse 
amidst a flood of tears—he began to walk up and down, passing 
in front of the clock, glancing at the crucifix on the pier-table, 
and the globe of the lamp on which had remained the mark 
of a servant’s greasy fingers. And the light was so faint and 
yellow that he felt inclined to turn the lamp up, but did not 
dare. Then he found himself with his brow resting against 
one of the panes of the window facing the Piazza of St. 
Peter’s, and for a moment he was thunderstruck, for between 
the imperfectly closed shutters he could see all Rome, as he 
had seen it one day from the Loggie of Raffaelle, and as he 
had pictured Leo XIII contemplating it from the window of 
his bed-room. However, it was now Rome by night, Rome 
spreading out into the depths of the gloom, as limitless as the 
starry sky. And in that sea of black waves one could only 
with certainty identify the larger thoroughfares which the 
white brightness of electric lights turned, as it were, into 
milky ways. All the rest showed but a swarming of little 
yellow sparks, the crumbs, as it-were, of a half-extinguished 
heaven swept down upon the earth. Occasional constellations 
of bright stars, tracing mysterious figures, vainly endeavoured 
to show forth distinctly, but they were submerged; blotted out 
by the general chaos which suggested the dust of some old 
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planet that had crumbled there, losing its splendour and 
reduced to mere phosphorescent sand. And how immense 
was the blackness thus sprinkled with light, how huge the 
mass of obscurity and mystery into which the Eternal City 
with its seven and twenty centuries, its ruins, its monuments, 
its people, its history seemed to have been merged. You 
could no longer tell where it began or where it ended, whether 
it spread to the farthest recesses of the gloom, or whether it 
were so reduced that the sun on rising would illumine but a 
little pile of ashes, 

However, in spite of all Pierre’s efforts, his nervous 
anguish increased each moment, even in presence of that ocean 
of darkness which displayed such sovereign quiescence. He 
drew away from the window and quivered from head to foot 
on hearing a faint footfall and thinking it was that of Signor 
Squadra approaching to fetch him. The sound came from an 
adjacent apartment, the little throne-room, whose door, he 
now perceived, had remained ajar. And at last, as he heard 
nothing further, he yielded to his feverish impatience and 
peeped into this room which he found to be fairly spacious, 
again hung with red damask, and containing a gilded arm- 
chair, covered with red velvet under a canopy of the same 
material. And again there was the inevitable pier-table, with 
a tall ivory crucifix, a clock, a pair of lamps, a pair of cande- 
labra, a pair of large vases on pedestals, and two smaller ones 
of Sévres manufacture decorated with the Holy Father's 
portrait. At the same time, however, the room displayed 
rather more comfort, for a Smyrna carpet covered the whole 
of the marble floor, while a few armchairs stood against the 
walls, and an imitation chimney-piece, draped with damask, 
served as counterpart to the pier-table. As a rule the Pope, 
whose bed-chamber communicated with this little throne- 
room, received in the latter such persons as he desired to 
honour. And Pierre’s shiver became more pronounced at the 
idea that in all likelihood he would merely have the throne. 
room to cross and that Leo XIII was yonder behind its farther 
door. Why was he kept waiting? he wondered. He had 
been told of mysterious audiences granted at a similar hour to 
personages who had been received in similar silent fashion, 
great personages whose names were only mentioned in the 
lowest whispers. With regard to himself no doubt, it was 
because he was considered compromising that there was a 
desire to receive him in this manner unknown to the person. 
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ages of the Vourt, and go as to speak with him atease, Then, 
all at once, he understood the cause of the noise he had 
recently heard, for beside the lamp on the pier-table of the 
little throne-room he saw a kind of butler’s tray containing 
some soiled plates, knives, forks and spoons, with a bottle and 
a glass, which had evidently just been removed from a supper 
table. And he realised that Signor Squadra, having seen 
these things in the Pope’s room, had brought them there, 
and had then gone in again, perhaps to tidy up. He knew 
also of the Pope's frugality, how he took his meals all alone 
at a little round table, everything being brought to him in 
that tray, a plate of meat, a plate of vegetables, a little 
Bordeaux claret as prescribed by his doctor, and a large 
allowance of beef broth of which he was very fond. In the 
same way as others might offer a cup of tea, he was wont to 
offer cups of broth to the old cardinals his friends and 
favourites, quite an invigorating little treat which these old 
bachelors much enjoyed. And, O ye orgies of Alexander VI, 
ye banquets and galas of Julius If and Leo X, only eight 
lire a day—six shillings and fourpence—were allowed to 
defray the cost of Leo XIII’s table! However, just as that 
recollection occurred to Pierre, he again heard a slight noise, 
this time in his Holiness’s bed-chamber, and thereupon, 
terrified by his indiscretion, he hastened to withdraw from the 
entrance of the throne-room which, lifeless and quiescent 
though it was, seemed in his agitation to flare as with sudden 
fire. 

Then, quivering too violently to be able to remain still, he 
began to walk up and down the ante-chamber. He remem- 
bered that Narcisse had spoken to him of that Signor Squadra, 
his Holiness’s cherished valet, whose importance and influence 
were so great. He alone, on reception days, was able to 
prevail on the Pope to don a clean cassock if the one he was 
wearing happened to be soiled by snuff. And though his 
Holiness stubbornly shut himself up alone in his bed-room 
every night from a spirit of independence, which some called 
the anxiety of a miser determined to sleep alone with his 
treasure, Signor Squadra at all events occupied an adjoining 
chamber, and was ever on the watch, ready to respond to the 
faintest call. Again, it was he who respectfully intervened 
whenever his Holiness sat up too late or worked too long. 
But on this point it was difficult to induce the Pope to listen 
to reason. During his hours of insomnia he would often rise 
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and send Squadra to fetch a secretary in order that he might 
detail some memoranda or sketch out an encyclical letter. 
When the drafting of one of the latter impassioned him he 
would have spent days and nights over it, just as formerly, 
when, claiming proficiency in Latin verse, he had often let the 
dawn surprise him whilst he was polishing a line, But, 
indeed, he slept very little, his brain ever being at work, 
ever scheming out the realisation of some former ideas. His 
memory alone seemed to have slightly weakened during recent 
times. : 
Pierre, as he slowly paced to and fro, gradually became 
absorbed in his thoughts of that lofty and sovereign person- 
ality. From the petty details of the Pope’s daily existence, 
he passed to his intellectual life, to the rôle which he was 
certainly bent on playing as a great pontiff. And Pierre 
asked himself which of his two hundred and fifty-seven pre- 
decessors, the long line of saints and criminals, men of 
mediocrity and men of genius, he most desired to resemble. 
Was it one of the first humble popes, those who followed on 
during the first three centuries, mere heads of burial guilds, 
fraternal pastors of the Christian community? Was it Pope 
Damasus, the first great builder, the man of letters who took 
delight in intellectual matters, the ardent believer who is said 
to have opened the catacombs to the piety of the faithful? 
Was it Leo III, who by crowning Charlemagne boldly con- 
summated the rupture with the schismatic East and conveyed 
the Empire to the West by the all-powerful will of God and 
His Church, which thenceforth disposed of the crowns of 
monarchs? Was it the terrible Gregory VII, the purifier of 
the temple, the sovereign of kings; was it Innocent III or 
Boniface VIII, those masters of souls, nations, and thrones, 
who, armed with the fierce weapon of excommunication, 
reigned with such despotism over the terrified Middle Ages 
that Catholicism was never nearer the attainment of its 
dream of universal, dominion? Was it Urban IT or Gregory. 
IX or another of those popes in whom flared the red Crusading 
passion which urged the nations on to the conquest of the 
unknown and the divine? Wasit Alexander III, who defended 
the Holy See against the Empire, and at last conquered and 
set his foot on the neck of Frederick Barbarossa? Was it, 
long after the sorrows of Avignon, Julius II, who wore the 
cuirass and once more strengthened the political power of the 
papacy? Was it Leo X, the pompous, glorious patron of the 
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Renascence, of a whole great century of art, whose mind, how- 
ever, possessed with go little penetration and foresight that he 
looked on Luther as a mere rebellious monk? Was it Pius V, 
who personified dark and avenging reaction, the fire of the 
stakes that punished the heretic world? Was it some other 
of the popes who reigned after the Council of Trent with faith 
absolute, belief re-established in its full integrity, the Church 
saved by pride and the stubborn upholding of every dogma ? 
Or was it a pope of the decline, such as Benedict XIV, the 
man of vast intelligence, the learned theologian who, as his 
hands were tied, and he could not dispose of the kingdoms of 
the world, spent a worthy life in regulating the affairs of 
heaven ? 

In this wise, in Pierre’s mind there spread out the whole 
history of the popes, the most prodigious of all histories, 
showing fortune in every guise, the lowest, the most wretched, 
as well as the loftiest and most dazzling; whilst an obstinate 
determination to live enabled the papacy to survive everything 
—conflagrations, massacres, and the downfall of many nations, 
for always did it remain militant and erect in the persons of 
its popes, that most extraordinary of all lines of absolute, 
conquering, and domineering sovereigns, every one of them— 
even the puny and humble—masters of the world, every one 
of them glorious with the imperishable glory of heaven when 
they were thus evoked in that ancient Vatican, where their 
spirits assuredly awoke at night and prowled about the endless 
galleries and spreading halls in that tomb-like silence whose 
quiver came no doubt from the light touch of their gliding 
steps over the marble slabs. 

However, Pierre was now thinking that-he indeed knew 
which of the great popes Leo XTII most desired to resemble. 
It was first Grogory the Great, the conqueror and organiser of 
the early days of Catholic power. He had come of ancient 
Roman stock, and in his heart there was a little of the blood 
of the emperors. He administered Rome after it had been 
saved from the Goths, cultivated the ecclesiastical domains, 
and divided earthly wealth into thirds, one for the poor, one 
for the clergy, and one for the Church. Then too he was the 
first to establish the Propaganda, sending his priests forth to 
civilise and pacify the nations, and carrying his conquests so 
far as to win Great Britain over to the divine law of Christ. 
And the second pope whom Leo XIII took as model was one 
who had arisen after a long lapse of centuries, Sixtus V, the 
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pope financier and politician, the vine-dresser’s son, who, when 
he had donned the tiara, revealed one of the most extensive 
and supple minds of a period fertile in great diplomatists. He 
heaped up treasure and displayed stern avarice, in order that 
he might ever have in his coffers all the money needful for 
war or for peace. He spent years and years in negotiations 
with kings, never despairing of his own triumph; and never 
did he display open hostility for his times, but took them as 
they were and then sought to modify them in accordance with 
the interests of the Holy See, showing himself conciliatory in 
all things and with every one, already dreaming of an European 
balance of power which he hoped to control. And withal a 
very saintly pope, a fervent mystic, yet a pope of the most 
absolute and domineering mind blended with a politician ready 
for whatever courses might most conduce to the rule of God’s 
Church on earth. | 

And, after all, Pierre amidst his rising. enthusiasm, which 
despite his efforts at calmness was sweeping away all prudence 
and doubt, Pierre asked himself why he need. question the 
past. Was not Leo XIII the pope whom he had depicted in 
his book, the great pontiff, who was desired and expected ? 
No doubt the portrait which he had sketched was not accurate 
in every detail, but surely its main lines must be correct if 
mankind were to retain a hope of salvation, Whole pages of 
that book of his arose before him, and he again beheld the 
Leo XIII that he had portrayed, the wise and conciliatory 
politician, labouring for the unity of the Church and so anxious 
to make it strong and invincible against the day of the inevi- 
table great struggle. He again beheld him freed from the 
cares of the temporal power, elevated, radiant with moral 
splendour, the only authority left erect above the nations ; he 
beheld him realising what mortal danger would be incurred if 
the solution of the social question were left to the enemies of 
Christianity, and therefore resolving to intervene in contem- 
porary quarrels for the defence of the poor and the lowly, even 
as Jesus had intervened once before. And he again beheld 
him putting himself on the side of the democracies, accepting 
the Republic in France, leaving the dethroned kings in exile, 
and verifying the prediction which promised the empire of the 
world to Rome once more when the papacy should have unified 
belief and have placed itself at the head of the people. The 
times indeed were near accomplishment, Cesar was struck 
down, the Pope alone remained, and would not the people, the 
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great silent multitude, for whom the two powers had so long 
contended, give itself to its Father now that it knew him to 
be both just and charitable, with heart aglow and. hand out- 
stretched to welcome all the penniless toilers and beggars of 
the roads! Given the catastrophe which threatened our rotten 
modern societies, the frightful misery which ravaged every 
city, there was surely no other solution possible: Leo XIII, 
the predestined, necessary redeemer, the pastor sent to save 
the flock from coming disaster by re-establishing the true 
Christian community, the forgotten golden age of primitive 
Christianity. The reign of justice would at last begin, all 
men would be reconciled, there would be but one nation living 
in peace and obeying the equalising law of work, under the 
high patronage of the Pope, sole bond of charity and love on 
earth ! 

And at this thought Pierre was upbuoyed -by fiery enthu- 
siasm. At last he was about to see the Holy Father, empty 
his heart and open his soul to him! He had so long and so 
passionately looked for the advent of thatmoment! To secure 
it he had fought with all his courage through ever-recurring 
obstacles, and the length and difficulty of thestruggle and the 
success now at last achieved, increased his feverishness, his 
desire for final victory. Yes, yes, he would conquer, he would 
confound his enemies. As he had said to Monsignor Fornaro, 
could the Pope disavow him? Had he not expressed the 
Holy Father’s secret ideas? Perhaps he might have done so 
somewhat prematurely, but was not that a fault to be forgiven ? 
And then, too, he remembered his declaration to Monsignor 
Nani, that he himself would never withdraw and suppress his 
book, for he neither regretted nor disowned anything that was 
init. Atthis very moment he again questioned himself, and 
felt that all his valour and determination to defend his book, 
all his desire to work the triumph of his belief, remained intact. 
Yet his mental perturbation was becoming great, he had to 
seek for ideas, wondering how he should enter the Pope’s 
presence, what he should say, what precise terms he should 
employ. Something heavy and mysterious which he could 
hardly account for seemed.to weigh him down. At bottom 
he was weary, already exhausted, only held up by his dream, 
his compassion for human misery. However, he would enter 
in all haste, he would fall upon his knees and speak as he best 
could, letting his heart flow forth. And assuredly the Holy 
Father would smile on him, and dismiss him with a promise 
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that he would not sign the condemnation of a work in which 
he had found the expression of his own most cherished 
thoughts. 

Then, again, such an acute sensation as of fainting came 
over Pierre that he went up to the window to press his burn- 
ing brow against the cold glass. His ears were buzzing, his 
legs staggering, whilst his brain throbbed violently. And 
he was striving to forget his thoughts by gazing upon the 
black immensity of Rome, longing to be steeped in night him- 
self, total and healing night, the night in which one sleeps on 
for ever, knowing neither pain nor wretchedness, when all at 
once he became conscious that somebody was standing behind 
him, and thereupon, with a start, he turned round. 

: And there, indeed, stood Signor Squadra in his black 
livery. Again he made one of his customary bows to invite 
the visitor to follow him, and again he walked on in front, 
crossing the little throne-room, and slowly opening the farther 
door. Then he drew aside, allowed Pierre to enter, and 
noiselessly closed the door behind him. 

Pierre was in his Holiness’s bed-room. He had feared one 
of those overwhelming attacks of emotion which madden or 
paralyse one. He had been told of women reaching the Pope's 
presence in a fainting condition, staggering as if intoxicated, 
while others came with a rush, as though upheld and borne 
along by invisible pinions. And suddenly the anguish of his 
own spell of waiting, his intense feverishness, ceased in a sort 
of astonishment, a reaction which rendered him very calm 
and so restored his clearness of vision, that he could see 
everything. As he entered he distinctly realised the decisive 
importance of such an audience, he, a mere petty priest in 
presence of the Supreme Pontiff, the head of the Church. All 
his religious and moral life would depend on it; and possibly 
it was this sudden thought that thus chilled him on the 
threshold of the redoubtable sanctuary, which he had ap- 
proached with such quivering steps, and which he would not 
have thought to enter otherwise than with distracted heart 
and loss of senses, unable to do more than stammer the 
simple prayers of childhood. 

Later on, when he sought to classify his recollections he 
remembered that his eyes had first lighted on Leo XIII, not, 
however, to the exclusion of his surroundings, but in con- 
junction with them, that spacious room hung with yellow 
damask, whose alcove, adorned with fluted marble coltimns, was 
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go deep that the bed was quite hidden away in it, as woll as 
other articles of furniture, a couch, a wardrobe, and some 
trunks, those famous trunks in which the treasure of the 
Peter’s Pence was said to be securely locked. A sort of 
Louis XIV writing-desk with ornaments of engraved brass 
stood face to face with a large gilded and painted Louis XV 
pier-table on which a lamp was burning beside a lofty 
crucifix. The room was virtually bare, only three arm-chairs 
and four or five other chairs, upholstered in light silk, being 
disposed here and there over the well-worn carpet. And on 
one of the arm-chairs sat Leo XIII, near a small table on 
which another lamp with a shade had been placed. Three 
newspapers, moreover, lay there, two of them French and one 
Italian, and the last was half-unfolded as if the Pope had 
morientarily turned from it to stir a glass of syrup, standin 
beside him, with a long silver-gilt spoon. eB 
In the same way as Pierre saw the Pope’s room, he saw 
his costume, his cassock of white cloth with white buttons, 
his white skull-cap, his white cape and his white sash fringed 
with gold and broidered at either end with golden keys. His 
stockings were white, his slippers were of red velvet, and 
these again were broidered with golden keys. What surprised 
the young priest, however, was his Holiness’s face and figure, 
which now seemed so shrunken that he scarcely recognised 
them. This was his fourth meeting with the Pope. He had 
seen him walking in the Vatican gardens, enthroned in the 
Hall of Beatifications, and pontifying ai St. Peter’s, and now 
he beheld him on that arm-chair, in privacy, and looking 50 
slight and fragile that he could not restrain a feeling of 
affectionate anxiety. ‘Leo's neck was particularly remarkable, 
slender beyond belief, suggesting the neck of some little, aged, 
white bird. And his face, of the pallor of alabaster; was 
characteristically transparent, to such a degree, indeed, that 
one could see the lamp-light through his large commanding 
nose, as if the blood had entirely withdrawn from that organ. 
A mouth of great length, with white bloodless lips, streaked 
the lower part of the papal countenance, and the eyes alone 
had remained young and handsome. - Superb eyes they were, 
brilliant like black diamonds, endowed with sufficient pene- 
tration and strength to lay souls open and: force them to con- 
fess the truth aloud. Some scanty white curls emerged from 
under the white skull-cap, thus whitely: crowning the thin 
white face, whose ugliness was softened by all this whiteness, - 
112 
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this spiritual whiteness in which Leo XITI’s flesh seemed as 
it were but pure lily-white florescence. 

At the first glance, however, Pierre noticed that if Signor 
Squadra had kept him waiting, it had not been in order 
to compel the Holy Father to don a clean cassock, for the 
one he was wearing was badly soiled by snuff. A number 
of brown stains had trickled down the front of the garment 
beside the buttons, and just like any good bourgeois, his 
Holiness had a handkerchief on his knees to wipe himself. 
Apart from all this he seemed in good health, having re- 
covered from his recent indisposition as easily as he usually 
recovered from such passing illnesses, sober, prudent old man 
that he was, quite free from organic disease, and simply 
declining by reason of progressive natural exhaustion. 

Immediately on entering Pierre had felt that the Pope’s 
sparkling eyes, those two black diamonds, were fixed upon him. 
The silence was profound, and the lamps burned with motion- 
less, pallid flames. He had to approach, and after making 
the three genuflexions prescribed by.etiquette, he stooped over 
one of the Pope’s feet resting on a cushion in order to kiss the 
red velvet slipper. And on the Pope’s side there was not a 
word, not a gesture, not a movement. When the young man 
drew himself up again he found the two black diamonds, 
those two eyes which were all brightness and intelligence, still 
riveted on him. 

But at last Leo XIII, who had been unwilling to spare the 
young priest the humble duty of kissing his foot and who 
now left him standing, began to speak, whilst still examining 
him, probing, as it were, his very soul. ‘My son,’ he said, 
‘you greatly desired to see me, and I consented to afford you 
that satisfaction.’ 

He spoke in French, somewhat uncertain French, pro- 
nounced after the Italian fashion, and so slowly did he articu- 
late each sentence that one could have written it down like so 
much dictation. And his voice, as Pierre had previously 
noticed, was strong and nasal, one of those full voices which 
people are surprised to hear comiug from debile and appa- 
rently bloodless and breathless frames, 

In response to the Holy Father’s remark Pierre contented 
himself with bowing, knowing that respect required him to 
wait for a direct question before speaking. However, this 
question promptly came. ‘You live in Paris ?’ asked Leo XIII. 

‘Yes, Holy Father.’ 
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‘Are you attached to one of the great parishes of the 
city ?’ 

y, No, Holy Father. I simply officiate at the little church 
of Neuilly.” | 

‘Ah, yes, Neuilly, that is in the direction of the Boia de 
Boulogne, isit not? And how old are you, my son?’ 

‘ Thirty-four, Holy Father.’ 

A short interval followed. Leo XIII had at last lowered 
his eyes. With frail, ivory hand he took up the glass beside 
him, again stirred the syrup with the long spoon, and then 
drank. a little of it. And all this he did gently and slowly, 
-with a prudent, judicious air, as was his wont no doubt in 
everything. ‘I have read your book, my son,’ he resumed. 
‘Yes, the greater part of it. As a rule only fragments are 
submitted to me. But a person who is interested in you 
handed me the volume, begging me to glance through it. 
And that is how I was able to look into it.’ 

As he spoke he made a slight gesture in which Pierre 
fancied he could detect a protest against the isolation in 
which he was kept by those surrounding him, who, as Mon- 
signor Nani had said, maintained a strict watch in order 
that nothing they objected to might reach him. And there- 
upon the young priest ventured to say: ‘I thank your 
Holiness for having done me so much honour. No greater 
or more desired happiness could have befallen me.’ He was 
indeed so happy! On seeing the Pope so calm, 50 free from 
all signs of anger, and on hearing him speak in that way of 
his book, like one well acquainted with it, he imagined that 
his cause was won. 

‘You are in relations with Monsieur le Vicomte Philibert 
de la Choue, are, you not, my son?’ continued Leo XIII. ‘I 
was struck by the resemblance between some of your ideas 
and those of that devoted servant of the Church, who has in 
other ways given us previous testimony of his good feelings.’ 

‘Yes, indeed, Holy Father, Monsieur de la Chone is kind 
enough to show me some affection. We have often talked 
together, so it is not surprising that I should have given 
expression to some of his most cherished ideas.’ 

‘No doubt, nodoubt. For instance, there is that question of 
the working-class guilds with which he largely occupies himself 
—with which, in fact, he occupies himself rather too much. 
At the time of his last journey to Rome he spoke to me of it 
in the most pressing manner. And in the same way, quite 
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recently, another of your compatriots, one of the best and 
worthiest of men, Monsieur le Baron de Fouras, who brought 
us that superb pilgrimage of the St. Peter’s Pence Fund, 
never ceased his efforts until I consented to receive him, when 
he spoke to me on the same subject during nearly an hour. 
Only it must be said that they do not agree in the matter, for 
one begs me to do things which the other will not have me 
do on any account.’ 

Pierre realised that the conversation was straying away 
from his book, but he remembered having promised the 
Viscount that if he should see the Pope he would make an 
attempt to obtain from him a decisive expression of opinion 
on the famous question as to whether the working-class 
guilds or corporations should be free or obligatory, open or 
closed. And the unhappy Viscount, kept in Paris by the gout, 
had written the young priest letter after letter on the subject, 
whilst his rival the Baron, availing himself of the opportunity 
offered by the international pilgrimage, endeavoured to wring 
from the Pope an approval of his own views, with which he 
would have returned in triumph to France. Pierre con- 
scientiously desired to keep his promise, and so he answered : 
‘Your Holiness knows better than any of us in which direction 
true wisdom lies. Monsieur de Fouras is of opinion that 
salvation, the solution of the labour question, lies simply 
in the re-establishment of the old free corporations, whilst 
Monsieur de la Ohoue desires the corporations to be obligatory, 
protected by the State and governed by new regulations. 
This last conception is certainly more in agreement with the 
social ideas now prevalent in France. Should your Holincss 
condescend to express a favourable opinion in that sense, the 
young French Catholic party would certainly know how to 
turn it to good result, by producing quite a movement of the 
working classes in favour of the Church.’ 

In his quiet way Leo XHI responded: ‘But I cannot. 
Frenchmen always ask things of me which I eannot, will not 
do. What I will allow you to say on my behalf to Monsieur 
de la Choue is, that though I cannot content him I have not 
contented Monsieur de Fouras. He obtained from me nothing 
beyond the expression of my sincere goodwill for the French 
working classes, who are so dear to me and who can do so much 
for the restoration of the faith. You must surely understand, 
however, that among you Frenchmen there are questions of 
detail, of mere organisation, so to say, into which I cannot 
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possibly enter without imparting to them an importance 
which they do not have, and at the same time greatly discon- 
tenting some people should I please others.” pe 

‘As the Pope pronounced these last words he smiled a pale 
smile, in which the shrewd, conciliatory politician, who was 
determined not to allow his infallibility to be compromised in 
useless and risky ventures, was fully revealed. And then he 
drank a little more syrup and wiped his mouth with his 
handkerchief, like a sovereign whose Court day is over and 
who takes his ease, having chosen this hour of solitude and 
silence to chat as long as he may be so inclined. 

Pierre, however, sought to bring him back to the subject 
of his book. ‘Monsieur de la Choue,’ said he, ‘has shown me 
so much kindness and is so anxious to know the fate reserved 
to my book—as if, indeed, it were his own—that I should 
have been very happy to convey to him an expression of your 
Holiness’s approval.’ 

However, the Pope continued wiping his mouth and did 
not reply. 

‘T became acquainted with the Viscount,’ continued Pierre, 
‘at the residence of his Eminence Cardinal Bergerot, another 
great heart whose ardent Sa ought to pus to restore 
the faith in France.” 

This time’the effect was immediate, ‘Ah ! yes, Monsieur 
le Cardinal Bergerot!’ said Leo XIII. ‘TI read that letter of 
his which is printed at the beginning of your book. He was 
very badly inspired in writing it to you; and you, my son, 
acted very culpably on the day you published it. I cannot 
yet believe that Monsieur le Cardinal Bergerot had read some 
of your pages when he sent you an expression of his complete 
and full approval. I prefer to charge him with ignorance 
and thoughtlessness. How could he approve of your attacks: 
on dogma, your revolutionary theories which tend to the 
complete destruction of our holy religion? If it be a fact 
that he had read your book, the only excuse he can invoke is 
sudden and inexplicable aberration. It-is true that a very 
bad spirit prevails among a small portion of the French. 
clergy. What are called Gallican ideas are ever sprouting up 
like noxious weeds ; there is a malcontent Liberalism rebellious 
to our authority which continually hungers for free: examina- 
tion and sentimental adventures.’ 

Thé ‘Pope grew animated as he spoke. Ttdlian: ‘words 
mingled with his hesitating French, and every now and again 
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his full nasal voice resounded with the sonority of a brass 
instrument. ‘Monsieur le Cardinal Bergerot,' he continued, 
‘must be given to understand that we shall crush him on the 
day when we see in him nothing but à rebellious son. He 
owes the example of obedience ; we shall acquaint him with 
our displeasure, and we hope that he will submit. Humility 
and charity are great virtues doubtless, and we have always 
taken pleasure in recognising them in him. But they must 
not be the refuge of a rebellious heart, for they are as nothing 
unless accompanied by obedience—obedience, obedience, the 
finest adornment of the great saints!” 

Pierre listened thunderstruck, overcome. He forgot him- 
self to think of the apostle of kindliness and tolerance upon. 
whose head he had drawn this all-powerful anger. So Don 
Vigilio had spoken the truth: over and above his—Pierre’s— 
head the denunciations of the Bishops of Evreux and 
Poitiers were about to fall on the man who opposed their 
Ultramontane policy, that worthy and gentle Cardinal 
Bergerot, whose heart was open to all the woes of the lowly 
and the poor. This filled the young priest with despair; he 
could accept the denunciation of the Bishop of Tarbes acting: 
on behalf of the Fathers of the Grotto, for that only fell on 
himself, as a reprisal for what he had written about Lourdes; 
but the underhand warfare of the others exasperated him, 
filled him with dolorous indignation. And from that puny 
old man before him with the slender, scraggy neck of an aged 
bird, he had suddenly seen such a wrathful, formidable Master 
arise that he trembled. How could he have allowed himself 
to be deceived by appearances on entering? How could he 
have imagined that he was simply in presence of a poor old 
man, worn out by age, desirous of peace, and ready for every 
concession? A blast had swept through that sleepy chamber, 
and all his doubts and his anguish awoke once more. Ah! 
that Pope, how thoroughly he answered to all the accounts 
that he, Pierre, had heard but had refused to believe; so 
many people had told him in Rome that he would find 
Leo XIII a man of intellect rather than of sentiment, a man 
of the most unbounded pride, who from his very youth had 
nourished the supreme ambition, to such a point indeed that 
he had promised eventual triumph to his relatives in order 
that mer might make the necessary sacrifices for him, while 
since he had occupied the pontifical throne his one will and 
determination had been to reign, to reign in spite of all, to be 
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the sole absolute and omnipotent master of the world! And 
now here was reality arising with irresistible force and con- 
firming everything. And yet Pierre struggled, stubbornly 
clutching at his dream once more. 

‘Oh! Holy Father,’ said he, ‘I should be grieved indeed. 
if his Eminence should have a moment’s worry on account of 
my unfortunate book. If Ibe guilty I can answer for my 
error, but his Eminence only obeyed the dictates of his heart 
and can only have transgressed by excess of love for tho dis- 
inherited of the world!’ 

Leo XIII made no reply. He had again raised his superb 
eyes, those eyes of ardent life set, as it were, in the motionless 
countenance of an alabaster idol; and once more he was 
fixedly gazing at the young priest. 

And Pierre, amidst his returning feverishness, seemed to 
behold him growing in power and splendour, whilst behind 
him arose a vision of the ages, a vision of that long line of 
popes whom the young priest had previously evoked, the 
saintly and the proud ones, the warriors and the ascetics, the 
theologians and the diplomatists, those who had worn armour, 
those who had conquered by the Cross, those who had dis- 
posed of empires as of mere provinces which God had com- 
mitted to their charge. And in particular Pierre beheld the 
great Gregory, the conqueror and founder, and Sixtus V; the 
negotiator and politician, who had first foreseen the eventual 
victory of the papacy over all the vanquished monarchies. 
Ah! what a throng of magnificent princes, of sovereign 
masters with powerful brains and arms, there was behind that 
pale, motionless, old man! What an accumulation of inex- 

austible determination, stubborn genius, and boundless 
domination! The whole history of human ambition, the 
whole effort of the ages to subject the nations to the pride of 
one man, the greatest force that has ever conquered, exploited 
and fashioned mankind in the name of its happiness! And 
even now, when territorial sovereignty had come to an end, 
how great was the spiritual. sovereignty of that pale and 
slender old man, in whose presence women fainted, as if over- 
come by the divine splendour radiating from his person. 
Not only did all the resounding glories, the masterful triumphs 
of history spread out behind him, but heaven opened, the very 
spheres beyond life shone out in their dazzling mystery. He 
—the Pope—stood at the portals of heaven, holding the keys 
and opening those portals to human souls; all the ancient 
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symbolism was revived, freed at last from the stains of royalty 
here below. 

‘Oh! I beg you, Holy Father,’ resumed Pierre, ‘if an 
example be needed strike none other than myself. I have 
come, and am here; decide my fate, but do not aggravate my 
punishment by filling me with remorse at having brought 
condemnation on the innocent.’ 

Leo XIII still refrained from replying, though he continued 
to look at the young priest with burning eyes. And he, 
Pierre, no longer beheld Leo XIII, the last of a long line of 
popes, the Vicar of Jesus Christ, the Successor of the Prince 
of the Apostles, the Supreme Pontiff of the Universal Church, 
Patriarch of the East, Primate of Italy, Archbishop and 
Metropolitan of the Roman Province, Sovereign of the tem- 
poral Domains of the Holy Church; he saw the Leo XIII 
that he had dreamt of, the awaited saviour who would dispel 
the frightful cataclysm in which rotten society was sinking. 
He beheld him with his supple, lofty intelligence and fraternal, 
conciliatory tactics, avoiding friction and labouring to bring 
about unity; whilst with his heart overflowing with love he 
went straight to the hearts of the multitude, again giving the 
best of his blood in sign of the new alliance. He raised him 
aloft.as the sole remaining moral authority, the sole possible 
bond of charity and peace—as the Father, in fact, who. alone 
could stamp out injustice among his children, destroy misery, 
and re-establish the liberating Law of Work by bringing the 
nations back to the faith of the primitive Church, the gentle- 
ness and the wisdom of the true Christian community. And 
in the deep silence of that room the great figure which he 
thus set up assumed invincible all-powerfulness, extraordinary 
majesty. 

‘Oh, I beseech you, Holy Father, listen to me,’ he said. 
‘Do not even strike me, strike no one, neither a being nor 
a thing, anything that can suffer under the sun. Show 
kindness and indulgence to all, show all the kindness and 
indulgence which the sight of the world’s sufferings must 
have set in youl’. Le : | 

And then, secing that Leo XIII still remained silent and 
still left him standing there, he sank down upon his knees, as 
if felled by the growing emotion which rendered his heart so 
heavy. And within him there was a sort of débdcle; all his 
doubts, all his anguish and sadness burst forth in an irresis- 
tible stream. There was the memory of the frightful day 


ROME 491 


that he had just spent, the tragic death cf Dario and Benedetta, 
which weighed on him like lead; there were all the sufferings 
that he had experienced since his arrival in Rome, the 
destruction of his illusions, the wounds dealt to his delicacy, 
the buffets with which men and things had responded to his 
young enthusiasm; and, lying yet more deeply within his 
heart, there was the sum total of human wretchedness, 
the thought of famished ones howling for food, of mothers 
whose breasts were drained and who sobbed whilst kissing 
their hungry babes, of fathers without work, who clenched 
their fists and revolted—indeed, the whole of that hateful 
misety which is as old as mankind itself, which has preyed 
upon mankind since its earliest hour, and which he now had 
everywhere found increasing in horror and havoc, without 
a gleam of hope that it would ever be healed. And withal, 
yet more immense and more incurable, he felt within. him 
a nameless sorrow to which he could assign no precise cause 
or name—an universal, an illimitable sorrow with which 
he melted despairingly, and which was perhaps the very sor- 
row of life. | 

- ‘O Holy Father!’ he exclaimed, ‘ I myself have no existence 
and my book has no existence. T desired, passionately desired 
to see your Holiness that I might explain and defend myself. 
But I no longer know, I can no longer recall a single one of 
the things that I wished to say, I can only weep, weep the 
tears which are stifling me. Yes, I am but a poor man, and 
the only need I feel is to speak to you of the poor. Oh! the 
poor ones, oh! the. lowly ones, whom for two years past I 
have seen in our faubourgs of Paris, so wretched and so full of 
pain ; the poor little children that I have picked out of the 
snow, the poor little angels who had eaten nothing for two 
days; the women too, consumed by consumption, without 
bread or fire, shivering in filthy hovels ; and the men thrown 
on the streets by slackness of trade, weary of begging for work. 
as one begs for alms, sinking back into night, drunken with 
rage and harbouring the sole avenging thought of setting the 
whole city afire! And that night too, that terrible night, 
when in a room of horror I beheld a mother who had just 
killed herself with her five little ones, she lying on a palliasse 
suckling her last-born and two little girls, two pretty litile 
blondes, sleeping the last sleep beside her, while the two boys 
had succumbed farther away, one of them erouching againsta. 
wall, and the other lying upon the floor, distorted as though 
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by 2 fast effort to avoid death! ...O Holy Father! I am 
but an ambassador, the messenger of those who suffer and who 
sob, the humble delegate of the humble ones who die of want 
beneath the hateful harshness, the frightful injustice of our 
present-day social system! And I bring your Holiness their 
tears, and I lay their tortures at your Holiness’s feet, I raise 
their cry of woe, like a cry from the abyss, that cry which 
demands justice unless indeed the very Heavens are to fall! 
Oh! show your loving kindness, Holy Father, show compas- 
sion |" 

The young man had stretched out his arms and implored 
Leo XIII with a gesture as of supreme appeal to the divine 
compassion. Then he continued: ‘And here, Holy Father, 
in this splendid and eternal Rome, is not the want and misery 
as frightful! During the weeks that I have roamed hither 
and thither among the dust of famous ruins I have never ceased 
to come in contact with evils which demand cure. Ah! to 
think of all that is crumbling, all that is expiring, the agony 
of so much glory, the fearful sadness of a world which is dying’ 
‘of exhaustion and hunger! Yonder, under your Holiness’s 
windows, have I not seen a district of horrors, a district of 
unfinished palaces stricken like rickety children who cannot 
attain to full growth, palaces which are already in ruins and 
have become places of refuge for all the woeful misery of. 
Rome? And here, as in Paris, what a suffering multitude, 
what a shameless exhibition too of the social sore, the devour-’ 
ing cancer openly tolerated and displayed in utter heedless- 
ness! There are whole families leading idleand hungry lives 
in the splendid sunlight; fathers waiting for work to fall to 
them from heaven; sons listlessly spending their days asleep 
on the dry grass; mothers and daughters, withered before 
their time, shuffling about in loquacious idleness. O Holy 
Father, already to-morrow at dawn may your Holiness open 
that window yonder and with your benediction awaken that 
great childish people, which still slumbers in ignorance and 
poverty! May your Holiness give it the soul it lacks, a soul 
with the consciousness of human dignity, of the necessary law 
of work, of free and fraternal life regulated by justice only! 
Yes, may your Holiness make a people out of that heap of 
wretches, whose excuse lies in all their bodily suffering and 
mental night, who live like the beasts that go by and die, : 
never knowing nor understanding, yet ever lashed onward with 
the whip!’ 
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Pierre's sobs were gradually choking him, and it was only 
the impulse of his passion which still enabled him to speak. 
‘And, Holy Father,’ he continued, ‘is it not to you that I 
ought to address myself in the name of all these wretched 
ones? Are you not the Father, and is it not before the Father 
that the messenger of the poor and the lowly should kneel 
as Tam kneeling now ? And is it not to the Father that he 
.should bring the huge burden of their sorrows and ask for 
pity and help and justice? Yes, particularly for justice! And 
since you are the Father, throw the doors wide open so that 
all may enter, even the humblest of your children, the faithful, 
the chance passers, even the rebellious ones and those who 
have gone astray but who will perhaps enter and whom you 
will save from the errors of abandonment! Be as the house 
of refuge on the dangerous road, the loving greeter of the 
wayfarer, the lamp of hospitality which ever burns, and is 
seen afar off and saves one in the storm! And since, O 
Father, you are power be salvation also! You can do all; 
you have centuries of domination behind you; you have now- 
adays risen to a moral authority which has rendered you the 
arbiter of the world; you are there before me like the very 
majesty of the sun which illumines and fructifies! Oh! be 
the star of kindness and charity, be the redeemer; take in 
hand once more the purpose of Jesus, which has been per- 
verted by being left in the hands of the rich and the powerful 
who have ended by transforming the work of the Gospel into 
the most hateful of all monuments of pride and tyranny! 
And since the work has been spoilt, take it in hand, begin it 
afresh, place yourself on the side of the little ones, the lowly 
ones, the poor ones, and bring them back to the peace, the 
fraternity and the justice of the original Christian communion. 
And say, O Father, that I have understood you, that I have 
sincerely expressed in this respect your most cherished ideas, 
the sole living desire of your reign! The rest, oh! the rest, 
my book, myself, what matter they! Ido not defend myself, 
I only seek your glory and the happiness of mankind. Say 
that from the depths of this Vatican you have heard the 
rending of our corrupt modern societies! Say that you have 
quivered with loving pity, say that you desire to prevent the 
awful impending catastrophe by recalling the Gospel to the 
hearts of your children who are stricken with madness, and 
by bringing them back to the age of simplicity and purity 
when the first Christians lived together in innocent brother- 
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hood! Yes, it is for that reason, is it not, that you have 
placed yourself, Father, on the side of the poor, and for that 
reason I am here and entreat you for pity and kindness and 
justice with my whole soul!’ ( 

Then the young man gave way beneath his emotion, and 
fell all of a heap upon the floor amidst a rush of sobs—loud, 
endless sobs, which flowed forth in billows, coming as it 
were not only from himself but from all the wretched, from 
the whole world in whose veins sorrow coursed mingled with 
the very blood of life. He was there as the ambassador of 
sufforing, as he had said. And indeed, at the foot of that mute 
and motionless Pope, he was like the personification of the 
whole of human woe. 

Leo XIII, who was extremely fond of talking and could 
only listen to others with an effort, had twice raised one of his 
pallid hands to interrupt the young priest. Then, gradually 
overcome by astonishment, touched by emotion himself, he 
had allowed him to continue, to go on to the end of his out- 
burst. A little blood even had suffused the snowy whiteness 
of the Pontiff’s face whilst his eyes shone out yet more 
brilliantly. And as soon as he saw the young man speech- 
less at his feet, shaken by those sobs which seemed to be 
wrenching away his heart, he became anxious and leant for- 
ward: ‘Calm yourself, my son, raise yourself,’ he said. 

But the sobs still continued, still flowed forth, all reason 
and respect being swept away amidst that distracted plaint of 
a wounded soul, that moan of suffering, dying flesh. 

‘Raise yourself, my son, it is not proper,’ repeated Leo 
XIII. ‘There, take that chair” And with a gesture of 
authority he at last invited the young man to sit down. 

Pierre rose with pain, and at once seated himself in order 
that he might not fall. He brushed his hair back from his 
forehead, and wiped his scalding tears away with his hands, 
unable to understand what had just happened, but striving to 
regain his self-possession. 

‘You appeal to the Holy Father,’ said Leo XIII. ‘Ah! 
rest assured that his heart is full of pity and affection for those 
who are unfortunate. But that is not the point, it is our holy 
religion which is in question. I have read your book, a bad 
book I tell you so at once, the most dangerous and culpable 
of books, precisely on account of its qualities, the pages in 
which I myself felt interested. Yes, I was often fascinated, I 
should not have continued my perusal had I not felt carried 
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away, transported by the ardent breath of your faith and 
enthusiasm. The subject “ New Rome” is such a beautiful 
one and impassions me so much, and certainly there is a book 
to be written under that title but in a very different spirit to 
yours. You think that you have understood me, my son, that 
you have so penetrated yourself with my writings and actions 
that you simply express my most cherished ideas. But no, 
no, you have not understood me, and that is why I desired to 
see you, explain things to you and convince you.’ 

It was now Pierre who sat listening, mute and motionless. 
Yet he had only come thither to defend himself; for three 
months past he had been feverishly desiring this interview, 
preparing his arguments and feeling confident of victory; and 
now although he heard his book spoken of as dangerous and 
culpable he did not protest, did not reply with any one of 
those good reasons which he had deemed so irresistible. But 
the fact was that intense weariness had come upon him, the 
appeal that he had made, the tears that he had shed had left 
him utterly exhausted. By and by, however, he would be brave 
and would say what he had resolved to say. 

‘People do not understand me, do not understand me!’ 
resumed Leo XIII with an air of impatient irritation. ‘Ibis 
incredible what trouble I have to make myself understood in 
France especially! Take the temporal power for instance ; 
how can you have fancied that the Holy See would ever enter 
into any compromise on that question? Such language is 
unworthy of a priest, it.is the chimerical dream of one who is 
ignorant of the conditions in which the papacy has hitherto 
lived and in which it must still live if it does not desire to dis- 
appear. Cannot you see the sophistry of your argument that 
the Church becomes the loftier the more it frees itself from 
the cares of terrestrial sovereignty ? A purely spiritual royalty, 
a sway of charity and love, indeed, ’tis a fine imaginative idea ! 
But who will ensure us respect? Who will grant us the alms 
of a stone on which to rest our head if we are ever driven 
forth and forced to roam the highways? Who will guarantee 
our independence when we are at the mercy of every State? 
-.. No, no! this soil of Rome is ours, we have inherited it 
from the long line of our ancestors, and it is the indestructible, 
eternal soil on which the Church is built, so that any relin- 
quishment would mean the downfall of the Holy Catholic 
Apostolic and Roman Church. And, moreover, we could not 
relinquish it; we are bound by our oath to God and man.’ 
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He paused for a moment to allow Pierre to answer him. 
But the latter to his stupefaction could say nothing, for he 
perceived that this Pope spoke as he was bound to speak. All 
the heavy, mysterious things which had weighed the young 
priest down whilst he was waiting in the ante-room now 
became more and more clearly defined. They were, indeed, 
the things which he had seen and learnt since his arrival in 
Rome, the disillusions, the rebuffs which he had experienced, 
all the many points of difference between existing reality and 
imagination, whereby his dream of a return to primitive 
Christianity was already half shattered. And in particular 
he remembered the hour which he had spent on the dome of 
St. Peter’s when in presence of the old city of glory so stub- 
bornly clinging to its purple, he had realised that he was an 
imbecile with his idea of a purely spiritual pope. He had that 
day fled from the furious shouts of the pilgrims acclaiming 
the Pope King. He had only accepted the necessity for money, 
that last form of servitude still binding the Pope to earth. 
But all had crumbled afterwards, when he had beheld the real 
Rome, the ancient city of pride and domination where the 
papacy can never be complete without the temporal power. 
Too many bonds, dogma, tradition, environment, the very soil 
itself rendered the Church for ever immutable. It was only 
in appearances that she could make concessions, and a time 
would even arrive when her concessions would cease, in 
presence of the impossibility of going any further without 
committing suicide. If his, Pierre’s, dream of a New Rome 
were ever to be realised, it would only be far away from ancient 
Rome. Only in some distant region could the new Christianity 
arise, for Catholicism was bound to die on the spot when the 
last of the popes, riveted to that land of ruins, should dis- 
appear beneath the falling dome of St. Peter’s, which would 
fall as surely as the temple of Jupiter had fallen! And, as for 
that pope of the present day, though he might have no 
kingdom, though age might have made him weak and fragile, 
though his bloodless pallor might be that of some ancient 
idol of wax, he none the less flared with the red passion for 
universal sovereignty, he was none the less the stubborn scion 
of his ancestry, the Pontifex Maximus, the Cesar Imperator 
in Hos veins flowed the blood of Augustus, master of the 
world. 

‘You must be fully aware,’ resumed Leo XIII, ‘ of the 
ardent desire for unity which has always possessed us. We 


ROME 497 


were very happy on the day when we unified the rite, by im- 
osing the Roman rite throughout the whole Catholic world. 
his is one of our most cherished victories, for it can do much 

to uphold our authority. And I hope that our efforts in the 

East will end by bringing our dear brethren of the dissident 

communions back to us, in the same way as I do not despair of 

convincing the Anglican sects, without speaking of the other 
so-called Protestant sects who will be compelled to return to 
the bosom of the only Church, the Catholic, Apostolic and 

Roman Church, when the times predicted by the Christ shall 

be accomplished. But a thing which you did not say in your 

book is that the Church can relinquish nothing whatever of 
dogma. On thecontrary, you seem to fancy that an agreement 
might be effected, concessions made on either side, and that, 
my son, is a culpable thought, such language as a priest 
cannot use without being guilty of a crime. No, the truth is 
absolute, not a stone of the edifice shall be changed. Oh! in 
matters of form, we will do whatever may be asked. We are 
ready to adopt the most conciliatory courses if it be only a 
question of turning certain difficulties and weighing expressions 
in order to facilitate agreement. . . . Again, there is the part 
we have taken in contemporary socialism, and here too it is 
necessary that we should be understood. Those whom you 
have so well called the disinherited of the world, are certainly 
the object of our solicitude. If socialism be simply a desire ' 
for justice, and a constant determination to come to the help 
of the weak and the suffering, who can claim to give moro 
thought to the matter, and work with more energy than our- 
selves? Has not the Church always been the mother of the 
afilicted, the helper and benefactress of the poor? We are 
for all reasonable progress, we admit all new social forms 
which will promote peace and fraternity. . . Only we can but 
condemn that socialism which begins by driving away God as 
a means of ensuring the happiness of mankind. Therein lies 
simple savagery, an abominable relapse into the primitive 
state in which there can only be catastrophe, conflagration 
and massacre, And that again is a point on which you have 
not laid sufficient stress, for you have not shown in your book 
that there can be no progress outside the pale of the Church, 
that she is really the only initiatory and guiding power to 
whom one may surrender oneself without fear. Indeed, and 
in this again you have sinned, it seemed to me as if you set 
God on one side, as if for you religion lay solely in a certain 
KE 
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bent of the soul, a florescence of love and charity, which suf- 
ficed one to work one’s salvation. But that is execrable 
heresy. God is ever present, master of souls and bodies; and 
religion remains the bond, the law, the very governing power 
of mankind, apart from which there can only be barbarism in 
this world and damnation in the next. And, once again, 
forms are of no importance ; itis sufficient that dogma should 
remain. Thus our adhesion to the French Republic proves 
that we in no wise mean to link the fate of religion to that of 
any form.of government, however august and ancient the latter 
may be. Dynasties may have done their time, but God is 
eternal. Kings may perish, but God lives! And, moreover, 
there is nothing anti-Christian in the republican form of 
government; indeed, on the contrary, it would seem like an 
awakening of that Christian commonwealth to which you have 
referred in some really charming pages. The worst is that 
liberty at once becomes licence, and that our desire for con- 
ciliation is often very badly requited . . . But ah! what a 
wicked book you have written, my son, with the best inten- 
tions, I am willing to believe it, and how your silence shows 
that you are beginning to recognise the disastrous consequences 
of your error.’ : 

Pierre still remained silent, overcome, feeling as if his 
arguments would fall against some deaf, blind and impenetrable 
rock, which it was useless to assail since nothing could enter 
it. And only one thing now pre-occupied him; he wondered 
how it was that a man of such intelligence and such ambition 
had not formed a more distinct and exact idea of the modern 
world. He could divine that the Pope possessed much in- 
formation and carried the map of Christendom with many of 
the needs, deeds and hopes of the nations, in his mind amidat- 
his complicated diplomatic enterprises ; but at the same time 
what gaps there were in his knowledge! The truth, no doubt, 
was that his personal acquaintance with the world was con- 
fined to his brief nunciature at Brussels.! 

During his occupation of the see of Perugia, which had 
followed, he had only mingled with the dawning'life of young 
Italy. And for eighteen years now he had been shut up in the 
Vatican, isolated from the rest of mankind and communicating 
with the nations solely through his entourage, which was often 
most unintelligent, most mendacious, and most treacherous. 


1 That, too, wasin 1843-44, and the world is now utterly unlike what 
it was then! Trans. 
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Moreover, he was an Italian priest, a superstitious and despotic 
High Pontiff, bound by tradition, subjected to the influences 
of race, environment, pecuniary considerations and political: 
necessities, not to speak of his great pride, the conviction that 
he ought to be implicitly obeyed in all things as the one sole 
legitimate power upon earth. - Therein lay fatal causes of 
mental deformity, of errors and gaps in his extraordinary 
brain, though the latter certainly possessed many admirable 
qualities, quickness of comprehension and patient stubbornness 
of will and strength to draw conclusions and act. Of all his 
powers, however, that of intuition was certainly the most 
wonderful, for was it not this alone which, owing to his volun- 
tary imprisonment, enabled him to divine the vast evolution 
of humanity at the present day? He was thus keenly con- 
scious of the dangers surrounding him, of the rising tide of 
democracy and the boundless ocean of science which threatened 
to submerge the little islet where the dome of St. Peter’s yet: 
triumphed. And the object of all his policy, of all his labour, 
was to conquer so that he might reign. If he desired the 
unity of the Church it was in order that the latter might 
become strong and inexpugnable in the contest which he fore- 
saw. If he preached conciliation, granting concessions in 
matters of form, tolerating audacious actions on the part of 
American bishops, it was because he deeply and secretly 
feared the dislocation of the Church, some sudden schism 
which might hasten disaster. And this fear explained his 
returning affection for the people, the concern which he dis- 
played respecting socialism, and the Christian solution which 
he offered to the woes of earthly life. As Cæsar was stricken . 
low, was not the long contest for possession of the people 
over, and would not the people, the great silent multitude, 
speak out, and give itself to him, the Pope? He had begun 
experiments with France, forsaking the lost cause of the 
monarchy and recognising the Republic which he hoped might. 
prove:strong and victorious, for in spite of everything France 
remained the eldest daughter of the Church, the only Catholic 
nation which yet possessed sufficient strength to restore the 
temporal power at some propitious moment.. And briefly 
Leo’s desire was to reign. To reign by the support of France 
since it seemed impossible to do so by the support of Germany | 
To reign by the support of the people, since the people was 
now becoming the master, the bestower of thrones! To reign 
by meang even of an Italian Republic, if only that Bepapiy 
KE 
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could wrest Rome from the House of Savoy and restore her 
to him, a federal Republic which would make him President 
of the United States of Italy pending the time when he should 
be President of the United States of Europe! To réign in 
spite of everybody and everything, such was his ambition; to 
reign over the world, even as Augustus had reigned, Augustus 
whose devouring blood alone upheld this expiring old man, 
yet so stubbornly clinging to power ! 

‘ And another crime of yours, my son,’ resumed Leo XITI, 
‘is that you have dared to ask for a new religion. That is 
impious, blasphemous, saerilegious. There is but one reli- 
gion in the world, our Holy Catholic Apostolic and Roman 
Religion, apart from which there can be but darkness and 
damnation. I quite understand that what you mean to imply 
is a return to early Christianity. But the error of so-called 
Protestantism, so culpable and so deplorable in its conse- 
quences, never had any other pretext. As soon as one departs 
from the strict observance of dogma and absolute respect for 
tradition one sinks into the most frightful precipices . . . Ah! 
schism, schism, my son, is a crime beyond forgiveness, an 
assassination of the true God, adevice of the loathsome Beast 
of Temptation which Hell sends into the world to work the 
ruin of the faithful! If your book contained nothing beyond 
those words ‘a new religion,’ it would be necessary to destroy 
and burn it like so much poison fatal in its effects upon the 
human soul.’ 

He continued at length on this subject, while Pierre recalled 
what Don Vigilio had told him of those all-powerful Jesuits 
who at the Vatican as elsewhere remained in the background, 
secretly but none the less decisively governing the Church. 
Was it true then that this Pope, whose opportunist tendencies 
were so freely displayed, was one of them, a mere docile 
instrument in their hands, though he fancied himself pene- 
trated with the doctrines of St. Thomas Aquinas? In any 
case, like them he compounded with the century, made 
approaches to the world, and was willing to flatter it in order 
that he might possessit. Never before had Pierre so cruelly 
realised that the Church was now so reduced that she could 
only live by dint of concessions and diplomacy. And he 
could at last distinctly picture that Roman clergy which at 
first is so difficult of comprehension to a French priest, that 
Government of the Church, represented by the Pope, the 
cardinals, and the prelates, whom the Deity has appointed to 
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govern and administer His mundane possessions—mankind 
and the earth. They begin by setting that very Deity on one 
side, in the depths of the tabernacle, and impose whatever 
dogmas they please as so many essential truths. That the 
Deity exists is evident, since they govern in His name which is 
sufficient for everything. And being by virtue of their charge 
the masters, if they consent to sign covenants, Concordats, it 
is only as matters of form; they do not observe them, and 
never yield to anything but force, always reserving the prin- 
ciple of their absolute sovereignty which must some day finally 
triumph. Pending that day’s arrival, they act as diplomatists, 
slowly carrying on their work of conquest as the Deity’s 
functionaries ; and religion is but the public homage which 
they pay to the Deity, and which they organise with all the 
pomp and magnificence that is likely to influence the multi- 
tude. Their only object is to enrapture and conquer mankind 
in order that the latter may submit to the rule of the Deity, 
that is the rule of themselves, since they are the Deity’s 
visible representatives, expressly delegated to govern the world. 
In a word, they straightway descend from Roman law, they are 
still but the offspring of the old pagan soil of Rome, and if 
they have lasted until now and if they rely on lasting for ever, 
until the awaited hour when the empire of the world shall be 
restored to them, it is because they are the direct heirs of the 
purple-robed Cæsars, the uninterrupted and living progeny of 
the blood of Augustus. 

' And thereupon Pierre felt ashamed of his tears. Ah! 
those poor nerves of his, that outburst of sentiment and 
enthusiasm to which he had given way! His very modesty 
was appalled, for he felt as if he had exhibited his soul in utter 
nakedness. And so uselessly too, in that room where nothing 
similar had ever been said before, and in presence of that 
Pontiff-King who could not understand him. His plan of the 
popes reigning by means of the poor and lowly now horrified 
him. His idea of the papacy going to the people, at last rid 
of its former masters, seemed to him a suggestion worthy of a 
wolf, for if the papacy should go to the people it would only 
be to prey upon it as the others had done. And really he, 
Pierre, must have been mad when he had imagined that a 
Roman prelate, a cardinal, a pope was capable of admitting a 
return to the Christian commonwealth, a fresh florescence of 
primitive Ohristianity to pacify the aged nations whom hatred 
consumed. Such a conception indeed was beyond the com- 
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prehension of men who for centuries had regarded themselves 
as masters of the world, so heedless and disdainful of the lowly 
and the suffering, that they had at last become altogether 
incapable of either love or charity.! rois 
Leo XIII, however, was still holding forth in his full, 
unwearying voice. And the young priest heard him saying: 
‘ Why did you write that page on Lourdes which shows such 
athoroughly bad spirit ? Lourdes, my son, has rendered great 
services to religion. To the persons who have come and told 
me of the touching miracles which are witnessed at the Grotto 
almost daily, I have often expressed my desire to see those 
miracles confirmed, proved by the most rigorous scientific 
tests. And, indeed, according to what I have read, I do not 
think that the most evilly disposed minds can entertain any 
further doubt on the matter, for the miracles are proved scien- 
tifically in the most irrefutable manner. Science, my son, 
must be God’s servant. It can do nothing against Him, it is 
only by His grace that it arrives at the truth. All the solu- 
tions which. people now-a-days pretend to discover, and which 
seemingly destroy dogma, will some day be recognised as false, 
for God’s truth will remain victorious when the times shall be 
accomplished. That is a very simple certainty, mown even 
to little children, and it would suffice for the peace and 
salvation of mankind, if mankind would content itself with it. 
And be convinced, my son, that faith and reason are not 
incompatible. Have we not got St. Thomas who foresaw 
everything, explained everything, regulated everything ? Your 
faith has been shaken by the onslaught of the spirit of examina- 
tion, you have known trouble and anguish which Heaven has 
been pleased to spare our priests in this land of ancient belief, 
this city of Rome which the blood of so many martyrs has 
sanctified. However, we have no fear of the spirit of ex- 
amination, study St. Thomas, read him thoroughly, and your 
faith will return, definitive and triumphant, firmer than 
ever.’ 
These remarks caused Pierre as much dismay as if frag- 
ments of the celestial vault were raining on his head. O God 
of truth, miracles—the miracles of Lourdes !—proved scienti- 
fically, faith in the dogmas compatible with reason, and the 


1 The reader should bear in mind that these remarks apply to the 
on Lee and prelates, whose vanity and egotism are remark- 
eble.—Trans, 
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‘writings of St. Thomas Aquinas sufficient to instil certainty 
into the minds of this present generation! How could one 
answer that, and indeed why answer it at all? : 

‘Yes, yours is a most culpable and dangerous book,’ con- 
cluded Leo XIII; ‘its very title “New Rome” is mendacious 
and poisonous, and the work is the more to be condemned as 
it offers every fascination of style, every perversion of generous 
fancy. Briefly, it issuch a book that a priest, if he conceived 
it in an hour of error, can have no other duty than that of 
burning it in publie with the very hand which traced the pages 
of error and scandal.’ : 

All at once Pierre rose up erect. He was about to ex- 
claim: ‘’Tis true, I had lost my faith, but I thought I had 
‘found it again in the compassion which the woes of the world 
set in my heart. You were my last hope, the awaited saviour. 
But, behold, that again is a dream, you cannot take the work 
-of Jesus in hand once moreand pacify mankind so as to avert 
‘the frightful fratricidal war which is preparing. You cannot 
leave your throne and come along the roads with the poor and 
the humble to carry out the supreme work of fraternity. Well, 
it is all over with you, your Vatican and your St. Peter’s. All 
is falling before the onslaught of the msing multitude and 
growing science. You no longer exist, there are only ruins 
and remnants left here.’ . 

However, he did not speak those words. He simply bowed 
and said: * Holy Father, I make my submission and reprobate 
my book.’ And as he thus replied his voice trembled with 
disgust, and his open hands made a gesture of surrender as 
though he were yielding up his soul. The words he had 
chosen were precisely those of the required formula: Auctor 
laudabiliter se subjecit et opus reprobavit. ‘The author has 
laudably made his submission and reprobated his work.’ No 
error could have been confessed, no hope could have accom- 
plished self-destruction with loftier despair, more sovereign 
grandeur. But what frightful irony: that book which he had 
sworn never to withdraw, and for whose triumph he had 
fought so passionately, and which he himself now denied and 
suppressed, not because he deemed it guilty, but because he 
had just realised that it was as futile, as chimerical as a lover’s 
desire, a poet’s dream. Ah! yes, since‘hé had been mistaken, 
since he had merely dreamed, since he had: found there 
neither the Deity nor the priest that he had desired for the 
happiness of ‘mankind, why should he obstinately cling to the 
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illusion of an awakening which was impossible! ’Twere 
better to fling his book on the ground like a dead leaf, better 
to deny it, better to cut it away like a dead limb that could 
serve no purpose whatever | 

Somewhat surprised by such a prompt victory Leo XIII 
raised a slight exclamation of content. ‘That is well said, 
my son, that is well said! You have spoken the only words 
that can become a priest.’ 

And in his evident satisfaction, he who left nothing to 
chance, who carefully prepared each of his audiences, deciding 
beforehand what words he would say, what gestures even he 
would make, unbent somewhat and displayed real bonhomie. 
Unable to understand, mistaking the real motives of this 
rebellious priest’s submission, he tasted positive delight in 
having so easily reduced him to silence, the more so as report 
had stated the young man to be a terrible revolutionary. And 
thus his Holiness felt quite proud of such a conversion. 
‘Moreover, my son,’ he said, ‘I did not expect less of one of 
your distinguished mind. There can be no loftier enjoy- 
ment than that of owning one’s error, doing penance and 
submitting.’ 

He had again taken the glass off the little table beside him 
and was stirring the last spoonful of syrup before drinking it. 
And Pierre was amazed at again finding him as he had found 
him at the outset, shrunken, bereft of sovereign majesty, and 
simply suggestive of some aged bourgeois drinking his glass 
of sugared water before getting into bed. It was as if after 
growing and radiating, like a planet ascending to the zenith, 
he had again sunk to the level of the soil in all human medio- 
crity. Again did Pierre find him puny and fragile, with the 
slender neck of a little sick bird, and all those marks of senile 
ugliness which rendered him so exacting with regard to his 
portraits, whether they were oil paintings or photographs, gold 
medals, or marble busts, for of one and the other he would 
say that the artist must not portray ‘Papa Pecci’ but 
Leo XIII, the great Pope, of whom he desired to leave such 
a lofiy image to posterity. And Pierre, after momentarily 
ceasing to see them, was again embarrassed by the handker- 
chief which lay on the Pope's lap, and the dirty cassock soiled 
by snuff. His only feelings now were affectionate pity for 
such white old age, deep admiration for the stubborn power of 
life which had found a refuge in those dark black eyes, and 
respectful deference, such as became a worker, for that large 
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brain which harboured such vast projects and overflowed with 
such innumerable ideas and actions. 

The audience was over, and the young man bowed low: 
‘T thank your Holiness for having deigned to give me such a 
fatherly reception,’ he said. 

However, Leo XIII detained him for a moment longer, 
speaking to him of France and expressing his sincere desire to 
see her prosperous, calm and strong for the greater advantage 
of the Church. And Pierre, during that last moment, had a 
singular vision, a strange haunting fancy. As he gazed at the 
Holy Father’s ivory brow and thought of his great age and of 
his liability to be carried off by the slightest chill, he involun- 
tarily recalled the scene instinct with a fierce grandeur which 
is witnessed each time a pope dies. He recalled Pius IX, 
Giovanni Mastai, two hours after death, his face covered by a 
white linen cloth, while the pontifical family surrounded him 
in dismay; and then Cardinal Pecci, the Camerlingo, ap- 
proaching the bed, drawing aside the veil and dealing three 
taps with his silver hammer on the forehead of the deceased, 
repeating at each tap the call,‘ Giovanni! Giovanni! Gio- 
vannil” And as the corpse made no response, turning, after 
an interval of a few seconds, and saying: ‘The Popeis dead!’ 
And at the same time, yonder in the Via Giulia Pierre pictured 
Cardinal Boccanera, the present Camerlingo, awaiting his turn 
with his silver hammer, and he imagined Leo XIII, otherwise 
Gioachino Pecci, dead, like his predecessor, his face covered 
by a white linen cloth and his corpse surrounded by his pre- 
lates in that very room. And he saw the Camerlingo ap- 
proach, draw the veil aside and tap the ivory forehead, each 
time repeating the call : ‘ Gioachino | Gioachino! Gioachino! ’ 
Then, as the corpse did not answer, he waited for a few seconds 
and turned and said: ‘The Pope is dead!’ Did Leo XIII 
remember how he had thrice tapped the forehead of Pius IX, 
and did he ever feel on the brow an icy dread of the silver 
hammer with which he had armed his own Camerlingo, the 
man whom he knew to be his implacable adversary, Cardinal 
Boccanera ? . 

‘Go in peace, my son,’ at last said his Holiness by way of 
parting benediction. ‘Your transgression will be forgiven 
you since you have confessed and testify your horror for it.’ 

With distressful spirit, accepting humiliation as well. 
deserved chastisement for his chimerical fancies, Pierre retired, 
stepping backwards according to the customary ceremonial. 
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He made three deep bows and crossed the threshold without 
turning, followed by the black eyes of Leo XIII, which never 
left him. Still he saw the Pope stretch his arm towards the 
table to take up the newspaper which he had been reading 
prior to the audience, for Leo retained a great fancy for news- 
papers, and was very inquisitive as to news, though in the 
isolation in which he lived he frequently made mistakes 
respecting the relative importance of articles. And once more 
the chamber sank into deep quietude, whilst the two lamps 
continued to diffuse a soft and steady light. ac 

In the centre of the anticamera segreta Signor Squadra 
stood waiting black and motionless. And on noticing that 
Pierre in his flurry forgot to take his hat from the pier-table, 
he himself discreetly fetched it and handed it to the young 
priest with a silent bow. Then without any appearance of 
laste, he walked ahead to conduct the visitor back to the Sala 
Clementina. The endless promenade through the intermi- 
nable ante-rooms began once more, and there was still not a 
soul, not a sound, not a breath. In each empty room stood 
the one solitary lamp, burning low amidst a yet deeper silence 
than before. The wilderness seemed also to have grown 
larger as the night advanced, casting its gloom over the few 
articles of furniture scattered under the lofty gilded ceilings 
the thrones, the stools, the pier-tables, the crucifixes, and the 
candelabra which recurred in each succeeding room. And at 
last the Sala Clementina which the Swiss Guards had just 
quitted was reached again, and Signor Squadra who hitherto 
had not turned his head, thereupon drew aside without word 
or gesture, and, saluting Pierre with a last bow, allowed him 
to pass on.-' Then he himself disappeared. | 

And Pierre descended the two flights of the monumental 
Staircase where the gas jets in their globes of ground glass 
glimmered like night lights amidst a wondrously heavy silence 
now that the footsteps of the sentries no longer resounded on 
the landings. And he crossed the Court of St. Damasus, 
empty and lifeless in the pale light of the lamps above the 
steps, and descended the Scala Pia, that other great stairway 
as dim, deserted, and void of life as all the rest, and at last 
passed beyond the bronze door which a porter slowly shut 
behind him. And with what a rumble, what a fierce roar 
did the hard metal close upon all that was within ; all the 
accumulated darkness and silence; the dead, motionless 
centuries perpetuated by tradition; the indestructible idols, 
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the dogmas, bound round for preservation like mummies; 
every chain which may weigh on one or hamper one, the whole 
apparatus of bondage and sovereign domination, with whose 
formidable clang all the dark, deserted halls re-echoed. 
‘Once more the young man found himself alone on the 
-gloomy expanse of the Piazza of St. Peter’s. Not a single 
belated pedestrian was to be seen. There was only the lofty 
livid, ghost-like obelisk, emerging between its four candelabra 
from the mosaic pavement of red and serpentine porphyry. 
The façade of the basilica"also showed vaguely, pale as a 
vision, whilst from it on either side like a pair of giant arms 
stretched the quadruple colonnade, a thicket of stone, steeped 
in obscurity. The dome was but a huge roundness scarcely 
discernible against the moonless sky; and only the jets of 
the fountains, which could at last be detected rising like slim 
phantoms ever on the move, lent a voice to the silence, the 
endless murmur of a plaint of sorrow coming one knew not 
whence. Ah! how great was the melancholy grandeur of 
that slumber, that famous square, the Vatican and-St. Peter's, 
thus seen by night when wrapped in silence and darkness! 
But suddenly the clock struck ten with so slow and loud a 
chime that never, so it seemed, had more solemn and decisive 
an hour rung out amidst blacker and more unfathomable 
gloom. All Pierre’s poor weary frame quivered at the sound 
as he stood motionless in the centre of the expanse. What! 
had he spent barely three-quarters of an hour, chatting up 
yonder with that white old man who had just wrenched all 
his soul away from him! Yes, it was the final wrench; his 
last belief had been torn from his bleeding heart and brain. 
The supreme experiment had been made, a world had collapsed 
within him. And all at once be thought of Monsignor Nani, 
and reflected that he alone had been right. He, Pierre, had 
been told that in any case he would end by doing what 
Monsignor Nani might desire, and he was now stupefied to 
find that he had done so. | 

‘But sudden despair seized upon him, such atrocious distress 
of spirit that from the depths of the abyss of darkness 
where he stood, he raised his quivering arms into space and, 
spoke aloud: ‘No, no, Thou art not here, O God of life and 
love, O God of Salvation! But come, appear since Thy 
children are perishing because they know neither who Thou 
art, nor where to find Thee amidst the Infinite of the worlds! 

Above the vast square spread the vast sky of dark blue 
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velvet, the silent disturbing Infinite, where the constellations 
palpitated. Over the roofs of the Vatican, Charles’s Wain 
seemed yet more tilted, its golden wheels straying from the 
right path, its golden shaft upreared in the air; whilst yonder, 
over Rome towards the Via Giulia, Orion was about to disap- 
pear and already showed but one of the three golden stars 
which bedecked his belt, 


XV 


Ir was nearly daybreak when Pierre fell asleep, exhausted by 
emotion and hot with fever. And at nine o’clock, when he had 
risen and breakfasted, he at once wished to go down into 
Cardinal Boccanera’s rooms where the bodies of Dario and 
Benedetta had been laid in state in order that the members of 
the family, its friends and clients, might bring them their tears 
and prayers. 

Whilst he breakfasted, Victorine who, showing an active 
bravery amidst her despair, had not been to bed at all, told him 
of what had taken place in the house during the night and 
early morning. Donna Serafina, prude that she was, had 
again made an attempt to have the bodies separated ; but this 
had proved an impossibility, as rigor mortis had set in, and to 
part the lovers it would have been necessary to break their 
limbs. Moreover, the Cardinal, who had interposed once 
before, almost quarrelled with his sister on the subject, unwil- 
ling as he was that anyone should disturb the lovers’ last 
slumber, their union of eternity. Beneath his priestly garb 
there coursed the blood of his race, a pride in the passions of 
former times; and he remarked that if the family counted two 
popes among its forerunners, it had also been rendered illus- 
trious by great captains and ardent lovers. Never would he 
allow anyone to touch those two children, whose dolorous lives 
had been so pure and whom the grave alone had united. He 
was the master in his house, and they should be sewn together 
in the same shroud, and nailed together in the same coffin. 
Then, too, the religious service should take place at the neigh- 
bouring church of San Carlo, of which he was Cardinal-priest 
and where again he was the master. And if needful he would 
address himself to the Pope. And such being his sovereign 
will, so authoritatively expressed, everybody in the house had 
to bow submissively, 
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Donna Serafina at once occupied herself with the laying- 
out. According to the Roman custom the servants were 
present, and Victorino, as the oldest and most appreciated of 
them, assisted the relatives. All that could be done in the 
first instance was to envelop both corpses in Benedetta’s 
unbound hair, thick and odorous hair, which spread out into 
a royal mantle; and they were then lain together in one 
shroud of white silk, fastened about their necks in such wise 
that they formed but one being in death. And again the 
Cardinal imperatively ordered that they should be brought 
into his apartments and placed on a state bed in the centre 
of the throne-room, so that a supreme homage might be 
rendered to them as to the last scions of the name, the two 
tragic lovers with whom the once resounding glory of the 
Boccaneras was about to return to earth. The story which 
had been arranged was already circulating through Rome; 
folks related how Dario had been carried off in a few hours 
by infectious fever, and how Benedetta, maddened by grief, 
had expired whilst clasping him in her arms to bid him a last 
farewell ; and there was talk too of the royal honours which 
the bodies were to receive, the superb funeral nuptials which 
were to be accorded them as they lay clasped on their bed of 
eternal rest. All Rome, quite overcome by this tragic story 
of ye and death, would talk of nothing else for several 
weeks. 

Pierre would have started for France that same night, 
eager as he was to quit the city of disaster where he had lost 
the , last shreds of his. faith, but he desired to attend the 
obsequies, and therefore postponed his departure until the 
following evening. And thus he would spend one more day 
in that old crumbling palace, near the corpse of that unhappy 
young woman to whom he had been so much attached and 
for whom he would try to find some prayers in the depths of 
his empty and lacerated heart. 

When he reached the threshold of the Cardinal’s reception 
rooms, he suddenly remembered his first visit to them. They 
stiil presented the same aspect of ancient princely pomp falling 
into decay and dust. The doors of the three large ante-rooms 
were wide open, and the rooms themselves were at that early 
hour still empty. In the first one, the servants’ ante-room, 
there was nobody but Giacomo, who stood motionless in his 
black livery in front of the old red hat hanging under the 
baldacchino where spiders spun their webs between the crum- 
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bling tassels. In the second room, which the secretary formerly 
had occupied, Abbé Paparelli, the train-bearer, was softly : 
walking up and down whilst waiting for visitors; and with: 
his conquering humility, his all-powerful obseqiousness, he 
had never before so closely resembled an old maid, whitened 
and: wrinkled by excess of devout observances. Finally, in 
the third anteroom, the anticamera nobile, where the red cap 
ay on a credence facing: the large imperious portrait of the 
Cardinal in ceremonial costume, there was Don Vigilio, who 
had left ‘his little work-table to station himself at the door of 
the throne-room and there bow to those who crossed the 
threshold. And on that gloomy winter morning the rooms: 
appeared more mournful and dilapidated than ever, the hang- 
ings frayed and ragged, the few articles of furniture covered 
with dust, the old woodwork crumbling beneath the continu-. 
ous onslaught of termites, and the ceilings alone retaining 
their pompous show of gilding and painting. . 

However, Pierre, to whom Abbé Paparelli addressed a pro- 
found bow, in which one divined the irony of a sort of dismissal 
given to one who was vanquished, feli more impressed by the 
mournful grandeur which those three dilapidated rooms pre- 
sented that day, conducting as they did to the old throne-room, : 
now a chamber of death, where the two last children of the 
house slept their last sleep. What a superb and sorrowful 
gala of death! Every door wide open and all the emptiness 
of those over-spacious rooms, void of the throngs of ancient 
days and leading to the supreme affliction—the end of a race! 
The Cardinal had shut himself up in his little work-room: 
where he received the relatives and intimates who desired to: 
present their condolences to him, whilst Donna Serafina had 
chosen an adjoining apartment to await her lady friends who 
would come in procession untilevening. And Pierre, informed 
of the ceremonial by Victorine, had in the first place to enter. 
the throne-room, greeted as he passed by a deep bow from Don’ 
Vigilio who, pale and silent, did not seem to recognise him. 

A surprise awaited the young priest. He had expected 
such a lying-in-state as is seen in France and elsewhere, all 
windows closed so as to steep the room in night, and hundreds. 
of candles burning round a catafalco, whilst from ceiling to 
floor the walls were hung with black drapery. He had been 
told that the.bodies would lie in the throne-room because the 
antique chapel on the ground floor of the palazzo had been 
shut up for half a century and was in no condition to be used, 
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whilst the Cardinal’s little private chapel was altogether too 
small for any such ceremony. And thus it had been necessary 
to improvise an altar in the throne-room, an altar at which 
masses had been said ever since dawn. Masses and other 
religious services were moreover to be celebrated all day long 
in the private chapel; and two additional altars had even been 
set up, one in a small room adjoining the anticamera nobile 
and the other in a sort of alcove communicating with the 
second ante-room: and in this wise priests, Franciscans, and 
members of other Orders bound by the vow of poverty, would 
simultaneously and without intermission celcbrate the divine 
sacrifice on those four altars. The Cardinal, indeed, had 
desired that the Divine Blood should flow without pause under 
his roof for the redemption of those two dear souls which had: 
flown away together. And thus in that mourning mansion, 
through those funeral halls the bells scarcely stopped tinkling. 
for the elevation of the Host, whilst the quivering murmur of 
Latin words ever continued, and consecrated wafers were con- 
tinually broken and chalices drained, in such wise that the 
Divine Presence could not for a moment quit the heavy 
atmosphere all redolent of death. 5 

On the other hand, however, Pierre; to his great astonish- 
ment, found the throne-room much as it had been on the day 
of his first visit. The curtains of the four large windows had 
not even been drawn, and the grey, cold, subdued light of the 
gloomy winter morning freely entered. Under the ceiling of 
carved and gilded woodwork there were the customary red 
wallhangings of brocatelle, worn away by long usage; and 
there was the old throne with the arm-chair turned to the 
wall, uselessly waiting for a visit from the Pope which would 
never more come. The principal changes in the aspect of the: 
room were that its seats and tables had been removed, and 
that, in addition to the improvised altar arranged beside the 
throne, it now contained the state bed on which lay the 
bodies of Benedetta and Dario, amidst a profusion of flowers. 
The bed stood in the centre of the room on a low platform, 
and at its head were two lighted candles, one on either side. . 
There was nothing else, nothing but that wealth of flowers,’ 
such a harvest of white roses that one wondered in what: 
fairy garden they had been culled, sheaves of them on the bed, 
sheaves of them toppling from the bed, sheaves of them 
covering the step of the platform, and falling from that step 
on to the magnificent marble paving of the room, 
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Pierre drew near to the bed, his heart faint with emotion. 
Those tapers whose little yellow flamelets scarcely showed in 
the pale daylight, that continuous low murmur of the Mass 
being, said at the altar, that penetrating perfume of roses 
which rendered the atmosphere so heavy, filled the antiquated, 
dusty room with a spirit of infinite woe, a lamentation of 
boundless mourning. And there was not a gesture, not a word 
spoken, save by the priest officiating at the altar, nothing but 
an occasional faint sound of stifled sobbing among the few 
persons present. Servants of the house constantly relieved 
oue another, four always standing erect and motionless at the 
head of the bed, like faithful, familar guards. From time to 
time Consistorial Advocate Morano, who, since early morning 
had been attending to everything, crossed the room with a 
silent step and the air of a man in a hurry. And at the 
edge of the platform all who entered, knelt, prayed and wept. 
Pierre perceived three ladies there, their faces hidden by their 
handkerchiefs ; and there was also an old priest who trembled 
with grief and hung his head in such wise that his face could 
not be distinguished. However, the young man was most 
moved by the sight of a poorly clad girl, whom he took for a 
servant, and whom sorrow had utterly prostrated on the marble 
slabs. 

Then in his turn he knelt down, and with the professional 
murmur of the lips sought to repeat the Latin prayers which, 
as a priest, he had so often said at the bedside of the departed. 
But his growing emotion confused his memory, and he became 
wrapt in contemplation of the lovers whom his eyes were 
unable to quit. Under the wealth of flowers which covered 
them the clasped bodies could scarcely be distinguished, but 
the two heads emerged from the silken shroud, and lying 
there on the same cushion, with their hair mingling, they 
were still beautiful, beautiful as with satisfied passion. 
Benedetta had kept her divinely gay, loving, and faithful face 
for eternity, transported with rapture at having rendered up 
her last breath in a kiss of love; whilst Dario retained a more 
dolorous expression amidst his final joy. And their eyes 
were still wide open, gazing at one another with a persistent 
and caressing sweetness which nothing would ever more 
disturb. 

Oh, God! was it true that yonder lay that Benedetta 
whom he, Pierre, had loved with such pure, brotherly affection ? 
He was stirred to the very depths of his soul by the recollection 
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of the delightful hours which he had spent withher. She had 
been so beautiful, so sensible, yet so full of passion! And he 
had indulged in so beautiful a dream, that of animating with 
his own liberating fraternal feelings. that admirable creature 
with soul of fire and indolent air, in whom he had pictured 
all ancient Rome, and whom he would have liked to awaken 
and win over to the Italy of to-morrow. He had dreamt of 
enlarging her brain and heart by filling her with love for. the 
lowly and the poor, with all present-day compassion for things 
and beings. How he would now have smiled at such a dream 
had not his tears been flowing! Yet how charming she 
had shown herself in striving to content him despite the 
invincible obstacles of race, education and environment. She 
had been 2 docile pupil, but was incapable of any real progress. 
One day she had certainly seemed to draw nearer to him, as 
though her own sufferings had opened her soul to every charity ; 
but the illusion of happiness had come back, and then she 
had lost all understanding of the woes of others, and had 
gone off in the egotism of her own hope and joy. Did that 
mean then that this Roman race must finish in that fashion, 
beautiful as it still often is, and fondly adored but so closed to 
all love for others, to those laws of charity and justice which, 
by regulating labour, can henceforth alone save this world of 
ours ? y 
Then there came another great sorrow to Pierre which 
left him stammering, unable to speak any precise prayer. 
He thought of the overwhelming re-assertion of Nature’s 
powers which had attended the death of those two poor 
children. Was it not awful? To have taken that vow to 
the Virgin, to have endured torment throughout life, and to 
end by plunging into death, on the loved one’s neck, distracted 
by vain regret and eager for self-bestowal! The brutal fact 
of impending separation had sufficed for Benedetta to realise 
how she had duped herself, and to revert to the universal 
instinct of love. And therein, again once more, was the 
Church vanquished ; therein again appeared the great god Pan, 
mating the sexes and scattering life around! If in the days of 
the Renascence the Church did not fall beneath the assault of 
the-Venuses and Hercules then exhumed from the old soil of 
Rome, the struggle at all events continued as bitter!y as ever; 
and at each and every hour new nations, overflowing with 
sap, hungering for life, and warring ugainst a religion which 
was nothing more than an appetite for death, threatened to 
LG 
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sweep away that.old Holy Apostolic Roman and Catholic 
edifice whose walls were already tottering on all sides. 

And at that moment Pierre felt that the death of that 
adorable Benedetta was for him the supreme disaster. He 
was still looking at her and tears were scorching his eyes. 
She was carrying off his chimera. This time ’twas really the 
end. Rome the Catholic and the Princely was dead, lying 
there like marble on that funeral bed., She had been unable. 
to go to the humble, the suffering ones of the world, and had 
just expired amidst the impotent cry of her egotistical passion 
when it was too late either to love or to create. Never more 
would children be born of her, the old Roman house was. 
henceforth empty, sterile, beyond possibility of awakening. 
Pierre, whose soul mourned such a splendid dream, was 
so grieved at seeing her thus motionless and frigid, that he 
felt himself fainting. He feared lest he might fall upon the 
step beside the bed, and so struggled to his feet and drew aside. : 

Then, as he sought refuge in a window recess in order 
that he might try to recover self-possession, he was astonished 
to perceive Victorine seated there on a bench which the hangings 
half concealed. She had come thither by Donna Serafina’s: 
orders, and sat watching her two dear children as she called 
them, whilst keeping an eye upon all who came in and went 
out, And, on seeing the young priest so pale and nearly 
swooning, she at once made room for him to sit down beside 
her. ‘Ah!’ he murmured after drawing a long breath, ‘may: 
they at least have the joy of being together elsewhere, of 
living a new life in another world.’ 

Victorine, however, shrugged her shoulders, and in an 
equally low voice responded, ‘Oh! live again, Monsieur 
l'Abbé, why? When one’s dead the best is to remain so and to 
sleep. Those poor children had enough torments on earth, 
one mustn’t wish that they should begin again elsewhere.’ 

This naive yet deep remark on the part of an ignorant 
unbelieving woman sent a shudder through Pierre’s very 
bones. To think that his own teeth had chattered with fear 
at night time at the sudden thought of annihilation. He 
deemed her heroic at remaining so undisturbed by any ideas 
of eternity and the infinite. And she, as she felt he was 
quivering, went on: ‘What can you suppose there should 
be after death? | We've deserved a right to sleep, and 
nothing to my thinking can be more desirable and consoling.’ 

‘But those two did not live,’ murmured Pierre, ‘so why 
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not allow oneself the joy of believing that they now live 
elsewhere, recompensed for all their torments ?’ : 
Victorine, however, again shook her head, ‘No, no,’ she 
replied. ‘Ah! I was quite right in saying that my poor 
Benedetta did wrong in torturing herself with all those 
superstitious ideas of hers when she was really so fond of her 
lover. Yes, happiness -is rarely found, and how one regrets 
having missed it when it’s too late to turn back! That’s the 
whole story of those poor little ones. It’s too late for them, 
they are dead.” Then in her turn she broke down and began 
to sob; ‘Poor little ones! poor little ones! Look how white 
they are, and think what they will be when only the bones of 
their heads lie side by side on the cushion, and only the 
bones of their arms still clasp one another, Ah! may they 
sleep, may they sleep; at least they know nothing and feel 
nothing now.’ 
_ A long interval of silence followed. Pierre, amidst the 
quiver of his own doubts, the anxious desire which in common 
with most men he felt for a new life beyond the grave, gazed: 
at this woman who did not find priests to her fancy, and who’ 
retained all her Beauceronne frankness of speech, with the 
tranquil, contented air of one who has ever done her duty in 
her humble station as a servant, lost though she had been for 
five-and-twenty years in a land of wolves, whose language-she 
had not even been able to learn. Ah! yes, tortured as the 
young man was by his doubts, he would have liked to be as 
she was, a well-balanced, healthy, ignorant creature who was 
quite content with what the world offered, and who, when she 
had accomplished her daily task, went fully satisficd to bed, 
careless as to whether she might never wake again! the 
However, as Pierre’s eyes once more sought the state-bed, 
he suddenly recognised the old priest, who was kneeling on the 
step of the platform, and whose features he had hitherto been’ 
unable to distinguish. ‘Isn’t that Abbé Pisoni, the priest of 
Santa Brigida, where I sometimes said mass?’ he inquired. 
‘The poor old man, how he weeps!’ : 
In her quiet yet desolate voice Victorine replied, ‘He has 
good reason to weep. He did à fine thing when he took it 
into his head to marry my poor Benedetta to Count Prada. 
All those abominations would never have happenedif the poor, 
child had been given her Dario at once. But in this idiotic 
city they are all mad with their politics; and that old priest,’ 
who is none the less a very worthy man, thought he had 
LL2 
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accomplished à real miracle and saved the world by marrying 
the Pope and the King as he said with a soft laugh, poor old 
savant that he is, who for his part has never been in love with 
anything but old stones—you know, all that antiquated rub- 
bish of theirs of a hundred thousand years ago. And now,you 
see, he can’t keep from weeping. The other one came too not 
twenty minutes ago, Father Lorenza, the Jesuit who became 
the Contessina’s confessor after Abbé Pisoni, and who undid 
what the other had done. Yes, a handsome man he is, but a 
fine bungler all the same, a perfect killjoy with all the crafty 
hindrances which he brought into that divorce affair. I wish 
you had been here to see what a big sign of the cross he made 
after he had knelt down. He didn’t ery, he didn’t: he seemed 
to be saying that as things had ended so badly it was evident 
that God had withdrawn from all share in the business. So 
much the worse for the dead ! ? 

Victorine spoke gently and without a pause, as if it relieved 
her to empty her heart after the terrible hours of bustle and 
suffocation which she had spent since the previous day. ‘And 
that one yonder,’ she resumed in a lower voice, ‘don’t you 
recognise her ?' 


~ She glanced towards the poorly-clad girl whom Pierre had 
taken for a servant, and whom intensity of grief had pros- 
trated beside the bed. With a gesture of awful suffering this 
girl had just thrown back her head, a head of extraordinary 
beauty, enveloped by superb black hair. 

“La Pierina!’ said Pierre. ‘Ah! poor girl.’ 

Victorine made a gesture of compassion and tolerance. 

‘What would you have?’ said she, ‘I let her come up. I 
don’t know how she heard of the trouble, butit’s true that she 
is always prowling round the house. She sent and asked me 
to come down to her, and you should have heard. her sob and 
entreat me to let her see her Prince once more! Well, she 
does no harm to anybody there on the floor, looking at them 
both with her beautiful loving eyes full of tears. She’s been 
there for half an hour already, and I had made up my mind 
to turn her out if she didn’t behave properly. Butsince she’s 
so quiet and doesn’t even move, she may well stop and fill her 
heart with the sight of them for her whole life long.’ 

It was really sublime to see that ignorant, passionate, 
beautiful Pierina thus overwhelmed below the nuptial couch 
on which the lovers slept for all eternity. She had sunk 
down on her heels, her arms hanging heavily beside her, and 
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her hands open. And with raised face, motionless as in an 
ecstasy of suffering, she did not take her eyes from that ado- 
rable and tragic pair. Never had human face displayed such 
beauty, such a dazzling splendour of suffering and love; never 
had there been such a portrayal of ancient Grief, not however 
cold like marble but quivering with life. What was she think- 
ing of, what were her sufferings, as she thus fixedly gazed at 
her Prince now and for ever locked in her rival’s arms? Was 
it some jealousy which could have no end that chilled the 
blood of her veins? Or was it mere suffering at having lost 
him, at realising that she was looking at him for the last time, 
without thought of hatred for that other woman who vainly 
sought to warm him with her arms as icy cold as his own? 
There was still a soft gleam in the poor girl’s blurred eyes, 
and her lips were still lips of loye though curved in bitterness 
by grief. She found the lovers so pure and beautiful as they 
Tay there amidst that profusion of flowers! And beautiful 
herself, beautiful like a queen ignorant of her own charms, 
she remained there breathless, à humble servant, a loving 
slave as it were, whose heart had been wrenched away and 
carried off by her dying master. 2 
People were now constantly entering the room, slowly 
approaching with mournful faces, then kneeling and praying 
for a’ few minutes, and afterwards retiring with the same 
mute, desolate mien. A pang came to Pierre’s heart when 
he saw Dario’s mother, the ever beautiful Flavia, enter, 
accompanied by her husband, the handsome Jules Laporte, 
that ex-sergeant of the Swiss Guard whom she had turned 
into a Marquis Montefiori. Warned of-the tragedy directly it 
had happened, she had already come to the mansion on the 
previous evening ; but now she returned in grand ceremony 
and full mourning, looking superb in her black garments, 
which were well suited to her massive Juno-like style of 
beauty. When she had approached the bed with a queenly 
step, she remained for a moment standing with two tears at 
the edges of her eyelids, tears which did not fall. Then, at 
the moment of kneeling, she made sure that Jules was beside 
her, and glanced at him as if to order him to kneel as well. 
They both sank down beside the platform and remained 
in prayer for the proper interval, she very dignified in her 
grief and he even surpassing her, with the perfect sorrow- 
stricken bearing of a man who knew how to conduct himself 
in every circumstance of life, even the gravest. And after- 
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wards they rose together, and slowly betook themselves to tha 
entrance of the private apartments where the Cardinal and 
Donna Serafina were receiving their relatives and friends, 

Five ladies then came in one after the other, while two 
Capuchins and the Spanish Ambassador to the Holy See went 
off. And Victorine, who for a few minutes had remained 
silent, suddenly resumed. ‘Ah! there’s the little Princess, 
she’s much afflicted too, and, no wonder, she was so fond of 
our Benedetta.’ bie 

Pierre himself had just noticed Celia coming in. She also 
had attired herself in full mourning for this abominable visit 
of farewell. Behind her was a maid, who carried on either 
arm a huge sheaf of white roses. 

‘The dear girl!’ murmured Victorine, ‘she wanted her 
wedding with her Attilio to take place on the same day as 
that of the poor lovers who lie there. And they, alas! have 
forestalled her, their wedding’s over ; there they sleep in their 
bridal bed.’ 

Celia had at once crossed herself and knelt down beside 
the bed, but it was evident that she was not praying. She 
was indeed looking at the lovers with desolate stupefaction at 
finding them so white and cold with a beauty as of marble. 
What! had a few hours sufficed, had life departed, would 
those lips never more exchange a kiss! She could again see 
them at the ball of that other night, so resplendent and 
triumphant with their living love. Anda feeling of furious 
protest rose from her young heart, so open to life, so eager 
for joy and sunlight, co angry with the hateful idiocy of death. 
And her anger and affright and grief, as she thus found her- 
self face to face with the annihilation which chills every 
passion, could be read on her ingenuous, candid, lily-like 
face. She herself stood on the threshold of a life of passion 
of which she yet knew nothing, and behold on that very 
threshold she encountered the corpses of those dearly loved 
ones, the loss of whom racked her soul with grief. 

.. She gently closed her eyes and tried to pray, whilst big 
tears fell from under her lowered eyelids. Some time went 
by amidst the quivering silence, which only the murmur of 
the mass near by disturbed. At last she rose and took the 
sheaves of flowers from her maid; and standing on the plat- 
form she hesitated for a moment, then placed the roses to the 
right and left of the cushion on which the lovers’ heads were 
resting, as if she wished to crown them with those blossoms, 
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perfume their young brows with that sweet and powerful 
aroma. Then, though her hands remained empty, she did 
not retire, but remained there léaning over the dead ones, 
trembling and seeking what she might yet say to them, what 
she might leave them of herself for evermore. And inspira: 
tion came to her, and she stooped forward, and with her whole, 
deep, loving soul set a long, long kiss on the brow of either 
spouse. 

o “Ah! the dear girl!’ said Victorine, whose tears were 
again flowing. ‘You saw that she kissed them, and nobody 
had yet thought of that, not even the poor young Prince’s 
mother. Ah! the dear little heart, she surely thought of her 
Attilio.’ 

However, as Celia turned to descend from the platform 
she perceived La Pierina, whose figure was still thrown back 
in an attitude of mute and dolorous adoration. And she recog- 
nised the girl and melted with pity on seeing such a fit of sob- 
bing come over her that her whole body, her goddess-like hips 
and bosom, shook as with frightful anguish. That agony of 
love quite upset the little Princess, and she could be heard 
murmuring in a tone of infinite compassion, ‘Calm yourself, 
my dear, calm yourself. Be reasonable, my dear, I beg you.’ 

Then as La Pierina, thunderstruck at thus being pitied 
and succoured, began to sob yet more loudly so as to create 
quite a stir in the room, Celia raised her and held her up 
with both arms, for fear lest she should fall again. And she 
led her away in a sisterly clasp, like a sister of affection and 
despair, lavishing the most gentle, consoling words upon her 
as they went. 

‘Follow them, go. and. see what becomes of them,’ 
Victorine said to Pierre. ‘I do not want to stir from here, 
it quiets me to watch over my two poor children.’ 

. A Capuchin. was just beginning a fresh mass at the im- 
provised aliar, and the low Latin psalmody went on again, 
while in the adjoining ante-chamber, where another mass was 
being celebrated, a bell was heard tinkling for the elevation of 
the Host. The perfume of the flowers was becoming more 
violent and oppressive amidst the motionless and mournful 
atmosphere of the spacious throne-room. The four servants 
standing at the head of the bed, as for a gala reception, did 
not stir, and the procession of visitors ever continued, men 
and women entering in silence, suffocating there for a 
moment, and then withdrawing, carrying away with them the 
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never to be forgotten vision of the two tragic lovers sleeping 
their eternal sleep. : ve 

Pierre joined Celia and La Pierina in the anticamera 
nobile, where stood Don Vigilio. The few seats belonging to 
the throne-room had there been placed in a corner, and the 
little Princess had just compelled the work-girl to sit down in 
an arm-chair, in order that she might recover self-possession. 
Celia was in ecstasy before her, enraptured at finding her so 
beautiful, more beautiful than any other, as she said. Then 
she spoke of the two dead ones, who also lad seemed to her 
very beautiful, endowed with an extraordinary beauty, at once 
superb and sweet; and despite all her tears, she still remained 
in a transport of admiration. On speaking with La Pierina, 
Pierre learnt that her brother Tito was at the hospital in 
great danger from the effects of a terrible knife-thrust dealt 
him in the side; and since the beginning of the winter, said 
the girl, the misery in the district of the castle-fields had 
become frightful. It was a source of great suffering to every- 
one, and those whom death carried off had reason to rejoice. | 

Celia, however, with a gesture of invincible hopefulness, 
brushed all idea of suffering, even of death, aside. ‘No, no, 
we must live,’ she said. ‘And beauty is sufficient for life. 
Come, my dear, do not remain here, do not weep any more ; 
live for the delight of being beautiful.’ - 

Then she led La Pierina away, and Pierre remained seated 
in one of the arm-chairs, overcome by such sorrow and 
weariness that he would have liked to remain there for ever. 
Don Vigilio was still bowing to each fresh visitor that 
arrived. A severe attack of fever had come on him during 
the night, and he was shivering from it, with his face very 
yellow, and his eyes ablaze and haggard. He constantly 
glanced at Pierre, as if anxious to speak to him, but his dread 
lest he should be seen by Abbé Paparelli, who stood in the 
next ante-room, the door of which was wide open, doubtless 
restrained him, for he did not cease to watch the train- 
bearer. At last the latter was compelled to absent himself 
for a moment, and the secretary thereupon approached the 
young Frenchman. 

«You saw his Holiness last night,’ he said; and as Pierre 
gazed at him in stupefaction he added: ‘Oh! everything gets 
known, I told you so before. Well, and you purely and 
simply withdrew your book, did you not?’ The young 
priest’s increasing stupor wag sufficient answer, and without 
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leaving him time to reply, Don Vigilio went on: ‘I suspected 
it, but I wished to make certain. Ah! that’s just the way 
they work! Do you believe me now, have you realised that 
they stifle those whom they don’t poison ?’ 

He was no doubt referring to the Jesuits. However, after 
glancing into the adjoining room to make sure that Abbé 
Paparelli had not returned thither, he resumed : ‘And what 
has Monsignor Nani just told you?’ : 

‘But I have not yet seen Monsignor Nani,’ was Pierre’s 
reply. 1 
FE Oh! I thought you had. He passed through before you 
arrived. If you did not see him in the throne-room he must 
have gone to pay his respects to Donna Serafina and his 
Eminence. However, he will certainly pass this way again ; 
you will see him by-and-by.’ Then with the bitterness of 
one who was weak, ever terror-smitten and vanquished, Don 
Vigilio added : ‘I told you that you would end by doing what 
Monsignor Nani desired.’ 

With these words, fancying that he heard the light foot- 
fall of Abbé Paparelli, he hastily returned to his place and 
bowed to two old ladies who just then walkedin. And Pierre, 
still seated, overcome, his eyes wearily closing, at last saw the 
figure of Nani arise before him in all its reality so typical of 
sovereign “intelligence and address. He remembered what 
Don Vigilio, on the famous night of his revelations, had told 
him of this man who was far too shrewd to have labelled him- 
self, so to say, with an unpopular robe, and who, withal, was 
a charming prelate with thorough knowledge of the world, 
acquired by long experience at different nunciatures and at 
the Holy Office, mixed up in everything, informed with regard 
to everything, one of the heads, one of the chief minds in fact 
of that modern black army, which by dint of Opportunism 
hopes to bring this century back to the Church. And all at 
once, full enlightenment fell on Pierre, he realised by what 
supple, clever strategy that man had led him to the act which 
he desired of him, the pure and simple withdrawal of his book, 
accomplished with every appearance of free will. First there 
had been great annoyance on Nani’s part on learning that the 
book was being prosecuted, for he feared Iest its excitable 
author might be prompted to some dangerous revolt; then 
plans had at.once.been formed, information had been collected 
concerning this young priest who seemed so capable of schism, 
he‘had been urged to come to Rome, inyited to stay in an 
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ancient mansion whose very walls would chill and enlighten 
him. And afterwards had come the ever-recurring obstacles, 
the system of prolonging his sojourn in Rome by preventing 
him from seeing the Pope, but promising him the much- 
desired interview when the proper time should come, that is 
after he had been sent hither and thither and brought into 
collision with one and all. And finally, when everyone and 
everything had shaken, wearied and disgusted him, and he 
was restored once more to his old doubts, there had come’ the 
audience for which he had undergone all this preparation, 
that visit to the Pope which was destined to shatter whatever 
remained to him of his dream. Pierre could picture Nani 
smiling at him and speaking to him, declaring that the 
repeated delays were a. favour of Providence, which would 
enable him to visit Rome, study and understand things, reflect, 
and avoid blunders. How delicate and how profound had 
been the prelate’s diplomacy in thus crushing his feelings 
beneath his reason, appealing to his intelligence to suppress 
his work without any scandalous struggle as soon as his know- 
ledge of the real Rome should have shown him how supremely 
ridiculous it was to dream of a new one! 

At that moment Pierre perceived Nani in person just 
coming from the throne-room, and did not feel the irritation 
and rancour which he had anticipated. On the contrary he 
was glad when the prelate, in his turn seeing him, drew near 
and ‘held out his hand. Nani, however, did not wear his 
wonted smile, but looked very grave, quite grief-stricken. 
‘Ah! my dear son,’ he said, ‘what a frightful catastrophe ! 
Thave just left his Hminence, he is in tears. It is horrible, 
horrible !’ 

He seated himself on one of the chairs, inviting the young 
priest who had risen to do the same; and for a moment he 
remained silent, weary with emotion no doubt, and needing 
a brief rest to free himself of the weight of thoughts which 
visibly darkened his usually bright face. Then, with a gesture, 
he strove to dismiss that gloom, and recover his amiable 
cordiality. ‘Well, my dear son,’ he began, ‘you saw his 
Holiness ?' 

‘Yes, Monseigneur, yesterday evening; and I thank you 
for your great kindness in satisfying my desire.’ 

Nani looked at him fixedly, and his invincible smile again 
yetuirned to his lips.. ‘You thank me... . Î can well see 
that you behaved sensibly and laid your full submission at his 
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Holiness’s feet. I was certain of it, I did not expect less of 
our fine intelligence. But, all the same, you render me very 
fae for I am delighted to find that I was not mistaken 
concerning you.’ And then, setting aside his reserve, the 
prelate went on: ‘I never discussed things with you. What 
would have been the good of it, since facts were there to con- 
vince you? And now that you have withdrawn your book 
a discussion would be still more futile. However, just reflect 
that if it were possible for you to bring the Church back to 
her early period, to that Christian community which you have 
sketched so delightfully, she could only again follow the same 
evolutions as those in which God the first time guided her ; 
so that, at the end of a similar number of centuries, she would 
find herself exactly in the position which she occupies to-day. 
No, what God has done has been well done, the Church such 
as she is must govern the world, such ag it is; it is for-her 
alone to know how she will end by firmly establishing her 
reign here below. And this is why your attack upon the 
temporal, power was an unpardonable fault, a crime even, for 
by dispossessing the papacy of her domains you hand her over 
to the-mercy of the nations. Your new religion is but the final 
downfall of all religion, moral anarchy, the liberty of schism, 
in a word, the destruction of the divine edifice, that ancient 
Catholicism which has shown such prodigious, wisdom and 
solidity, which has sufficed for the salvation of mankind till 
now, and will alone be able to save it to-morrow and always.’ 
‘Pierre feli that Nani was sincere, pious even, and really 
unshakable in his faith, loving the Church like a grateful 
son, and convinced that she was the only social organisation 
which could render mankind happy.. And if he were bent on 
governing the world, it was doubtless for the pleasure of 
govefning, but also in the conviction that no one could do so 
better than himself. 

Oh! certainly,’ said he, ‘methods are open to discussion, 
I desire them to be as affable and humane as possible, as con- 
ciliatory as can be with this present century, which seems to 
be escaping us, precisely because there is a misunderstanding 
between us. , But we shall bring it back, I am sure of it. 
And that is why, my dear son, I am so pleased to see you 
return to the fold, thinking as we think, and ready to battle 
on our side,.is that not so?’ : 

In Nani’s words the young priest once more found the 
arguments of Leo XIII, Desiring to avoid a direct reply, for 
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although he now felt no anger the wrenching away of his 
dream had left him a smarting wound, he bowed, and replied 
slowly in order to conceal the bitter tremble of his voice: ‘I 
repeat, Monseigneur, that I deeply thank you for having ampu- 
tated my vain illusions with the skill of an accomplished 
surgeon, A little later, when I shall have ceased to suffer, I 
shall think of you with eternal gratitude.’ - 

Monsignor Nani still looked at him withasmile. He fully 
understood that this young priest would remain on one side, 
that as an element of strength he was lost to the Church. 
What would he donow? Something foolish nodoubt. How- 
ever, the prelate had to content himself with having helped 
him to repair his first folly ; he could not foresee the future. 
And he gracefully waved his hand as if to say that sufficient 
unto the day was the evil thereof. 

‘ Will you allow me to conclude, my dear son?” he at last 
exclaimed. ‘Be sensible, your happiness as a priest and a 
man lies in humility. You will be terribly unhappy if you 
use the great intelligence which God has given you against 


Then with another gesture he dismissed this affair, which 
was all over, and with which he need busy himself no more. 
And thereupon the other affair came back to make him 
gloomy, that other affair which also was drawing to a close, 
but so tragically, with those two poor children slumbering in 
the adjoining room. ‘Ah!’he resumed, ‘that poor Princess 
and that poor Cardinal quite upset my heart! Never did 
catastrophe fall so cruelly on a house. No, no, it is indeed too 
much, misfortune goes too far—it revolts one’s soul!’ 

Just as he finished a sound of voices came from the second 
ante-room, and Pierre was thunderstruck to see Cardinal 
Sanguinetti go by, escorted with the greatest obsequiousness 
by Abbé Paparelli. 

‘If your most reverend Eminence will have the extreme 
kindness to follow me,’ the train-bearer was saying, ‘I will 
conduct your most reverend Eminence myself.’ 

‘Yes,’ replied Sanguinetti, ‘I arrived yesterday evening 
from Frascati, and when I heard the sad news, I at once desired 
to express my sorrow and offer consolation.’ 

Your Eminence will perhaps condescend to remain for a 
moment near the bodies. I will afterwards escort your 
Eminence to the private apartments.’ 

‘Yes, by all means, I desire every one to know how greatly 
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I participate in the sorrow which has fallen on this illustrious 
house.’ na Fh a RE 
‘Then Sanguinetti entered the throne-room, leaving Pierre 
quite aghast at his quiet audacity. The young priest certainly 
did not accuse him of direct complicity with Santobono, he 
did not even dare to measure how far his moral complicity 
might go. Buton seeing him pass by like that, his brow so 
lofty, his speech so clear, he had suddenly felt convinced that 
he knew the truth. How or through whom, he could not 
have told; but doubtless crimes become known in those shady 
spheres by those whose interest it is to know of them. And 
Pierre remained quite chilled by the haughty fashion in which 
that man presented himself, perhaps to stifle suspicion and 
certainly to accomplish an act of good policy by giving his 
rival a public mark of esteem and affection. ' 
‘The Cardinal! Here!’ Pierre murmured despite himself. 
Nani, who followed the young man’s thoughts in his 
childish eyes, in which all could be read, pretended to mistake 
the sense of his exclamation. ‘ Yes,’ said he, ‘I learnt that 
the Cardinal returned to Rome yesterday evening. He did 
not wish to remain away any longer; the Holy Father being 
so much better that he might perhaps have need of him.’ 
Although these words were spoken with an air of perfect 
innocence, Pierre was not for a moment deceived by them. 
And having in his turn glanced at the prelate, he was 
convinced that the latter also knew the truth. Then, all at 
once, the whole affair appeared to him in its intricacy, in the 
ferocity which fate had imparted to it. Nani, an old intimate 
of the Palazzo Boccanera, was not heartless, he-had surely: 
loved Benedetta with affection, charmed by so much grace 
and beauty. One could thus explain the victorious manner 
in which ‘he had at last caused her marriage to be annulled. 
But if Don Vigilio were to be believed, that divorce, obtained 
by pecuniary outlay, and under pressure of the most notorious 
influences, was simply a scandal which he, Nani, had in the 
first instance spun out, and then precipitated towards a 
resounding finish with the sole object of discrediting the 
Cardinal and destroying his chances of the tiara on the eve of 
the conclave which everybody thought imminent. It seemed: 
certain, too, that the Cardinal, uncompromising as he was; could 
not be the candidate of Nani, who was so desirous of universal 
agreement, and so the latter’s long labour in that house, 
whilst conducing to the happiness of the Contessina, had 
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been designed to frustrate Donna Serafina. and Cardinal Pio 
in their burning ambition, that third triumphant elevation to 
the papacy which they sought to secure for their ancient 
family. However, if Nani had always desired to baulk this 
ambition, and had even at one moment placed his hopes in 
Sanguinetti and fought for him, he had never imagined that 
Boccanera’s foes would go to the point of crime, to such an 
abomination as poison which missed its mark and killed the 
innocent. No, no, as he himself said, that was too much, and 
made one’s soul rebel. He employed more gentle weapons ; 
such brutality filled him with indignation; and his face, 50 
pinky-and carefully tended, still wore the grave expression of 
his revolt in presence of the tearful Cardinal and those poor 
lovers stricken in his stead. . 3 Ve 

Believing that Sanguinetti was still the prelate’s secre 
candidate, Pierre was worried to know how far their moral 
complicity in this baleful affair might go. ‘So he resumed the 
conversation by saying: ‘Jt is asserted that his Holiness is 
on bad terms with his Eminence Cardinal Sanguinetti. Of 
course the reigning Pope cannot look on the future Pope with 
a very kindly eye.’ 4 

At this, Nani for a moment became quite gay in all frank- 
ness. ‘Oh,’ said he, ‘the Cardinal has quarrelled and made 
things up with the Vatican three or four times already. And, 
in any event, the Holy Father has no motive for posthumous 
jealousy ; he knows very well that he can give his Emirience 
a good greeting.’ Then, regretting that he had thus expressed 
a certainty, he added: ‘I am joking, his Eminence is 
a ns worthy of the high fortune which perhaps awaits 

m.’ 


Pierre knew what to think, however; Sanguinetti waa 
certainly Nani’s candidate no longer. It was doubtless 
considered that he had used himself up too much by his 
impatient ambition, and was too dangerous by reason of the 
equivocal alliances which in his feverishness he had concluded 
with every party, even that of patriotic young Italy. And 
thus the situation became clearer. Cardinals Sanguinetti and 
Boccanera devoured and suppressed one another; the first; 
ever intriguing, accepting every compromise, dreaming of 
winning Rome back by electoral methods; and the other; 
erect and motionless in his stern maintenance of the past, 
excommunicating the century, and awaiting from God alona 
the miracle which would save the Church. And, indeed, why 


ROME 527 


not leave the two theories, thus placed face to face, to destroy 
one another, including all the extreme, disquieting views 
which they respectively embodied ? If Boccanera had escaped 
the poison, he had none the less become an impossible candi-. 
date, killed by all the stories which had set Rome buzzing ; 
while if Sanguinetti could say that he was rid of arival, he had 
at the same time dealt a mortal blow to his own candidature, 
by displaying such passion for power, and such unscrupulous- 
ness with regard to the methods he employed, as to be a 
danger for everyone. Monsignor Nani was visibly delighted. 
with this result; neither candidate was left, it was like the 
legendary story of the two wolves who fought and devoured one 
another so completely that nothing of either of them was 
found left, not even their tails! And in the depths of the 
prelate’s pale eyes, in the whole of his discreet person, there: 
remained nothing but redoubtable mystery: the mystery of 
the yet unknown, but definitively selected candidate who would 
be patronised by the all-powerful army of which he was one 
of the most skilful leaders. A man like him always had. a 
solution ready. Who, then, who would be the next pope ? 
However, he now rose and cordially took leave of the 
young priest. ‘I doubt if I shall see you again, my dear 
son,’ he said, ‘I wish you a good journey.’ a ete 
Still he did not go off, but continued to look at Pierre wit 
his penetrating eyes, and finally made him sit down again 
and did the same himself. ‘I feel sure,’ he said, ‘that you 
will go to pay your respects to Cardinal Bergerot as soon ag 
you have returned to France. Kindly tell him that I respect 
fully desired to be reminded to him. I knew.him a little at 
the time when he came here for his hat. Heis.one of the 
great luminaries of the French clergy. Ah! if a man of such. 
intelligence would only work for a good understanding in our 
holy Church. Unfortunately I fear that race and environment 
have instilled prejudices into him, for he does not always help 
us.’ ‘ à 
Pierre, who was surprised to hear Nani speak of the Cardinal 
for the first time at this moment of farewell, listened with 
curiosity. Then in all frankness he replied: ‘Yes, his 
Eminence has very decided ideas about our old Church of 
France. For instance, he professes perfect horror of the Jesuits.’ 
With a light exclamation Nani stopped the young man. 
And he wore the most sincerely, frankly astonished air that 
could be imagined, ‘ What! horror of the Jesuits! In what 
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way can the Jesuits disquiet him ? The Jesuits, there are 
none, that's all over! Have you seen any in Rome? Have 
they troubled you in any way, those poor Jesuits who haven’t 
even a stone of their own left here on which to lay their heads ? 
No, no, that bogey mustn’t be brought up again, it’s childish.’ 

Pierre in his turn looked at him, marvelling at his perfect 
ease, his quiet courage in dealing with this burning subject. He 
did not avert his eyes, but displayed an open face like a book 
of truth. ‘Ah!’ he continued, ‘if by Jesuits you mean the 
sensible priests who, instead of entering into sterile and 
dangerous struggles with modern society, seek by human 
methods to bring it back to the Church, why, then of course 
we are all of us more or less Jesuits, for it would be mad- 
ness. not to take into account the times in which one 
lives. And besides, I won’t haggle over words; they are of 
no consequence! Jesuits, well, yes, if you like, Jesuits!’ 
He was again smiling with that shrewd smile of his in which 
there was so much raillery and so much intelligence. ‘ Well, 
when you see Cardinal Bergerot tell him that it is unreason- 
able to track the Jesuits and treat them as enemies of the 
nation. The contrary is the truth. The Jesuits are for 
France, because they are for wealth, strength and courage. 
France is the only great Catholic country which has yet 
remained erect and sovereign, the only one on which the papacy 
can some day lean. Thus the Holy Father, after momentarily 
dreaming of obtaining support from victorious Germany, has 
allied himself with France, the vanquished, because he has 
understood that apart from France there can be no salvation 
for the Church. And in this he has only followed the policy 
of the Jesuits, those frightful Jesuits, whom your Parisians 
execrate. And tell Cardinal Bergerot also that it would be 
grand of him to work for pacification by making people under- 
stand how wrong it is for your Republic to help the Holy 
Father so little in his conciliatory efforts. It pretends to 
regard him as an element in the world’s affairs that may be 
neglected and that is dangerous, for although he may seem 
to have no political means of action he remains an immense 
moral force, and can at any moment raise consciences in 
rebellion and provoke a religious agitation of the most far- 
reaching consequences. It is still he who disposes of the 
nations, since he disposes of their souls, and the Republic 
acts most inconsiderately, from the standpoint of its own 
interests, in showing that it no longer even suspects it. And 
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tell the Cardinal, too, that it is really pitiful to see in what a 
wretched way your Republic selects its bishops, as though it 
intentionally desired to weaken its episcopacy. Leaving out 
a few fortunate exceptions, your bishops are men of small 
brains, and as a result your cardinals, likewise mere medio- 
érities, have no influence, play no part here in Rome. Ah! 
what a sorry figure you Frenchmen will cut at the next 
conclaye! And so why do you show such blind and foolish 
hatred of those Jesuits, who, politically, are your friends? 
Why don’t you employ their intelligent zeal, which is ready to 
serve you, so that you may assure yourselves the help of the 
next, the coming pope? Itis necessary for you that he should 
be on your side, that he should continue the work of Le» XIII, 
which is so badly judged and so much opposed, but which 
cares little for the petty results of to-day, since its purpose lies 
in the future, in the union of all the nations under their holy 
mother the Church. Tell Cardinal Bergerot, tell him plainly 
that he ought to be with us, that he ought to work for his 
country by working for us. The coming pope, why the whole 
question lies in that, and woe to France if in him she does 
not find a continuator of Leo XIII!’ 

Nani had again risen, and this time he was going off. 
Never before had he unbosomed himself at such length. But 
most assuredly he had only said what he desired to say, for 
a purpose that he alone knew of, and in a firm, gentle and 
deliberate voice by which one could tell that each word had 
been weighed and determined beforehand. ‘Farewell, my 
dear son,’ he said, ‘and once again think over all you have 
seen and heard in Rome. Be as sensible as you can, and do 
not spoil your life.’ 

Pierre bowed, and pressed the small, plump, supple hand 
which the prelate offered him. ‘Monseigneur, he replied, ‘I 
again thank you for all your kindness; you may be sure that 
I shall forget nothing of my journey.’ 

Then he watched Nani as he went off, with a light and 
conquering step as if marching to all the victories of the 
future. No, no, he, Pierre, would forget nothing of his 
journey! He well knew that union of all the nations under 
their holy mother the Church, that temporal bondage in 
which the law of Christ would become the dictatorship of 
Augustus, master of the world! And as for those Jesuits, he 
had no-doubi that they did love France, the eldest. daughter 
of the Church, and the only daughter that could yet help her 
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mother to reconquer universal sovereignty, but they loved her 
even as the black swarms of locusts love the harvests which 
they swoop upon and devour. Infinite sadness had returned 
to the young man’s heart as he dimly realised that in that 
sorely-stricken mansion, in all that mourning and downfall, 
it was they, they again, who must have been the artisans of 
grief and disaster. | 

As this thought came to him he turned round and perceived 
Don Vigilio leaning against the credence in front of the large 
portrait of the Cardinal. - Holding his hands to his face as 
if he desired to annihilate himself, the secretary was 
shivering in every limb as much with fear as with fever. At 
a moment when no fresh visitors were arriving he had 
succumbed to an attack of terrified despair. 

‘ Mon Dieu ! What is the matter with you?’ asked Pierre 
stepping forward, ‘ are you ill, can I help you?’ : 
© But Don Vigilio, suffocating and still hiding his face, 
could only gasp between his close-pressed hands: ‘Ah! Papa- 
relli, Paparelli !’ 

‘What is it? What has he done to you?’ asked the 
other astonished. 

Then the secretary disclosed his face, and again yielded to 
his quivering desire to confide in someone. ‘Eh? what he 
has done to me? Can’t you feel anything, can’t you see 
anything then? Didn't-you notice the manner in which he 
took possession of Cardinal Sanguinetti so as to conduct him 
to his Eminence? To impose that suspected, hateful rival 
on his Emineñce at such a moment as this, what insolent 
audacity! ‘And a few minutes previously did you notice witli 
what wicked cunning he bowed out an old lady, a very old 
family friend, who only desired to kiss his Eminence’s hand 
and show a little real affection which would have made his 
Eminence so happy! Ah! I tell you that he’s the master 
here, he opens or closes the door as he pleases, and holds us 
all between his fingers like a pinch of dust which one throws 
to the wind !’ 

Pierre became anxious, seeing how yellow and feverish 
Don Vigilio was: ‘Come, come, my dear fellow,’ he said, 
‘you are exaggerating |’ 

‘Exaggerating ? Do you know what happened last night, 
what I myself unwillingly witnessed? No, you don’t know 
it, well I will tell you.’ 

Thereupon he related that Donna Serafina on returning 
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home on the previous day to face the terrible catastrophe 
awaiting her, had already been overcome by the bad news 
which she had learnt when calling on the Cardinal Secretary 
and various prelates of her acquaintance. She had then 
acquired a certainty that her brother’s position was becoming 
extremely bad, for he had made so many fresh enemies 
among his colleagues of the Sacred College, that his election 
to the pontifical throne, which a year previously had seemed 
probable, now appeared an impossibility. Thus, all at once, 
the dream of her life collapsed, the ambition which she had 
so long nourished lay in dust at her feet. On despairingly 
seeking the why and wherefore of this change, she had been 
told of all sorts of blunders committed by the Cardinal, acts 
of rough sternness, unseasonable manifestations of opinion, 
inconsiderate words or actions which had sufficed to wound 
people, in fact such provoking demeanour that one might 
have thought it adopted with the express’ intention of 
spoiling everything. And the worst was that in each of the 
blunders she had recognised errors of judgment which she 
herself had blamed, but which her brother had obstinately 
insisted on perpetrating under the unacknowledged influence 
of Abbé Paparelli, that humble and insignificant train-bearer, 
in whom she detected a baneful and powerful adviser who 
destroyed her own vigilant and devoted influence. And so, in 
spite of the mourning in which the house was plunged, she did 
not wish to delay the punishment of the traitor, particularly as 
his old friendship with that terrible Santobono, and the story 
of that basket of figs which had passed from the hands of the 
one to those of the other, chilled her blood with a suspicion 
which she even recoiled from elucidating. However, at the 
first words she spoke, directly she made a formal request that 
the traitor should be immediately turned out of the house, 
she was confronted by invincible resistance on her brother’s 
part. He would not listen to her, but flew into one of those 
hurricane-like passions which swept everything away, re- 
proaching her for laying blame on so modest, pious and 
saintly a man, and accusing her of playing into the hands of 
his enemies, who, after killing Monsignor Gallo, were seeking 
to poison his sole remaining affection for that poor, insignifi- 
cant priest. He treated all the stories he was told as abomi- 
nable. inventions, and swore that he would keep the train- 
bearer in his service if only to show his disdain for calumny. 
And she was thereupon obliged to hold her peace. 
à Mm 2 
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However, Don Vigilio’s shuddering fit had again come 
back; he carried his hands to his face stammering: ‘Ah! 
Paparelli, Paparelli!’ And muttered invectives followed: 
the train-bearer was an artful hypocrite who feigned modesty 
and humility, a vile spy appointed to pry into everything, 
listen to everything, and pervert everything that went on in 
the palace; he was a loathsome, destructive insect, feeding 
on the most noble prey, devouring the lion’s mane, a Jesuit— 
the Jesuit who is at once lacquey and tyrant, in all his base 
horror, as he accomplishes the work of vermin. 

‘Calm yourself, calm yourself,’ repeated Pierre, who whilst 
allowing for foolish exaggeration on the secretary’s part could 
not help shivering at thought of all the threatening things 
which he himself could divine astir in the gloom. 

However, since Don Vigilio had so narrowly escaped 
eating those horrible figs, his fright was such that nothing 
could calm it. Even when he was alone at night, in bed, 
with his door locked and bolted, sudden terror fell on him 
and made him hide his head under the sheet and vent stifled 
cries as if he thought that men were coming through the wall 
tostrangle him. In a faint, breathless voice, as if just emerg- 
ing from a struggle, he now resumed: ‘I told you what would 
happen on the evening when we had a talk together in your 
room. Although all the doors were securely shut, I did 
“wrong to speak of them to you, I did wrong to ease my heart 
by telling you all that they were capable of. I was sure they 
would learn it, and you see they did learn it, since they tried 
to kill me. . . . Why it’s even wrong of me to tell you this, for 
it will reach their ears and they won’t miss me the next time. 
Ah! it’s all over, I’m as good as dead; this house which I 
thought so safe will be my tomb.’ 

Pierre began to feel deep compassion for this ailing man, 
whose feverish brain was haunted by nightmares, and whose 
life was being finally wrecked by the anguish of persecution 
mania. ‘But you must run away in that case!’ he said. ‘Don’t 
stop here; come to France.’ ° 

Don Vigilio looked at him, momentarily calmed by surprise. 
‘Run away, why? Go to France? Why, they are there! Na 
matter where I might go, they would be there. They are 
everywhere, I should always be surrounded by them! No, no, 
I prefer to stay here and would rather die at once if his 
Eminence can no longer defend me.’ With an expression of 
ardent entreaty in which a last gleam of hope tried to assert 
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‘itself, he raised his eyes to the large painting in which the 
Cardinal stood forth resplendent in his cassock of red moire ; 
but his attack came back again and overwhelmed him with 
increased intensity of fever. ‘Leave me, I beg you, leave me,’ 
he gasped. ‘Don’t make me talk any more. Ah! Paparelli, 
Paparellit If he should come back and see us and hear me 
speak. ... Oh! I'll never say anything again. I'll tie up 
my tongue, I'll cut it off. Leave me, you are killing me, I 
tell you, he'll be coming back and that will mean my death. 
Go away, oh! for mercy’s sake, go away!’ 

Thereupon Don Vigilio turned towards the wall as if to 
flatten his face against it, and immure his lips in tomb-like 
silence; and Pierre resolved to leave him to himself, fearing 
lest he should provoke a yet more serious attack if he went on 
endeavouring to succour him. 

On returning to the throne-room the young priest again 
found himself amidst all the frightful mourning. Mass was 
following mass; without cessation murmured prayers en- 
treated the Divine mercy to receive the two dear departed 
souls with loving kindness. And amidst the dying perfum: 
of the fading roses, in front of the pale stars of the lighted 
candles, Pierre thought of that supreme downfall of the 
Boccaneras. Dario was the last of the name, and one could 
well understand that the Cardinal, whose only sin was family 
pride, should have loved that one remaining scion by whom 
alone the old stock might yet blossom afresh. And indeed, if 
he and Donna Serafina had desired the divorce, and then the 
marriage of the cousins, it had been less with the view of 
putting an end to scandal than with the hope of seeing a new 
line of Boccaneras spring up. But the lovers were dead, and 
the last remains of a long series of dazzling princes of sword 
and of gown lay there on that bed, soon to rot in the grave. 
Tt was all over ; that old maid and that aged Cardinal could 
leave no posterity. They remained face to face like two 
withered oaks, sole remnants of a vanished forest, and their 
fall would soon leave the plain quite clear. And how terrible 
the grief of surviving in impotence, what anguish to have to 
tell oneself that one is the end of everything, that with oneself 
all life, all hope for the morrow willdepart! Amidst the mur- 
mur of the prayers, the dying perfume of the roses, the pale 
gleams of the two candles, Pierre realised what a downfall was 
that bereavement, how heavy was the gravestone which fell 
for ever on an extinct house, a vanished world, 
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He well understood that as one of the familiars of the 
mansion he must pay his respects to Donna Serafina and the 
Cardinal, and he at once sought admission to the neighbouring 
room where the Princess was receiving her friends. He found 
her robed in black, very slim and very erect in her arm-chair, 
whence she rose with slow dignity to respond. to the bow of 
each person that entered. She listened to the condolences 
but answered never -a word, overcoming her physical pain by 
rigidity of bearing. Pierre, who had learnt, to lmow. her, 
could divine, however, by the hollowness of her cheeks, the 
emptiness of her eyes, and the bitter twinge of her mouth, how 
frightful was the collapse within her. Not only was her race 
ended, but her brother would never be pope, never secure the 
elevation which she had so long fancied she was winning for 
him by dint of devotion, dint of feminine renunciation, giving 
brain and heart, care and money, foregoing even wifehood and 
motherhood, spoiling her whole life, in order to realise that 
dream. And amidst all the ruin of hope, it was perhaps the 
nonfulfilment of that ambition which most made her heart 
bleed. She rose for the young priest, her guest, as she rose 
for the other persons who presented themselves; but she 
contrived to introduce shades of meaning into the manner in 
which she quitted her chair, and Pierre fully realised that he 
had remained in her eyes a mere petty French priest, an 
insignificant domestic of the Divinity who had not known how 
to acquire even the title of prelate. When she had again 
seated herself after acknowledging his compliment with a 
slight inclination of the head, he remained for a moment 
standing, out of politeness, Nota word, not a sound dis- 
turbed the mournful quiescence of the room, for although 
there were four or five lady visitors seated there they re- 
mained motionless and silent as with grief. Pierre was most 
struck, however, by the sight of Cardinal Sarno, who was lying 
back in an arm-chair with his eyes closed. The poor puny 
lop-sided old man had lingered there forgetfully after expres- 
sing his condolences, and, overcome by the heavy silence and 
close atmosphere, had just fallen asleep. And everybody re- 
spected his slumber. Was he dreaming as he dozed of that 
map of Christendom which he carried behind his low obtuse- 
looking brow? Was he continuing in dreamland his terrible 
work of conquest, that task of subjecting and governing the 
earth which he directed from his dark room at the Propa- 
ganda? The ladies glanced at him affectionately and de. 
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ferentially ; he was gently scolded at times for over-working 
himself, the sleepiness which nowadays frequently overtook 
him in all sorts of places being attributed:to excess.of genius 
and zeal, And of this all-powerful Eminence Pierre was 
destined to carry off only this last impression: an exhausted 
old man, resting amidst the emotion of a mourning gathering, 
sleeping there like a candid child, without any one knowing 
whether this were due to the approach of senile imbecility, or 
to the fatigues of a night spent in organising the reign of God 
over some distant continent. | 

Two ladies went off and three more arrived. Donna 
Serafina rose, bowed, and then reseated herself, reverting to 
her rigid attitude, her bust erect, her face stern and full of 
despair. Cardinal Sarno was still asleep. Then Pierre felt 
as if he would stifle, a kind of vertigo came on him, and his 
heart beat violently. So he bowed and withdrew: and on 
passing through the dining-room on his way to the little study 
where Cardinal Boccanera received his visitors, he found him- 
self in the presence of Paparelli, who was jealously guarding 
the door. When the train-bearer had sniffed at the young 
man, he seemed to realise that he could not refuse him admit- 
tance. Moreover, as this intruder was going away the very 
next day, defeated and covered with shame, there was nothing 
to be feared from him. 

‘You wish to see his Hminence?' said Paparelli. ‘Good, 
good. By-and-by, wait,’ And opining that Pierre was too 
near the door, he pushed him back to the other end of the 
room, for fear no doubt lest he should overhear anything. 
‘His Eminence is still engaged with his Eminence Cardinal 
Sanguinetti. Wait, wait there!’ | 

Sanguinetti indeed had made a point of kneeling for a long 
time in front of the bodies in the throné-room, and had then 
spun out his visit to Donna Serafina in order to mark how 
largely he shared the family’s sorrow. And for more than ten 
minutes now he had been closeted with Cardinal Boccanera, 
nothing but an occasional murmur of their voices being heard 
through the closed door. j | 

Pierre, however, on finding Paparelli there, was again 
haunted by all that Don Vigilio had told him. He looked at 
the train-bearer, so fat and short, puffed out with bad fat in 
his dirty cassock, his face flabby and wrinkled, and his whole 
person at forty years of age suggestive of that of à very old 
maid: and he felt astonished. How was it that Cardinal 
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Boccanera, that superb prince who carried his head so high, 
and who was so supremely proud of his name, had allowed him- 
self to be captured and swayed by such a frightful creature 
reeking of baseness and abomination? Was it not the man’s 
very physical degradation and profound humility that had 
struck him, disturbed him and finally fascinated him, as 
wondrous gifts conducing to salvation, which he himself 
lacked? Paparellis person and disposition were like blows 
dealt to his own handsome presence and his own pride. He, 
who could not beso deformed, he who could not vanquish his 
passion for glory, must, by an effort of faith, have grown 
jealous of that man who was so extremely ugly and so ex- 
tremely insignificant, he must have come to admire him as a 
superior force of penitence and human abasement which threw 
the portals of heaven wide open. Who can ever tell what 
ascendency is exercised by the monster over the hero; by the 
horrid-looking saint covered with vermin over the powerful of 
this world in their terror ab having to endure everlasting 
flames in payment of their terrestrial joys? And ’twas indeed 
the lion devoured by the insect, vast strength and splendour 
destroyed by the invisible. Ah! to have that fine soul which 
was so certain of Paradise, which for its welfare was enclosed 
in such a disgusting body, to possess the happy humility 
of that wide intelligence, that remarkable theologian, who 
scourged himself with rods each morning on rising, and was 
content to be the lowest of servants. 

Standing there a heap of livid fat, Paparelli on his side 
watched Pierre with his little grey eyes blinking amidst the 
myriad wrinkles of his face. And the young priest began to 
feel uneasy, wondering what their Eminences could be saying 
to one another, shut up together like that for so long a time. 
And what an interview it must be if Boccanera suspected 
Sanguinetti of counting Santobono among his clients. 
What serene audacity it was on Sanguinetti’s part to have 
dared to present himself in that house, and what strength of 
soul there must be on Boccanera’s part, what empire over him- 
self, to prevent all scandal by remaining silent and accepting 
the visit as a simple mark of esteem and affection! What 
could they be saying to one another, however ? How interest- 
ing it would have been to have seen them face to face, and have 
heard them exchange the diplomatic phrases suited to such an 
interview whilst their souls were raging with furious hatred | 

All a once the door opened and Cardinal Sanguinetti 
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appeared with calm face, no ruddier than usual, indeed, a 
trifle paler, and retaining the fitting measure of sorrow which 
he had thought it right to assume. His restless eyes alone 
revealed his delight at being rid of a difficult task. And he 
was going off, all hope, in the conviction that he was the only 
eligible candidate to the papacy that remained. Faq 

Abbé Paparelli had darted forward: ‘If your Eminence 
will kindly follow me—I will escort your Eminence to the 
door.’ Then, turning towards Pierre, he added: ‘You may 
go in now.’ 

Pierre watched them walk away, the one so humble 
behind the other, who was so triumphant. Then he entered 
the little work-room, furnished simply with a table and three 
chairs, and in the centre of it he at once perceived Cardinal 
Boccanera still standing in the lofty, noble attitude which he 
had assumed to take leave of Sanguinetti, his hated rival to 
the pontifical throne. And, visibly, Boccaneta also believed 
himself the only possible pope, the one whom the coming 
Conclave would elect. 

However, when the door had been closed, and the 
Cardinal beheld that young priest, his guest, who had 
witnessed the death of those two dear children lying in the 
adjoining room, he was again mastered by emotion, an 
unexpected attack of weakness in which all his energy 
collapsed. His human feelings were taking their revenge 
now that his rival was no longer there to see him. He 
staggered like an old tree smitten with the axe, and sank 
upon a chair, stifling with sobs. And as Pierre, according to 
usage, was about to stoop and kiss his ring, he raised him and 
at once made him sit down, stammering in a halting voice: 
‘No, no, my dear son! Seat yourself there, wait—Excuse me, 
leave me to myself for a moment, my heart is bursting.’ 

He sobbed with his hands to his face, unable to master 
himself, unable to drive back his grief with those yet vigorous 
fingers which were pressed to his cheeks and temples, 

Tears came into Pierre’s eyes, for he also lived through all 
that woe afresh, and was much upset by the weeping of that 
tall old man, that saint and prince, usually so haughty, so 
fully master of himself, but now only a poor, suffering, 
agonising man, as weak and as lost as a child. However, 
although the young priest was likewise stifling with grief, 
he desired to present his condolences, and sought for kindly 
words by which he might soothe the other’s despair. ‘I 
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beg your Eminence to believe in my profound grief,’ he said. 
‘I have been overwhelmed with kindness here, and desired 
at once to tell your Eminence how much that irreparable 
loss — a a oe 

But with a brave gesture the Cardinal silenced him.. ‘ No, 
no, say nothing, for mercy’s sake say nothing |’ 

And silence reigned while he continued weeping, shaken 
by the struggle he was waging, his efforts to regain sufficient 
strength to overcome himself. At last he mastered his quiver 
and slowly uncovered his face, which had again become calm, 
like that of a believer strong in his faith, and submissive to 
the will of God. In refusing a miracle, in dealing so hard 
a blow to that house, God had doubtless had his reasons, 
and he, the Cardinal, one of God’s ministers, one of the 
high dignitaries of His terrestrial court, was in duty bound 
to bow to it. The silence lasted for another moment, and 
then, in a voice which he managed to render natural and 
cordial, Boccanera said: ‘You are leaving us, you are 
‘going back to France to-morrow, are you not, my dear son ?’ 

‘Yes, I shall have the honour to take leave of your 
Eminence to-morrow, again thanking your Eminence for your 
inexhaustible kindness.’ 
= “And you have learnt that the Congregation of the Index 
has condemned your book, as was inevitable?’ _ 

‘Yes, [ obtained the signal favour of being received by his 
Holiness, and in his presence made my submission and 
reprobated my book.’ 

The Cardinal’s moist eyes again began to sparkle. ‘Ah! 
you did that, ah! you did well, my dear son,’ he said. ‘It 
was only your strict duty as a priest, but there are so many 
nowadays who do not even do their duty! Asa member of 
the Congregation I kept the promise I gave you to read your 
book, particularly the incriminated pages. And if I after- 
wards remained neutral, to such a point even as to miss the 
sitting in which judgment was pronounced, it was only to 
please my poor, dear niece, who was so fond of you, and who 
pleaded your cause to me.’ og 

Tears were coming into his eyes again, and he paused, 
feeling that he would once more be overcome if he evoked the 
memory of that adored and lamented Benedetta. And so 
it was with a pugnacious bitterness that he resumed: ‘ But 
what an execrable book it was, my dear son, allow me to tell 
you so. You told me that you had shown respect for dogma, 
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and I still wonder what aberration can have.come over you 
that you should have been so blind to all consciousness of 
your offences. Respect for dogma—good Lord! when the 
entire work is the negation of our holy religion! Did you 
not realise that by asking for a new religion you absolutely 
condemned the old one, the only true one, the only good one, - 
the only one that can be eternal? And that sufficed to make 
your book the most deadly of poisons, one of those infamous 
books which in former times were burnt by the hangman, 
and which one is nowadays compelled to leave in circulation 
after interdicting them and thereby designating them to evil 
curiosity, which explains the contagious rottenness of the 
century. Ah! I well recognised there some of the ideas of 
our distinguished and poetical relative, that dear Viscount 
Philibert de la Choue. A man of letters, yes! a man of 
letters! Literature, mere literature! I beg God to forgive 
him, for he most surely does not know what he is doing, or 
whither he is going with his elegiac Christianity for talkative 
working men and young persons of either sex, to whom 
scientific notions have given vagueness of soul. And I only 
‘feel angry with his Eminence Cardinal Bergerot, for he at 
any rate knows what he does, and does as he pleases. No, 
gay nothing, do not defend him. He personifies Revolution 
in the Church, and is against God.’ 

Although Pierre had resolved that he would not’ reply or 
argue, he had allowed a gesture of protest to escape him on 
hearing this furious attack upon the man whom he most 
respected in the whole world. However, he yielded to 
Cardinal Boccanera’s injunction and again bowed. 

“I cannot sufficiently express my horror,’ the Cardinal 
roughly continued ; ‘ yes, my horror for all that hollow dream 
of a new religion! That appeal to the most hideous passions 
which stir up the poor against the rich, by promising them I 
know not what division of wealth, what community of 
possession which is nowadays impossible! That base flattery 
shown to the lower orders to whom equality and justice are 
promised but never given, for these can come from God alone, 
it is only He who can finally make them reign on the day 
appointed by His almighty power! And there is even that 
interested charity which people abuse of to rail against Heaven 
itself and accuse it of iniquity and indifference, that lacka- 
daisical weakening charity and compassion, unworthy of strong 
firm hearts, for it is as if human suffering were not necessary 
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for salvation, as if we did not become more pure, greater and 
nearer to the supreme happiness, the more and more we 
suffer ! ? 

He was growing excited, full of anguish, and superb. It 
was his bereavement, his heart wound, which thus exasperated 
him, the great blow which had felled him for a moment, but 
against which he again rose erect, defying grief, and stubborn 
in his stoic belief in an omnipotent God, who was the Master 
of mankind, and reserved felicity to those whom He selected. 
Again, however, he made an effort to calm himself, and 
resumed in a more gentle voice : ‘At all events the fold is 
always open, my dear son, and here you are back in it since 
you have repented. You cannot imagine how happy it makes 
me.’ 

In his turn Pierre strove to show himself conciliatory in 
order that he might not further ulcerate that violent, grief- 
stricken soul: ‘ Your Eminence,’ said he, ‘may be sure that 
T shall endeavour to remember every one of the kind words 
which your Eminence has spoken to me, in the same way as 
I shall remember the fatherly greeting of his Holiness Leo 
XIII.’ 

This sentence seemed to throw Boccanera into agitation 
again. At first only murmured, restrained words came from 
him, as if he were struggling against a desire to question the 
young priest. ‘Ah yes! you saw his Holiness, you spoke to 
him, and he told you I suppose, as he tells all the foreigners 
who go to pay their respects to him, that he desires concilia- 
tion and peace. For my part I now only see him when it is 
absolutely necessary ; for more than a year I have not been 
received in private audience.’ 

This proof of disfavour, of the covert struggle which as in 
the days of Pius IX kept the Holy Father and the Camerlingo 
at variance, filled the latter with bitterness. He was unabla 
to restrain himself and spoke out, reflecting no doubt that he 
had a familiar before him, one whose discretion was certain, 
and who moreover was leaving Rome on the morrow. ‘One 
may goa long way,’ said he, ‘with those fine words, peace 
and conciliation, which are so often void of real wisdom and 
courage. The terrible truth is that Leo XIII’s eighteen years 
of concessions have shaken everything in the Church, and 
should he long continue to reign Catholicism would topple 
over and crumble into dust like a building whose pillars have 
been undermined.’ 
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Interested by this remark, Pierre in his desire for know- 
ledge began to raise objections. ‘But hasn’t his Holiness 
shown himself very prudent?’ he asked; ‘has he not placed 
dogma on one side in an impregnable fortress? If he seems 
to have made concessions on many points have they not 
always been concessions in mere matters of form ?’ 

‘Matters of form; ah, yes!’ the Cardinal resumed with 
increasing passion. ‘He told you no doubt, as he tells others, 
that whilst in substance he will make no surrender he will 
readily yield in matters of form! It’s a deplorable axiom, an 
equivocal form of diplomacy even when it isn’t so much low 
hypocrisy! My soul revolts at the thought of that Oppor- 
tunism, that Jesuitism, which makes artifice its weapon, and 
only serves to cast doubt among true believers, the confusion 
of a sauve-qui-peut, which by and by must lead to inevitable 
defeat. It is cowardice, the worst form of cowardice, aban- 
donment of one’s weapons in order that one may retreat the 
more speedily, shame of oneself, assumption of a mask in the 
hope of deceiving the enemy, penetrating into his camp and 
overcoming him by treachery! No, no, form is everything in 
a traditional and immutable religion, which for eighteen 
hundred years has been, is now, and till the end of time will 
be the very law of God!’ 

The Cardinal’s feelings so stirred him that he was unable 
to remain seated, and began to walk about the little room. 
And it was the whole reign, the whole policy of Leo XIII 
which he discussed and condemned. ‘Unity too,’ he con- 
tinued, ‘ that famous unity of the Christian Church which his 
Holiness talks of bringing about, and his desire for which 
people turn to his great glory, why, it is only the blind 
ambition of a conqueror enlarging his empire without asking 
himself if the new nations that he subjects may not dis- 
organise, adulterate, and impregnate his old and hitherto 
faithful people with every error. What if all the schismatical 
nations on returning to the Catholic Church should so trans- 
form it as to kill it and made it a new Church? There is 
only one wise course, which is to be what one is, and that 
firmly. Again, isn’t there both shame and danger in that 
pretended alliance with the democracy which in itself gives 
the lie to the ancient spirit of the papacy? The right of 
kings is divine, and to abandon the monarchical principle is 
to set oneself against God, to compound with revolution, and 
harbour a monstrous scheme of utilising the madness of men 
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the better to establish one’s power over them. All republics 
are forms of anarchy, and there can be no more criminal act, 
one which must for ever shake the principle of authority, 
order, and religion itself, than that of recognising a republic 
as legitimate for the sole purpose of indulging a dream of 
impossible conciliation. And observe how this bears on the 
question of the temporal power. He continues to claim it, he 
makes a point of no surrender on that question of the re- 
storation of Rome; but in reality, has he not made the loss 
irreparable, has he not definitively renounced Rome, by ad- 
mitting that nations have the right to drive away their 
kings and live like wild beasts in the depths of the forests ?’ 

All at once the Cardinal stopped short and raised his arms 
to Heaven in a burst of holy anger. ‘Ah! that man, ah! 
that man who by his vanity and craving for success will have 
proved the ruin of the Church, thai man who has never 
ceased corrupting everything, dissolving everything, crum- 
bling everything in order to reign over the world which he 
fancies he will reconquer by those means, why, Almighty 
God, why hast Thou not already called him to Thee?’ 

So sincere was the accent in which that appeal to Death 
was raised, to such a point was hatred magnified by a real 
desire to save the Deity imperilled here below, that a great 
shudder swept through Pierre also. He now understood that 
Cardinal Boccanera, who religiously and passionately hated 
Leo XIII; he saw him in the depths of his black palace, 
waiting and watching for the Pope’s death, that death which 
as Camerlingo he must officially certify. How feverishly he 
must wait, how impatiently he must desire the advent of the 
hour, when with his little silver hammer he would deal the 
three symbolic taps on the skull of Leo XIII, while the 
latter lay cold and rigid on his bed surrounded by his ponti- 
fical Court. -Ah! to strike that wall of the brain, to make 
sure that nothing more would answer from within, that 
nothing beyond night and silence was left there. And the 
three calls would ring out: ‘Gioachino!  Gioachino! 
Gioachino!’ And, the corpse making no answer, the Camer- 
lingo after waiting for a few seconds would turn and say: 
‘ The Pope is dead !’ 

‘Conciliation, however, is the weapon of the times,’ re- 
marked Pierre, wishing to bring the Cardinal back to the 
present, ‘and it is in order to make sure of conquering that the 
Holy lather yields in matters of form.’ 
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~*He will not conquer, he will be conquered,’ cried 
Boccanera. ‘Never has the Church been victorious save in 
stubbornly clinging to its integrality, the immutable eternity 
of its divine essence. And-it would for a certainty fall on the 
day when it should allow a single stone of its edifice to be 
touched. Remember the terrible period through which it 
passed at the time of the Council of Trent. The Reforma- 
tion had just deeply shaken it, laxity of discipline and morals 
was everywhere increasing, there was a rising tide of novelties, 
ideas suggested by the spirit of evil, unhealthy projects born 
of the pride of man, running riot in full licence. And at the 
Council itself many members were disturbed, poisoned, ready 
to vote for the wildest changes, a fresh schism added to all 
the others.. Well, if Catholicism was saved at that critical 
period, under the threat of such great danger, it was because 
the majority, enlightened by God, maintained the old edifice 
intact, 16 was because with divinely inspired obstinacy it kept 
itself within the narrow limits of dogma, it was because it 
made no concession, none, whether in substance or in form! 
Nowadays the situation is certainly not worse than it was at 
the time of the Council of Trent. Let us suppose it to be 
much the same, and tell me if itis not nobler, braver, and safer 
for the Church to show the courage which she showed before 
and declare aloud what she is, what she has been, and what 
she will be. There is no salvation for her otherwise than in 
her complete, indisputable sovereignty; and since she has 
always conquered by non-surrender, all attempts to conciliate 
her with the century are tantamount to killing her!’ 

The Cardinal had again begunto walk to and fro with 
thoughtful step. ‘No, no,’ said he, ‘no compounding, no 
surrender, no weakness! Rather the wall of steel which bars 
the road, the block of granite which marks the limit of a 
world! As I told you, my dear son, on the day of your arrival, 
to try to accommodate Catholicism to the new times is to hasten 
its end, if really it be threatened, as atheists pretend. And in 
that way it would die basely and shamefully instead of dying 
erect, proud and dignified in its old glorious royalty! Ah! to 
die standing, denying nought of the past, braving the future 
and confessing one’s whole faith!’ 

That old man of seventy seemed to grow yet loftier as he 
spoke, free from all dread of final annihilation, and making 
the gesture of a hero who defies futurity. Faith had given 
him serenity of peace; he believed, he knew, he had neither 
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doubt nor fear of the morrow of death. Still his voice was 
tinged with haughty sadness as he resumed, ‘ God can do all, 
even destroy His own work should it seem evil in His eyes. 
But though all should crumble to-morrow, though the Holy 
Church should disappear among the ruins, though the most 
venerated sanctuaries should be crushed by the falling stars, 
it would still be necessary for us to bow and adore God, who 
after creating the world might thus annihilate it for His own 
glory. And I wait, submissive to His will, for nothing happens 
unless He wills it. If really the temples be shaken, if 
Catholicism be fated to fall to-morrow into dust, I shall be here 
to act as the minister of death, even as I have been the 
minister of life! It is certain, I confess it, that there are 
hours when terrible signs appear to me. Perhaps, indeed, the 
end of time is nigh, and we shall witness that fall of the old 
world with which others threaten us. The worthiest, the 
loftiest are struck down as if Heaven erred, and in them 
punished the crimes of the world. Have I not myself felt the 
blast from the abyss into which all must sink, since my house, 
for transgressions that I am ignorant of, has been stricken 
with that frightful bereavement which precipitates it into the 
gulf, which casts it back into night everlasting |’ 

He again evoked those two dear dead ones who were always 
present in his mind. Sobs were once more rising in his 
throat, his hands trembled, his lofty figure quivered with the 
last revolt of grief. Yes, if God had stricken him so severely 
by suppressing his race, if the greatest and most faithful were 
thus punished, it must be that the world was definitively con- 
demned. Did not the end of his house mean the approaching 
end of all? And in his sovereign pride as priest and as 
prince, he found a cry of supreme resignation, once more 
raising his hands on high: ‘ Almighty God, Thy will be done! 
May all die, all fall, all return to the night of chaos! I shall 
remain standing in this ruined palace, waiting to be buried 
beneath its fragments. And if Thy will doth summon me 
to bury Thy holy religion, be without fear, I shall do nothing 
unworthy to prolong its life for a few days! I will maintain 
it erect, like myself, as proud, as uncompromising as in the 
days of all its power. I will yield nothing, whether in dis- 
cipline, or in rite, or in dogma. And when the day shall come 
1 will bury it with myself, carrying it whole into the grave 
rather than yielding aught of it, encompassing it with my 
cold arms to restore it to Thee, even as Thou didst commit it 
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to the keeping of Thy Church. O mighty God and sovereign 
-Master dispose of me; make me, if such be Thy good pleasure, 
the pontiff of destruction, the pontiff of the death of the 
world |’ 

Pierre, who was thunderstruck, quivered with fear and 
admiration at the extraordinary vision this evoked: the last of 
the popes interring Catholicism. He understood that Bocca- 
nera must at times have made that dream; he could see him 
in the Vatican, in St. Peter’s, which the thunderbolts had 
riven asunder ; he could see him erect and alone in the spacious 
halls whence his terrified, cowardly pontifical Court had fled. 
Clad in his white cassock, thus wearing white mourning for 
the Church, he once more descended to the sanctuary, there 
to wait for heaven to fall on the evening of Time’s accomplish- 
ment and annihilate the earth. Thrice he raised the large 
crucifix, overthrown by the supreme convulsions of the soil. 
Then, when the final crack rent the steps apart, he caught it 
in his arms and was annihilated with it beneath the falling 
vaults. And nothing could be more instinct with fierce and 
kingly grandeur. : 

Voiceless, but without weakness, his lofty stature invincible 
and erect in spite of all, Cardinal Boccanera made a gesture 
dismissing Pierre, who yielding to his passion for truth and 
beauty found that he alone was great and right, and respect- 
fully kissed his hand. 

It was in the throne-room, with closed doors, at nightfall, 
after the visits had ceased, that the two bodies were laid in 
their coffin. The religious services had come to an end, and 
in the close silent atmosphere there only lingered the dying 
perfume of the roses and the warm odour of the candles. As 
the latter’s pale stars scarcely lighted the spacious room, some 
lamps had been brought, and servants held them in their 
hands like torches. According to custom, all the servants of 
the house were present to bid a last farewell to the departed. 

There was a little delay. Morano, who had been giving 
himself no end of trouble ever since morning, was forced to 
run off again as the triple coffin did not arrive. At last it 
came ; some servants brought it up, and then they were able to 
begin. The Cardinal and Donna Serafina stood side by side 
near the bed. Pierre also was present, as well as Don Vigilio. 
It was Victorine who sewed the lovers up in the white silk 
shroud, which seemed like a bridal robe, the gay pure robe of 
their union. Then two servants came forward and helped 
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Pierre and Don Vigilio to lay the bodies in the first coffin, of 
pine-wood lined with pink satin. It was scarcely broader 
than an ordinary coffin, so young and slim were the lovers 
and so tightly were they clasped in their last embrace. When 
they were stretched inside they there continued their eternal 
slumber, their heads half hidden by their odorous, mingling 
hair. And when this first coffin had been placed in the 
second one, a leaden shell, and the second had been enclosed 
in the third, of stout oak, and when the three lids had been 
soldered and screwed down, the lovers’ faces could still be seen 
through the circular opening, covered with thick glass, which 
in accordance with the Roman custom had been left in each of 
the coffins. And then, for ever parted from the living, alone 
together, they still gazed at one another with their eyes 
obstinately open, having all eternity before them wherein to 
exhaust their infinite love. 


XVI. 


On the following day, on his return from the funeral, Pierre 
lunched alone in his room, having decided to take leave of 
the Cardinal and Donna Serafina during the afternoon. He 
was quitting Rome that evening by the train which started at 
seventeen minutes past ten. There was nothing to detain 
him any longer ; there was only one visit which he desired to 
make, a visit to old Orlando, with whom he had promised to 
have a long chat prior to his departure. And soa little before 
two o’clock he sent for a cab which took him to the Via Venti 
Settembre. A fine rain had fallen all night, its moisture 
steeping the city in grey vapour; and though this rain had 
now ceased the sky remained very dark, and the huge new 
mansions of the Via Venti Settembre were quite livid, inter- 
minably mournful with their balconies ever of the same 
pattern and their regular and endless rows of windows. The 
Ministry of Finances, that colossal pile of masonry and 
sculpture, lcoked in particular like a dead town, a huge blood- 
less body whence all life had withdrawn. On the other hand, 
although all wasso gloomy, the rain had made the atmosphere 
milder; in fact it was almost warm, damply and feverishly 
warm. 

In the hall of Prada’s little palazzo Pierre was surprised 
to find four or five gentlemen taking off their overcoats; 
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however, he learnt from a servant that Count Luigi had a 
meeting that day with some contractors, As he, Pierre, 
wished to see the Count’s father he had only to ascend to the 
third floor, added the servant. He must knock at the little 
door on the right-hand side of the landing there. 

On the very first landing, however, the priest found him- 
self face to face with the young Count, who was there receiving 
the contractors, and who on recognising him became fright- 
fully pale. They had not met since the tragedy at the 
Boccanera mansion, and Pierre well realised how greatly his 
glance disturbed that man, what a troublesome recollection of 
moral complicity it evoked, and what mortal dread lest he 
should have guessed the truth. 

‘Have you come to see me? have you something to tell 
mo?’ the Count inquired. 

‘No, I am leaving Rome ; I have come to wish your father 
good-bye.’ 

Prada’s pallor increased at this, and his whole face 
quivered : ‘Ah! it is to see my father. Heis not very well, 
be gentle with him,’ he replied; and as he spoke, his look of 
anguish clearly proclaimed what he feared from Pierre, some 
imprudent word, perhaps even a final mission, the malediction 
of that man and woman whom he had killed. And surely, if 
his father new, he would die as well. ‘Ah! how annoying it 
is,’ he resumed, ‘I can’t go up with you! There are gentle- 
men waiting for me. Yes, how annoyed I am. As soon as 
possible, however, I will join you; yes, as soon as possible.’ 

He knew not how to stop the young priest, whom he must 
evidently allow to remain with his father, whilst he himself 
stayed down below, kept there by his pecuniary worries. But 
how distressful were the eyes with which he watched Pierre 
climb the stairs, how he seemed to supplicate him with his 
whole quivering form! His father, good Lord, the only true 
love, the one great, pure, faithful passion of his life ! 

‘Don’t make him talk too much ; brighten him, won't 
you?’ were his parting words. 

Up above it was not Battista, the devoted ex-soldier, who. 
opened the door, but a very young fellow to whom Pierre did 
not at first pay any attention. The little room was bare and 
light as on previous occasions, and from the broad curtainless 
window there was the superb view of Rome—Rome crushed 
that day beneath a leaden sky and steeped in shade of infinite 
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but still displayed the superb head of an old blanched lion, a 
powerful muzzle and youthful eyes, which yet sparkled with 
the passions which had growled in a soul of fire. Pierre found 
the stricken hero in the same arm-chair as previously, near 
the same table littered with newspapers, and with his legs 
buried in the same black wrapper, as if he were there ‘im- 
mobilised in a sheath of stone, to such a point that after 
months and years one was sure to perceive him quite un- 
changed, with living bust, and face glowing with strength and 
intelligence. 

That grey day, however, he seemed gloomy, low in spirits. 
‘Ah! so here you are, my dear Monsieur Froment,’ he 
exclaimed ; ‘I have been thinking of you these three days past, 
living the awful days which you must have lived in that tragic 
Palazzo Boccanera. Ah, God! What a frightful bereave- 
ment! My heart is quite overwhelmed; these newspapers 
have again just upset me with the fresh details they give!’ 
He pointed as he spoke to the papers scattered over the table. 
Then with a gesture he strove to brush aside the gloomy story, 
and banish that vision of Benedetta dead, which had been 
haunting him. ‘Well, and yourself?’ he inquired. 

‘I am leaving this evening,’ replied Pierre, ‘ but I did not 
wish to quit Rome without pressing your brave hands.’ 

‘You are leaving? But your book ?’ 

‘My book—I have been received by the Holy Father—I 
have made my submission and reprobated my book.’ 

Orlando looked fixedly at the priest. There was a short 
interval of silence, during which their eyes told one another all 
that they had to tell respecting the affair. Neither felt the 
necessity of any longer explanation. The old man merely 
spoke these concluding words: ‘ You have done well, your 
book was a chimera.’ 

‘Yes, a chimera, a piece of childishness, and I have con- 
demned it myself in the name of truth and reason.’ ‘ 

A smile appeared on the dolorous hps of the impotent 
hero, ‘Then you have seen things; you understand and 
lnow them now?’ 

‘Yes, I now them ; and that is why I did not wish to go 
off without having that frank conversation with you which we 
agreed upon.’ 

Orlando was delighted, but all at once he seemed to 
remember the young fellow who had opened the door to 
Pierre, and who had afterwards modestly resumed his seat on a 
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chairnear the window. This young fellow was a youth of twenty; 
still beardless, of a blonde handsomeness such as occasionally 
flowers at Naples, with long curly hair, a lily-like complexion, 
a rosy mouth, and soft eyes full of a dreamy languor. The 
old man presented him in fatherly fashion ; Angiolo Mascara 
his name was, and he was the grandson of an old comrade in 
arms, the epic Mascara of the Thousand, who had died like a 
hero, his body pierced by a hundred wounds. 

‘I sent for him to scold him,’ continued Orlando with a 
smile. ‘Do you know that this fine fellow with his girlish airs 
goes in for the new ideas? He is an Anarchist, one of the 
three or four dozen Anarchists that we have in Italy. He’s 
a ‘good little lad at bottom, he has only his mother left him, 
and supports her, thanks to the little berth which he holds, 
but which he’ll lose one of these fine days if he is not careful. 
Come, come, my child, you must promise me to be reasonable.’ 

Thereupon Angiolo, whose clean but well-worn garments 

bespoke decent poverty, made answer in a grave and musical 
voice: ‘I am reasonable; it is the others, all the others who 
are not. When all men are reasonable and desire truth and 
justice, the world will be happy.’ 
. ‘Ah! if you fancy that he’ll give way!’ cried Orlando. 
‘But, my poor child, just ask Monsieur l’Abbé if one ever 
knows where truth and justice are. Well, well, one must 
leave you the time to live, and see, and understand things.’ 

Then, paying no more attention to the young man, he 
returned to Pierre, while Angiolo, remaining very quiet in his 
corner, kept his eyes ardently fixed on them, and with open, 
quivering ears lost not a word they said. 

- ‘TI told you, my dear Monsieur Froment,’ resumed Orlando, 
‘that your ideas would change, and that acquaintance with 
Rome would bring you to accurate views far more readily than 
any fine speeches I could make to you. So I never doubted 
but what you would of your own free will withdraw. your 
book as soon as men and things should have enlightened you 
respecting the Vatican at the present day. . But let us leave the 
Vatican on one side; there is nothing to be done but to let it 
continue falling slowly and inevitably into ruin. Whatinterests 
me is our Italian Rome, which you treated as an element to be 
neglected, but which you have now seen and studied, so that 
we can:both speak of it with the necessary knowledge!’ 

- He thereupon at once granted a great many things; 
acknowledged that blunders had been committed, that the 
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finances were in a deplorable state, and that there were serious 
difficulties of all kinds. They, the Italians, had sinned by 
excess of legitimate pride ; they had proceeded too hastily with 
their attempt to improvise a great nation, to change ancient 
Rome into a great modern capital as by the mere touch of a 
wand. And thence had come that mania for erecting new 
districts, that mad speculation in land and shares, which 
had brought the country within a hair’s breadth of bank- 
ruptcy. 

i this Pierre gently interrupted him to tell him of the 
view which he himself had arrived at after his peregrinations 
and studies through Rome. ‘That fever of the first hour, 
that financial débâcle, said he, ‘is after all nothing. All 
pecuniary sores can be healed. But the grave point is that 
your Italy still remains to be created. There is no aristocracy 
left, and as yet there is no people, nothing but a devouring 
middle-class, dating from yesterday, which preys on the rich 
harvest of the future before it is ripe.’ 

Silence fell. Orlando sadly wagged his old leonine head. 
The cutting harshness of Pierre’s formula struck him in the 
heart. ‘Yes, yes,’ he said at last, ‘that is so; you have seen 
things plainly ; and why say no when facts are there, patent 
_ to everybody ? I myself had already spoken to you of that 

middle-class which hungers so ravenously for place and office, 
distinctions and plumes, and which at the same time is s0 
avaricious, so suspicious with regard to its money which it 
invests in banks, never risking it in agriculture or manufactures 
or commerce, having indeed the one desire to enjoy life with- 
out doing anything, and so unintelligent that it cannot see it 
is killing its country by its loathing for labour, its contempt 
for the poor, its one ambition to live in a petty way with the 
barren glory of belonging to some official administration. 
And, as you say, the aristocracy is dying, discrowned, ruined, 
sunk into the degeneracy which overtakes races towards their 
close, most of its members reduced to beggary, the others, 
the few who have clung to their money, crushed by heavy 
imposts, possessing nought but dead fortunes which constant 
sharing diminishes and which must soon disappear with the 
princes themselves. And then there is the people, which has 
suffered so much and suffers still, but is so used to suffering 
that it can seemingly conceive no idea of emerging from it, 
blind and deaf as it is, almost regretting its ancient bondage, 
and so ignorant, so abominably ignorant, which is the one 
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cause of its hopeless, morrowless misery, for it has not even 
the consolation of understanding that if we have conquered 
and are trying to resuscitate Rome and Italy in their ancient 
glory, it is for itself, the people, alone. Yes, yes, no aristo- 
cracy left, no people as yet, and a middle-class which really 
alarms one. How can one therefore help yielding at times to 
the terrors of the pessimists, who pretend that our misfortunes 
are ag yet nothing, that we are going forward to yet more 
awful catastrophes, as though, indeed, what we now behold 
were but the first symptoms of our race’s end, the premonitory 
signs of final annihilation ?’ 

As he spoke he raised his long quivering arms towards the 
window, towards the light, and Pierre, deeply moved, re- 
membered how Cardinal Boccanera on the previous day had 
made à similar gesture of suppliant distress when appealing 
to the divine power. And both men, Cardinal and patriot, so 
hostile in their beliefs, were instinct with the same fierce and 
despairing grandeur. 

‘ As I told you, however, on the first day,’ continued Orlando, 
‘we only sought to accomplish logical and inevitable things. 
As for Rome, with her past history of splendour and domina- 
tion which weighs so heavily upon us, we could not do other- 
wise than take her for capital, for she alone was the bond, the 
living symbol of our unity at the same time as the promise of 
eternity, the renewal offered to our great dream of resurrection 
and glory.’ 

He went on, recognising the disastrous conditions under 
which Rome laboured as a capital. She was a purely decorative 
city with exhausted soil, she had remained apart from modern 
life, she was unhealthy, she offered no possibility of commerce 
or industry, she wag invincibly preyed upon by death, standing 
as she did amidst that sterile desert of the Campagna. Then 
he compared her with the other cities which are jealous of her ; 
first Florence, which, however, has become so indifferent and 
so sceptical, impregnated with a happy heedlessness which 
seems inexplicable when one remembers the frantic passions, 
and the torrents of blood rolling through her history; next 
Naples, which yet remains content with her bright sun, and 
whose childish people enjoy their ignorance and wretchedness 
80 indolently that one knows not whether one ought to pity 
them ; next Venice, which has resigned herself to remaining 
a marvel of ancient art, which one ought to put under glass 
go ag to preserve her intact, slumbering amid the sovereign 
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pomp of her annals; next Genoa, which is absorbed in trade, 
still active and bustling, one of the last Queens of that 
Mediterranean, that insignificant lake which was once the 
opulent central sea, whose waters carried the wealth of the 
world; and then particularly Turin and Milan, those in- 
dustrial and commercial centres, which are so full of life and 
so modernised that tourists disdain them as not being ‘ Italian’ 
cities, both of them having saved themselves from ruin by 
entering into that Western evolution which is preparing the 
next century. Ah! that old land of Italy : ought one to leave 
it all as a dusty museum for the pleasure of artistic souls, leave 
it to crumble away, even as its little towns of Magna Gracia, 
Umbria, and Tuscany are already crumbling, like exquisite 
bibelots which one dares not repair for fear that one might 
spoil their character ? At all events there must either be death, 
death soon and inevitable, or else the pick of the demolisher, 
the tottering walls thrown to the ground, and cities of labour, 
science, and health created on all sides; in one-word, a new 
Italy really rising from the ashes of the old one, and adapted 
to the new civilisation into which humanity.is entering. -: 

‘However, why despair ?’ Orlando continued energetically, 
“Rome may weigh heavily on our shoulders, but she is none 
the less the summit we coveted. Weare here, and we shall 
stay here awaiting events. Even if the population does not 
increase, it at least remains stationary at a figure of some 
400,000 souls, and the movement of increase may set in again 
when the causes which stopped it shall have ceased. Our 
blunder was to think that Rome would become a Paris or 
Berlin; but, so far, all sorts of social, historical, even ethnical 
considerations seem opposed to it; yet who can tell what may 
be the surprises of to-morrow? Are we forbidden to hope, to 
put faith in the blood which courses in our veins, the blood 
of the old conquerors of the world ? I, who no longer stir from 
this room, impotent as I am, even I at times feel my madness 
come back, believe in the invincibility and immortality of 
Rome, and wait for the two millions of people who must come 
to populate those dolorous new districts which you have seen 
so empty and already falling into ruins! And certainly they 
willcome! Whynot? You will see, you willsee ; everything 
will be populated, and even more houses will have to be built. 
Moreover, can you call a nation poor when it possesses 
Lombardy? Is there not also inexhaustible wealth in our 
southern provinces ? Let peace settle down, let the South and 
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the North mingle together, and a new generation of workers 
grow up. Since we have the soil, such a fertile soil, the great 
harvest which is awaited will surely some day sprout and ripen 
under the burning sun!’ 

‘Enthusiasm was upbuoying him, all the furia of youth 
inflamed his eyes. Pierre smiled, won over; and as soon as 
he was able to speak, he said: ‘ The problem must be tackled 
down below, among the people. You must make men!’ 

‘Exactly!’ cried Orlando. ‘I don’t cease repeating it, 
one must make Italy. It is as if a wind from the East had 
blown the seed of humanity, the seed which makes vigorous 
and powerful nations, elsewhere. Our people is not like yours 
in France, a reservoir of men and money from which one can 
draw as plentifully as one pleases. It is such another inex- 
haustible reservoir that I wish to see created among us. And 
one must begin at the bottom. There must be schools every- 
where, ignorance must be stamped out, brutishness and 
idleness must be fought with books, intellectual and moral 
instruction must give us the industrious people which we need 
if we are not to disappear from among tho great nations. 
And once again for whom, if not for the democracy of to- 
morrow, have we worked in taking possession of Rome? And 
how easily one can understand that all should collapse here, 
and nothing grow up. vigorously since such a democracy is 
absolutely absent ! : Yes, yes, the solution of the problem does 
not lie elsewhere; we must make a people, make an Italian 
democracy.’ ee ok 

Pierre had grown calm again, feeling somewhat anxious, 
yet not daring to say that it is by no means easy to modify a 
nation, that Italy is such as soil, history, and race have made 
her, and that to seek to transform her so radically and all at 
once might be a dangerous enterprise. Do not nations like 
beings have an active youth, a resplendent prime, and a more 
or less prolonged old age ending in death? A modern 
democratic Rome, good heavens.!. The modern Romes ara 
named Paris, London, Chicago. So he contented himself 
with saying: ‘But pending this great renovation of the 
people, don’t you think that you ought to be prudent? Your 
finances are in such a bad condition, you are passing through 
such great social and economic difficulties, that .you run the 
risk of the worst cafastrophes before you secure either men 
or money. Ah! how prudent. would that minister be who 
should say in your Chambers: “Our pride has made a 


554 ROME 


mistake ; is was wrong of us to try to make ourselves a great 
nation in one day; more time, labour, and patience are 
needed ; and we consent to remain for the present a young 
nation, which will quietly reflect and labour at self-formation, 
without, for a long time yet, seeking to play a dominant part. 
So we intend to disarm, to strike out the war and naval 
estimates, all the estimates intended for display abroad, in 
order to devote ourselves to our internal prosperity, and to 
build up by education, physically and morally, the great 
nation which we swear we will be fifty years hence!’ Yes, 
yes, strike out all needless expenditure ; your salvation lies in 
that!’ 

But Orlando, while listening, had become gloomy again, 
and with a vague, weary gesture he replied in an undertone : 
“No, no; the minister who should use such language would 
be hooted. It would be too hard a confession, such as one 
cannot ask a nation to make. Every heart would bound, leap 
forth at the idea. And, besides, would not the danger 
perhaps be even greater if all that has been done were 
allowed to crumble? How many wrecked hopes, how much 
discarded, useless material there would be! No, we can now 
only save ourselves by patience and courage—and forward, 
ever forward! We are a very young nation, and in fifty 
years we desired to effect the unity which others have required 
two hundred years to arrive at. Well, we must pay for our 
haste, we must wait for the harvest to ripen, and fill our 
barns.’ Then, with another and more sweeping wave of 
the arm, he stubbornly strengthened himself in- his hopes. 
‘ You know,’ said he, ‘that I was always against the alliance 
with Germany. As I predicted, it has ruined us. We were 
not big enough to march side by side with such a wealthy and 
powerful person; and it is in view of a war, always near at 
hand and inevitable, that we now suffer so cruelly from having 
to support the budgets of a great nation. Ah! that war 
which has never come, it is that which has exhausted the 
best part of our blood and sap and money without the 
slightest profit. To-day we have nothing before us but the 
necessity of breaking with our ally, who speculated on our 
pride, who has never helped us in any way, who has never 
given us anything but bad advice, and treated us otherwise 
than with suspicion. But it wag all inevitable, and that’s 
what people won’t admit in France. I can speak freely of it 
all, for I am a declared friend of France, and people even 
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feel some spite against me on that account. However, 
explain to your compatriots, that on the morrow of our 
conquest of Rome, in our frantic desire to resume our ancient 
rank, it was absolutely necessary that we should play our part 
in Europe and show that we were a power with whom the 
others must henceforth count. And hesitation was not 
allowable, all our interests impelled us toward Germany, the 
evidence was so blinding as to impose itself. The stern law 
of the struggle for life weighs as heavily on nations as on 
individuals, and this it is which explains and justifies the 
rupture between the two sisters, France and Italy, the forget- 
ting of so many ties, race, commercial intercourse and, if you 
like, services also. The two sisters, ah! they now pursue 
each other with so much hatred that all common-sense even 
seems at an end. My poor old heart bleeds when I read the 
articles which your newspapers and ours exchange like 
poisoned darts. When will this fratricidal massacre cease ? 
which of the two will first realise the necessity of peace, the 
necessity of the alliance of the Latin races, if they are to 
remain alive amidst those torrents of other races which more 
and more invade the world?’ Then gaily, with the bonhomie 
of a hero disarmed by old age, and seeking a refuge in his 
dreams, Orlando added: ‘Come, you must promise to help 
me as soon as you are in Paris. However small your field of 
action may be, promise me you will do all you can to promote 
peace between France and Italy; there can be no more holy 
task. Relate all you have seen here, all you have heard—oh ! 
as frankly as possible. If we have faults, you certainly 
have faults ag well. And, come, family quarrels can’t last for 
ever!’ 

‘No doubt,’ Pierre answered in some embarrassment. 
‘Unfortunately they are the most tenacious. In families, 
when blood becomes exasperated with blood, hate goes as 
ia as poison and the knife. And pardon becomes impos- 
sible,’ 

He dared not fully express his thoughts. Since he had 
been in Rome, listening, and considering things, the quarrel 
between Italy and France had resumed itself in his mind in 
a fine tragic story. Once upon a time there were two 
princesses, daughters of a powerful queen, the mistress of the 
world. The elder one, who had inherited her mother’s 
kingdom, was secretly grieved to see her sister, who had 
established herself in a neighbouring land, gradually increase 
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in wealth, strength, and brilliancy, whilst she herself declined 
as if weakened by age, dismembered, so exhausted, and so 
sore, that she already felt defeated on the day when she 
attempted a supreme effort to regain universal power. And 
so how bitter were her feelings, how hurt she always felt on 
seeing her sister recover from the most frightful shocks, 
resume her dazzling gala, and continue to reign over the 
world by dint of strength and grace and wit. Never would 
she forgive it, however well that envied and detested sister 
might act towards her. Therein lay an incurable wound, the 
life of one poisoned by that of the other, the hatred of old 
blood for young blood, which could only be quieted by death.. 
And even if peace, as was possible, should soon be restored 
between them in presence of the younger sister’s evident 
triumph, the other would always harbour deep within her 
heart an endless grief at being the elder yet the vassal. 

' ‘However, you may rely on me,’ Pierre affectionately 
resumed. ‘This quarrel between the two countries is cer- 
tainly a great source of grief and a great peril. And assuredly 
I will only say what I think to be the truth about you. At 
the same time I fear that you hardly like the truth, for tem- 
perament and custom have hardly prepared you forit. The 
poets of every nation who. at various times have written on 
Rome have intoxicated you with so much praise that you are 
scarcely fitted to hear the real truth about your Rome of to- 
day. No matter how superb a share of praise one may accord 
you, one must all the same look at the reality of things ; and 
this reality is just what you won’t.admit, lovers of the beauti- 
ful as you ever are, susceptible too like women, whom the 
slightest hint of a wrinkle sends into despair.’ 

Orlando began to laugh. ‘Well, certainly, one must 
always beautify things a litile,’ said he. ‘ Why speak of ugly 
faces at all?: We in our theatres only care for pretty music, 
pretty dancing, pretty pieces which please one. As for the 
nek oo is disagreeable let us hide it, for mercy’s 
sake!” ne 

‘On the other hand,’ the priest continued, ‘I will cheerfully 
confess the great error of my book. The Italian Rome which 
I neglected and sacrificed to papal Rome not only exists but 
is already so powerful and triumphant that it is surely the 
other one which is bound to disappear in course of time. 
However much the Pope may strive to remain immutable 
within his Vatican, a steady evolution goes on around him, 
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and the black world, by mingling with the white, has already 
become a grey world. I never realised that more acutely 
than at the féte given by Prince Buongiovanni for the 
‘betrothal of his daughter to your grand-nephew. I came 
away quite enchanted, won over to the cause of your resur- 
rection.’ | 

- The old man’s eyes sparkled. ‘Ah! you were present?’ 
said he,’ ‘and you witnessed a never-to-be-forgotten scene, did 
you not, and you no longer doubt our vitality, our growth into 
a great people when the difficulties of to-day are overcome ? 
‘What does a quarter of a century, what does even a century 
matter ? ‘Italy will again rise to her old glory, as soon as the 
great people of to-morrow shall have sprung from the soil. 
And if I detest that man Sacco it is because to my mind heis 
the incarnation of all the enjoyers and intriguers whose appe- 
tite for the spoils of our conquest has retarded everything. 
But I live again in my dear grand-nephew Attilio, who repre- 
sents the future, the generation of brave and worthy men who 
will purify and educate the country. Ah! may some of the 
‘great ones of to-morrow spring from him and that adorable 
little Princess Celia, whom my niece Stefana, a sensible woman 
at bottom, brought to see me the other day. If you had seen 
that child fling her arms about me, call me endearing names, 
and tell me that I should be godfather to her first son, so that 
he might bear my name and once again save Italy. Yes, yes, 
may peace be concluded around that coming cradle; may the 
union of those dear children be the indissoluble marriage of 
Rome and the whole nation, and may all be repaired, and all 
blossom anew in their love!’ 

Tears came to his eyes, and Pierre, touched by his inextin- 
guishable patriotism, sought to please him. ‘I myself,’ said 
he, ‘ expressed to your son much the same wish on the evening 
of the betrothal fête, when I told him I trusted that their nup- 
tials might be definitive and fruitful, and that from them 
and all the others there might arise the great nation which, 
now ua I begin to know you, I hope you will soon be- 
come |? 

‘You said that!’ exclaimed Orlando. ‘ Well, I forgive 
your book, for you have understood at last ; and new Rome, 
there she is, the Rome which is ours, which we wish to make 
worthy of her glorious past, and for the third time the queen 
of the world.’ à? 

With one of those broad gestures into which he put all 
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his remaining life, he pointed to the curtainless window where 
Rome spread out in solemn majesty from one horizon to the 
other. But suddenly he turned his head, and in a fit of 
paternal indignation began to apostrophise young Angiolo 
Mascara. ‘You young rascal!’ said he, ‘it’s our Rome which 
you dream of destroying with your bombs, which you talk of 
razing like a rotten, tottering house, so as to rid the world of 
it for ever!’ . | 

Angiolo had hitherto remained silent, passionately listen- 
ing to the others. His pretty, girlish, beardless face reflected 
the slightest emotion in sudden flushes; and his big blue eyes 
also had glowed on hearing what had been said of the people, 
the new people which it was necessary to create. ‘Yes!’ he 
slowly replied in his pure and musical voice, ‘we mean to 
raze it and not leave a stone of it, but raze it in order to build 
it up again.’ 

Orlando interrupted him with a soft bantering laugh: 

“Oh! you would build it up again; that’s fortunate!’ he 
said. 
‘I would build it up again,’ the young man replied, in 
the trembling voice of an inspired prophet. ‘I would build 
it up again—oh, so vast, so beautiful and so noble! Will not 
the universal democracy of to-morrow, humanity when it is 
at last freed, need an unique city, which shall be the ark of 
alliance, the very centre of the world? And is not Rome 
designated, Rome which the prophecies have marked as eternal 
and immortal, where the destinies of the nations are to be 
accomplished ? But in order that it may become the final 
definitive sanctuary, the capital of the destroyed kingdoms, 
where the wise men of all countries shall meet once every 
year, one must first of all purify it by fire, leave nothing of its 
old stains remaining. Then, when the sun shall have absorbed 
all the pestilence of the old soil, we will rebuild the city ten 
times more beautiful and ten times larger than it has ever 
been. And what a city of truth and justice it will at last be, 
the Rome that has been announced and awaited for three 
thousand years, all in gold and all in marble, filling the Cam- 
pagna from the sea to the Sabine and the Alban mountains, 
and so prosperous and s0 sensible that its twenty millions of 
inhabitants, after regulating the law of labour, will live with 
the unique joy of being. Yes, yes, Rome the Mother, Rome 
the Queen, alone on the face of the earth and for all 
eternity |” = 
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Pierre listened to him, aghast. What! did the blood of 
Augustus go to such @ point as this? The popes had not 
become masters of Rome without feeling impelled to rebuild 
it in their passion to rule over the world; young Italy, like- 
wise yielding to the hereditary madness of universal domina- 
tion, had in its turn sought to make the city larger than any 
other, erecting whole districts for people who had never come, 
and now even the anarchists were possessed by the same 
stubborn dream of the race, a dream beyond all measure this 
time, a fourth and monstrous Rome, whose suburbs would 
invade continents in order that liberated humanity, united in 
one family, might find sufficient lodging! This was the 
climax. Never could more extravagant proof be given of the 
blood of pride and sovereignty which had scorched the veins 
of that race ever since Augustus had bequeathed it tha 
inheritance of his absolute empire, with the furious instinct 
that the world legally -belonged to it, and that its mission 
was to conquer it again. This idea had intoxicated all the 
children of that historic soil, impelling all of them to make 
their city The City, the one which had reigned and which 
would reign again in splendour when the days predicted by 
the oracles should arrive. And Pierre remembered the four 
fatidical letters, the S.P.Q.R. of old and glorious Rome, 
which like an order of final iriumph given to destiny he had 
everywhere found in present-day Rome, on all the walls, on 
all the insignia, even on the municipal dust-carts! And he 
understood the prodigious vanity of these people, haunted by 
the glory of their ancestors, spell-bound by the past of their 
city, declaring that she contains everything, that they them- 
selves cannot know her thoroughly, that she is the sphinx who 
will some day explain the riddle of the universe, that she ig 
so great and noble that all within her acquires increase of 
greatness and nobility, in such wise that they demand for her 
the idolatrous respect of the entire world, so vivacious in 
their minds is the illusive legend which clings to her, so 
incapable are they of realising that what was once great may 
be so no longer. 

‘Bui I know your fourth Rome,’ resumed Orlando, again 
enlivened. ‘It’s the Rome of the people, the capital of the 
Universal Republic, which Mazzini dreamt of. Only he left 
the pope in it. Do you know, my lad, that if we old 
Republicans rallied to the monarchy, it was because we 
feared that in the event of revolution the country might fall 
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into the hands of dangerous madmen such as those who have 
upset your brain? Yes, that was why we resigned ourselves 
to our monarchy, which is not much different from a parlia- 
mentary republic: And now, good-bye and be sensible; 
remember that your poor mother would die of it if any 
‘misfortune should befall you. Come, leb me embrace you all 
the same.’ - Ar 

On receiving the hero’s affectionate kiss Angiolo coloured 
like a girl Then he went off with his gentle, dreamy air, 
never adding a word, but politely inclining his head to the 
priest. Silence continued till Orlando’s eyes encountered the 
newspapers scattered on the table, when he once more spoke 
of the terrible bereavement of the Boccaneras. He had loved 
Benedetta like a dear daughter during the sad days when she 
had dwelt near him ; and finding the newspaper accounts of 
her death somewhat singular, worried in fact. by the obscure 
points which he could divine in the tragedy, he was asking 
Pierre for particulars, when his son Luigi suddenly entered. 
the room, breathless from having climbed the stairs so 
quickly and with his face full of anxious fear. He had.just 
dismissed his contractors with impatient roughness, giving 
no thought to his serious financial position, the jeopardy in 
which his fortune was now placed, so anxious was he to be 
up above beside his father. And when he was there his first 
uneasy glance was for the old man, to make sure whether 
the priest by some imprudent word had not dealt him his 
death blow. 

He shuddered on noticing how Orlando quivered, moved 
to tears by the terrible affair of which he was speaking; and 
for a moment he thought he had arrived too late, that the 
harm was done. ‘Good heavens, father!’ he exclaimed, 
‘what is the matter with you, why are you crying?’ And 
as he spoke he knelt at the old man’s feet, taking hold of his 
hands and giving him such a passionate loving glance that he 
seemed to be offering all the blood of his heart to spare him 
the slighiest grief. 

‘It is about the death of that poor woman,’ Orlando sadly 
answered, ‘I was telling Monsieur Froment how it grieved 
me, and I added that I could not yet understand it all, The- 
papers talk of a sudden death which is always so extra- 
ordinary.’ 

The young Count rose again, looking very pale. The 
priest had not yet spoken. But what a frightful moment 
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was this! What if he should reply, what if he should speak 
out ? 

‘You were present, were you not ?’ continued the old man, 

addressing Pierre. ‘Yousaw everything. Tell me, then, how 
the thing happened.’ 
“ Luigi Prada looked at Pierre. Their eyes met fixedly, 
plunging into one another’s souls, All began afresh in their 
minds, Destiny on the march, Santobono encountered with 
his little basket, the drive across the melancholy Campagna, 
the conversation about poison while the little basket was 
gently rocked on the priest’s knees; then, in particular, the 
sleepy osteri4, and the little black hen, so suddenly killed, 
lying on the ground with a tiny streamlet of violet blood 
trickling from her beak. And next there was that splendid 
ball at the Buongiovanni mansion, with allits odore di femina 
and its triumph of love: and finally, before the Palazzo 
Boccanera, so’ black under the silvery moon, there was the 
man who lighted a cigar and went off without once turning 
his head, allowing dim Destiny to accomplish its work of death. 
Both of them, Pierre and Prada, knew that story and lived 
it over again, having no need to recall it aloud in order to 
make certain that they had fully penetrated one another’s 
soul, 

Pierre did not immediately answer the old man. ‘Oh!’ 
he murmured at last, ‘ there were frightful things, yes, frightful 
things.’ 

‘No doubt—that is what I suspected,’ resumed Orlando. 
‘You can tell us all. In presence of death my son has freely 
forgiven.’ 

The young Count’s gaze again sought that of Pierre with 
such weight, such ardent entreaty that the priest felt deeply 
stirred. He had just remembered that man’s anguish during 
the ball, the atrocious torture of jealousy which he had under- 
gone before allowing Destiny to avenge him. And he pictured 
also what must have been his feelings after the terrible out- 
come of it all: at first stupefaction at Destiny’s harshness, at 
this full vengeance which he had never desired so ferocious; 
then icy calmness like that of the cool gambler who awaits 
events, reading the newspapers, and feéling no other remorse 
than that of the general whose victory has cost him too many 
men. He must have immediately realised that the Cardinal 
would stifle the affair for the sake of the Church’s honour; 
and only retained one weight on his heart, regret possibly for 
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that woman whom he had never won, with perhaps a last 
horrible jealousy which he did not confess to himself, but from 
which he would always suffer, jealousy at knowing that she 
lay in another’s arms in the grave, for ail eternity. But 
behold, after that victorious effort to remain calm, after that 
cold and remorseless waiting, Punishment arose, the fear that 
Destiny, travelling on with its poisoned figs, might have not yet 
ceased its march, and might by a rebound strike down his 
own father. Yet another thunderbolt, yet another victim, 
the most unexpected, the being he most adored! At that 
thought all his strength of resistance had in one moment 
collapsed, and he was thére, in terror of Destiny, more at a 
loss, more trembling than a child. 

‘ The newspapers, however,’ slowly said Pierre as if he were 
seeking his words, ‘the newspapers must have told you that 
the Prince succumbed first, and that the Contessina died of 
grief whilst embracing him for the last time. . . . As for the 
cause of death, mon Dieu, you know that doctors themselves in 
sudden cases scarcely dare to pronounce an exact opinion ‘ 

He stopped short, for within him he had suddenly heard 
the voice of Benedetta giving him, just before she died, that 
terrible order: ‘ You, who will see his father, I charge you to 
tell him that I cursed his son. I wish that he should know, 
it is necessary that he should know, for the sake of truth and 
justice. And was he, O Lord, about to obey that order ? 
was it one of those divine commands which must be executed 
even if the result be a torrent of blood and tears? For a few 
seconds Pierre suffered from a heartrending combat within 
him, hesitating between the act of truth and justice which the 
dead woman had called for and his own personal desire for 
forgiveness, and the horror he would feel should he kill that 
poor old man by fulfilling his implacable mission which could 
benefit nobody. And certainly the other one, the son, must 
have understood what a supreme struggle was going on in the 
priest’s mind, a struggle which would decide his own father’s 
fate, for his glance became yet more suppliant than ever. 

‘One first thought that it was merely indigestion,’ con- 
tinued Pierre, ‘but the Prince became so much worse, that 
one was alarmed, and the doctor was sent for —— ? 

Ah! Prada’s eyes, they had become so despairing, so full 
of the most touching and weiglitiest things, that the priest 
could read in them all the decisive reasons which were about to 
stay histongue, No, no, he would notstrike an innocent old 
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man; he had promised nothing, and to obey the last expression 
of the dead woman’s hatred would have seemed to him like 
charging her memory with a crime. The young Count, too, 
during those few minutes of anguish, had suffered a whole life 
of such abominable torture, that after all some little justice 
was done. 

‘ And then,’ Pierre concluded, ‘ when the doctor arrived he 
at once recognised that it was a case of infectious fever. There 
can be no doubt of it. This morning I attended the funeral ; 
it was very splendid and very touching.’ 

Orlando did not insist, but contented himself with saying 
that he also had felt much emotion all the morning on think- 
ing of that funeral. Then, as he turned to set the papers on 
the table in order with his trembling hands, his son, icy cold 
with perspiration, staggering and clinging to the back of a 
chair in order that he might not fall, again gave Pierre a long 
glance, but a very soft one, full of distracted gratitude. 

‘I am leaving this evening,’ resumed Pierre, who felt 
exhausted and wished to break off the conversation, ‘and I 
must now bid you farewell. Have you any commission to give 
me for Paris ?’ 

‘No, none,’ replied Orlando; and then, with sudden recol- 
lection, he, added, ‘ Yes, I have though! You remember 
that book written by my old comrade-in-arms, Théôphile 
Morin, one of Garibaldi’s Thousand—that manual for the 
bachelor’s degree which he desired to see translated and 
adopted here? Well, I am pleased to say that I have a promise 
that it shall be used in our schools, but on condition that he 
makes some alterations in it. Luigi, give me the book; it is 
there on that shelf,’ | 

Then, when his son had handed him the volume, he 
showed Pierre some notes which he had pencilled on the 
margins, and explained to him the modifications which were 
desired in the general scheme of the work. ‘ Will you be 
kind enough,’ he continued, ‘ to take this copy to Morin him- 
self? His address is written inside the cover. If you can 
do so you will spare me the trouble of writing him a very 
long letter; in ten minutes you can explain matters to him 
more clearly and completely than I could do in tenpages.... 
And you must embrace Morin for me, and tell him that I still 
love him—oh! with all my heart of the bygone days, when I 
could still use my legs and we two fought like devils side by 
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A short silence followed—that pause, that embarrassment 
tinged with emotion which precedes the moment of farewell. 
‘ Come, good-bye,’ said Orlando ; ‘embrace me for him and for 
yourself, embrace me affectionately like that lad did just 
now. I am so old and so near my end, my dear Monsieur 
Froment, that you will allow me to call you my child and 
to kiss you like a grandfather, wishing you all courage and 
peace, and that faith in life which alone helps one to live.’ 

Pierre was so touched that tears rose to his eyes, and when 

with all his soul he kissed the stricken hero on either cheek, 
he felt that he likewise was weeping. With a hand yet as 
vigorous as a vice, Orlando detained him for a moment beside 
his armchair, whilst with his other hand waving in a supreme 
gesture, he for the last time showed him Rome, so immense 
and mournful under the ashen sky. And his voice came low, 
quivering and suppliant. ‘For mercy’s sake swear to me that 
you will love her all the same, in spite of all, for she is the 
cradle, the mother! Love her for all that she no longer is, 
love her for all that she desires to be! Do not say that her 
end has come; love her, love her so that she may live again, 
that she may live for ever!’ 
_ Pierre again embraced him, unable to find any other 
response, upset as he was by all the passion displayed by that 
old warrior, who spoke of his city as a man of thirty might 
speak of the woman he adores. And he found him so hand- 
some and so lofty with his old blanched, leonine mane and 
his stubborn belief in approaching resurrection, that once 
more the other old Roman, Cardinal Boccanera, arose before 
him, equally stubborn in his faith and relinquishing nought 
of his dream, even thongh he might be crushed on the spot 
by the fall of the heavens. These twain ever stood face to 
face, at either end of their city, alone rearing their lofty figures 
above the horizon, whilst awaiting the future. 

Then, when Pierre had bowed to Count Luigi, and found 
himself outside again in the Via Venti Settembre, he was all 
eagerness to get back to the Boccanera mansion so as to pack 
up his things and depart. His farewell visits were made, and 
he now only had to take leave of Donna Serafina and the 
Cardinal, and to thank them for all their kind hospitality. 
For him alone did their doors open, for they had shut them- 
selves up on returning from the funeral, resolved to see 
nobody. At twilight, therefore, Pierre had no one but 
Victorine to keep him company in the vast, black mansion ; for 
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when he expressed a desire to take supper with Don Vigilia 
she told him that the latter had also shut himself in his room. 
Desirous as he was of at least shaking hands with the secretary 
for the last time, Pierre went to knock at the door, which was 
so near his own, but could obtain no reply, and divined that 
the poor fellow, overcome by a fresh attack of fever and 
suspicion, desired not to see him again, in terror at the idea 
that he might compromise himself yet more than he had done 
already. Thereupon it was settled that, as the train only 
started at seventeen minutes past ten, Victorine should serve 
Pierre his supper on the little table in his sitting-room at 
eight o’clock. She brought him a lamp and spoke of putting 
his linen in order; but he absolutely declined her help, and 
she had to leave him to pack up quietly by himself. 

He had purchased a little box, since his valise could not 
possibly hold all the linen and winter clothing which had 
been sent to him from Paris as his stay in Rome became more 
and more protracted. However, the packing was soon accom- 
plished; the wardrobe was emptied, the drawers were visited, 
ee box and valise filled and securely locked by seven o’clock. 

hour remained to him before supper, and he sat there 
resting, when his eyes, whilst travelling round the walls to 
make sure that he had forgotten nothing, encountered: that 
old painting by some unknown master, which had so often 
filled him with emotion. The lamplight now shone full upon 
it; and this time again as he gazed at it he felt a blow in the 
heart, a blow which was all the deeper, as now, at this parting 
hour, he found a symbol of his defeat at Rome in that Gléht, 
tragic, half-naked woman, draped in a shred of linen, and 
weeping between her clasped hands whilst seated on the 
threshold of the palace whence she had been driven. Did not 
that rejected one, that stubborn victim of love, who sobbed so 
bitterly, and of whom one knew nothing, neither what her 
face was like, nor whence she had come, nor what her fault 
had been—did she not personify all man’s useless efforts to 
force the doors of truth, and all the frightful abandonment 
into which he falls as soon as he collides with the wall which 
shuts the unknown off from him? For a long while did 
Pierre look at her, again worried at being obliged to depart 
without having seen her face behind her streaming golden 
hair—that face of dolorous beauty which he pictured radiant 
with youth and delicious in its mystery. And as he gazed he 
was just fancying that he could see it, that it was becoming 
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his at last, when there was a knock at the door and Narcisse 
Habert entered. | 

Pierre was Surprised to see the young attaché, for three 
days previously he had started for Florence, impelled thither 
by one of the sudden whims of his artistic fancy. However, 
he at once apologised for his unceremonious intrusion. ‘Ah| 
there is your luggage!’ he said ; ‘TI heard that you were going 
away this evening, and I was unwilling to let you leave Rome 
without coming to shake hands with you. But what frightful 
things have happened since we met! I only returned this 
afternoon, so that I could not attend the funeral. However, 
you may well imagine how thunderstruck I was by the news 
of those frightful deaths.’ 

Then, suspecting some unacknowledged tragedy, like a 
man well acquainted with the legendary dark side of Rome, 
he put some questions to Pierre, but did not insist on them, 
being at bottom far too prudent to burden himself uselessly 
with redoubtable secrets. And after Pierre had given him 
such particulars as he thought fit, the conversation changed 
and they spoke at length of Italy, Rome, Naples and Florence. 
‘Ah! Florence, Florence!’ Narcisse repeated languorously. 
He had lighted a cigarette, and his words fell more slowly as 
he glanced round the room. ‘You were very well lodged 
here,’ he said; ‘it is very quiet. I had never come up to 
this floor before.’ | 

His eyes continued wandering over the walls until they 
were at last arrested by the old painting which the lamp 
illumined, and thereupon he remained for a moment blinking 
as if surprised. And all at once ke rose and approached the 
picture. ‘Dear me! dear me!’ said he, ‘ but that’s very 
good, that’s very fine!’ 

‘Isn’tit ?’ rejoined Pierre. ‘I know nothing about painting, 
but I was stirred by that picture on the very day of my 
arrival, and over and over again it-has kept me here with my 
part beating and full of indescribable feelings.’ 

Narcisse no longer spoke, but examined the painting with 
the care of a connoisseur, an expert, whose keen glance 
decides the question of authenticity, and appraises commercial 
value. And the most extraordinary delight appeared upon 
the young man’s fair, rapturous face, whilst his fingers began 
to quiver. ‘ Butit’s a Botticelli, it’s a Botticelli! There can 
bo no doubt about it,’ he exclaimed. ‘ Just look at the hands, 
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and look at the folds of the drapery! And the colour of the 
hair, and the technique, the flow of the whole composition. 
A Botticelli, ah! mon Dieu, a Botticelli! ’ ; 

“He became quite faint, overflowing ‘with increasing ad- 
miration as he penetrated more and more deeply into the 
subject, at once so simple and so poignant. Was it not 
acutely modern? The artist had foreseen our pain-fraught 
century, our anxiety in presence of the invisible, our distress. 
at being unable to cross the portal of mystery which was for 
ever closed. And what an eternal symbol of the world’s 
wretchedness was that woman, whose face one could not see, 
and who sobbed so distractedly without it being possible for 
one to wipe away her tears! Yes, a Botticelli, unknown, 
uncatalogued : what a discovery! Then he paused to inquire 
of Pierre : ‘ Did you know it was a Botticelli?’ 

‘Oh no! I spoke to Don Vigilio about it one day, but he 
seemed to think it of no account. And Victorine, when I 
spoke to her, replied that all those old things only served to 
harbour dust.’ 

Narcisse protested, quite stupefied: ‘What! they have a 
Botticelli here and don’t know it! Ah! how well I recognise 
in that the Roman princes who, unless their masterpieces have 
been Iabglled, are for the most part utterly at sea among 
them! No doubt this one has suffered a little, but a simple 
cleaning would make a marvel,'a famous picture of it, for 
which a museum would at least give—— 

He abruptly stopped, completing his sentence with a wave 
of the hand, and not mentioning the figure which was on his 
lips. And then, as Victorine came in, followed by Giacomo, to 
lay the little table for Pierre’s supper, he turned his back 
upon the Botticelli and said no more about it. The young 
priest’s attention was aroused, however, and he could well 
divine what was passing in the other’s mind. Under that 
make-believe Florentine, all angelicalness, there was an ex- 
perienced business man, who well knew how to look after his 
pecuniary interests and was even reported to be somewhat 
avaricious. Pierre, who was aware of it, could not help smiling 
therefore when he saw him take his stand before another 
picture—a frightful Virgin, badly copied from some eighteenth 
century canvas—and exclaim: ‘Dear me! that’s not at all 
bad! I've a friend, I remember, who asked me to buy him 
some old paintings. I say, Victorine, now that Donna Serafina 
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and the Cardinal are left alone, do you think they would like 
to rid themselves of a few valueless pictures?’ 

The servant raised her arms as if to say that if it depended 
on her, everything might be carried away. Then she replied : 
‘Not to a dealer, sir, on account of the nasty rumours which 
would at once spread about, but I’m sure they would be happy 
to please a friend. The house costs a lot to keep up, and 
money would be welcome. . : 

Pierre then vainly endeavoured to persuade Narcisse to 
stay and sup with him, but the young man gave his word of 
honour that he was expected elsewhere and was even late. 
And forthwith he ran off, after pressing the priest’s hands 
and affectionately wishing him a good journey. 

Eight o’clock was striking, and Pierre seated himself at 
the little table, Victorine remaining to serve him after dis- 
missing Giacomo, who had brought the supper things up- 
stairs in a basket. ‘The people here make me wild,’ said the 
worthy woman after the other had gone, ‘they are so slow. 
And besides, it’s a pleasure for me to serve you your last 
meal, Monsieur l'Abbé. I’ve had a little French dinner 
cooked for you, a sole au gratin and a roast fowl.’ 

Pierre was touched by this attention, and pleased to have 
the company of a compatriot whilst he partook of his final 
meal amidst the deep silence of the old, black, deserted 
mansion. The buxom figure of Victorine was still instinct 
with mourning, with grief for the loss of her dear Contessina, 
but her daily toil was already setting her erect again, 
restoring her quick activity ; and she spoke almost cheerfully 
whilst passing plates and dishes to Pierre. ‘And to think, 
Monsieur l'Abbé,’ said she, ‘that you’ll be in Paris on the 
morning of the day after to-morrow! As for me, you know, 
it seems as if I only left Auneau yesterday. Ah! what fine 
soil there is there; rich soil, yellow like gold, not like their 
poor stuff here which smells of sulphur! And the pretty 
fresh willows beside our stream, too, and the little wood so 
full of moss! They’ve no moss here ; their trees look like tin 
under that stupid sun of theirs which burns up the grass. 
Mon Dieu ! in the early times I would have given I don’t 
know what for a good fall of rain to soak me and wash away all 
the dust. Ah! I shall never get used to their awful Rome. 
What a country and what people!’ 

Pierre was quite enlivened by her stubborn fidelity to 
her own nook, which after five and twenty years of absence 
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still left her horrified with that city of crude light and black 
vegetation, true daughter as she was of a smiling and tem- 
perate clime which of a morning was steeped in rosy mist. 
‘But now that your young mistress is dead,’ said he, ‘ what 
keeps you here? Why don’t you take the train with me?’ 

She looked at him in surprise : ‘ Go off with you—go back 
to Auneau! Oh! it’s impossible, Monsieur l'Abbé. It 
would be too ungrateful to begin with, for Donna Serafina is 
accustomed to me, and it would be bad on my part to forsake 
her and his Eminence now that they are in trouble. And 
besides, what could I do elsewhere? No, my little hole is 
here now.’ 

‘So you will never see Auneau again ?" 

‘No, never: that’s certain.’ 

‘And you don’t mind being buried here, in their ground 
which smells of sulphur ? ? 

She burst into a frank laugh. ‘Oh!’ she said, ‘I don’t 
mind where I am when I’m dead. One sleeps well every- 
where. And it’s funny that you should be so anxious as to what 
there may be when one’s dead. There’s nothing, I’m sure. 
That’s what tranquillises me, to feel that it will be all over 
and that I shall have a rest, The good God owes us that, 
after we've worked so hard. You know that I’m not devout 
—oh, dear, no! Still that doesn’t prevent me from behaving 
properly, and, true as I stand here, I’ve never had a lover. 
It seems foolish to say such a thing at my age; still I say it 
because it’s the sober truth.’ 

She continued laughing like the worthy woman she was, 
having no belief in priests, and yet without a sin upon her 
conscience. And Pierre once more marvelled at the simple 
courage and great practical common sense of this laborious and 
devoted creature, who for him personified the whole unbelieving 
lowly class of France—those who no longer believe and will 
believe never more. Ah! to be as she was, to do one’s work 
and lie down for the eternal sleep without any revolt of pride, 
nee with the one joy of having accomplished one’s share 
of toil ! 

. When Pierre had finished his supper Victorine summoned 
Giacomo to clear the things away. And as it was only half- 
past eight she advised the priest to spend another quiet hour 
in his room. Why go and catch a chill by waiting at the 
station? She could send for a cab at half-past nine, and ag 
soon as if arrived sho would send word to him and have his 
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luggage carried down. He might be easy as to that, and need 
trouble himself about nothing. | 

When she had gone off Pierre soon sank into a deep 
reverie. It seemed to him, indeed, as if he had already quitted 
Rome, as if the city were far away and he could look back on 
it, and his experiences withinit. His book, ‘ New Rome,’ arose 
in his mind; and he remembered his first morning on the 
Janiculum, his view of Rome from the terrace of San Pietro 
in Montorio, a Rome such as he had dreamt of, so young and 
ethereal under the pure sky. It was then that he had asked 
himself the decisive question: Could Catholicism be renewed ? 
Could it revert to the spirit of primitive Christianity, become 
the religion of the democracy, the faith which the distracted 
modern world, in danger of death, awaits in order that it may 
be pacified and live? His heart had then beaten with hope 
and enthusiasm. After his disaster at Lourdes, from which he 
had scarcely recovered, he had come to attempt another and 
supreme experiment by asking Rome what her reply to his 
question would be. And now the experiment had failed, he 
knew what answer Rome had returned him through her ruins, 
her monuments, her very soil, her people, her prelates, her 
cardinals, her Pope! No, Catholicism could not be renewed : 
no, it could not revert to the spirit of primitive Christianity ; 
no, it could not become the religion of the democracy, the new 
faith which might save the old toppling societies in danger of 
death. Though it seemed to be of democratic origin, it was 
henceforth riveted to that Roman soil; it remained kingly in 
spite of everything, forced to cling to the principle of temporal 
power under penalty of suicide, hound by tradition, enchained 
by dogma, its evolutions mere simulations, whilst in reality it 
was reduced to such immobility that, behind the bronze doors 
of the Vatican, the papacy was the prisoner, the ghost of 
eighteen centuries of atavism, indulging the ceaseless dream 
of universal dominion. There, where with priestly faith 
exalted by love of the suffering and the poor, he had come to 
seek life and a resurrection of the Christian communion, 
he had found death, the dust of a destroyed world in which 
nothing more could germinate, an exhausted soil whence 
now there could never grow aught but that despotic papacy, 
the master of bodies as it was of souls. To his distracted 
cry asking for a new religion, Rome had been content to 
reply by condemning his book as a work tainted with heresy, 
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and he himself had withdrawn it amidst the bitter grief of 
his disillusions. He had seen, he had understood, and all had 
collapsed. And it was himself, his soul and his brain, which 
Iay among the ruins. 

Pierre was stifling. He rose, threw the window over- 
looking the Tiber wide open, and leant out. The rain had 
begun to fall again at the approach of evening, but now it 
had once more ceased. The atmosphere was very mild, moist, 
even oppressive. The moon must have arisen in the ashen 
grey sky, for her presence could be divined behind the clouds 
which she illumined with a vague, yellow, mournful light. 
And undcr that slumberous glimmer the vast horizon showed 
blackly and phantom-like: the Janiculum in front with the 
close-packed houses of the Trastevere; the river flowing 
away yonder on the left towards the dim height of the 
Palatine ; whilst on the right the dome of St. Peter’s showed 
forth, round and domineering in the pale atmosphere. Pierre 
could not see the Quirinal, but divined it to be behind him, 
and could picture its long facade shutting off part of the sky. 
And what a collapsing Rome, half-devoured by the gloom, was 
this—so different from the Rome, all youth and dreamland, 
which he had beheld and passionately loved on the day of his 
arrival! He remembered the three symbolic summits which 
had then summed up for him the whole long history of Rome 
—the ancient, the papal, and the Italian city. Butif the 
Palatine had remained the same discrowned mount on which 
there only rose the phantom of the ancestor, Augustus 
emperor and pontiff, master of the world, he now pictured St. 
Peter’s and the Quirinal as strangely altered. To that royal 
palace which he had so neglected, and which had seemed 
to him like a flat, low barrack, to that new Government which 
had brought him the impression of some attempt at sacrilegious 
modernity, he now accorded the large, increasing space that 
they occupied in the panorama, the whole of which they would 
apparently soon fill; whilst, on the contrary, St. Peter’s, that 
dome which he had found so triumphal, all azure, réigning 
over the city like a gigantic and unshakable monarch, at 
present seemed to him full of cracks and already shrinking, 
as if it were one of those huge old piles which, through the 
secret, unsuspected decay of their timbers, at times fall to the 
ground in one mass. : | 

A murmur, a growling plaint, rose from the swollen Tiber, 
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and Pierre shivered at the icy abysmal breath which swept past 
his face. And his thoughts of the three summits and their 
symbolic triangle aroused within him the memory of the 
sufferings of the great silent multitude of poor and lowly 
for whom pope and king had so long disputed. It all dated 
from long ago, from the day when, in dividing the inheritance 
of Augustus, the emperor had been obliged to content himself 
with men’s bodies, leaving their souls to the pope, whose one 
idea had henceforth been to gain the temporal power of which 
God, in his person, was despoiled. All the middle ages had 
been disturbed and ensanguined by the quarrel, till at last the 
silent multitude, weary of vexations and misery, spoke out; 
threw off the papal yoke at the Reformation, and later on 
began to overthrow its kings. Andthen, as Pierre had written 
in his book, a new fortune had been offered to the pope, that 
of reverting to the ancient dream, by dissociating himself from 
the fallen thrones and placing himself on the side of the 
wretched in the hope that this time he would conquer the 
people, win it entirely for himself. Was it not prodigious 
to see that man, Leo XIII, despoiled of his kingdom, allowing 
himself to be called a Socialist, assembling under bis 
banner the great flock of the disinherited, and marching 
against the kings at the head of that fourth estate to whom 
the coming century will belong? The eternal struggle for 
possession of the people continued as bitterly as ever, even iu 
Rome itself, where pope and king, who could see each other 
from their windows, contended together like falcon and hawk 
for the little birds of the woods. And in this for Pierre lay 
the reason why Catholicism was fatally condemned; for it 
was of monarchical essence to such a point that the Apostolic 
and Roman papacy could not renounce the temporal power 
under penalty of becoming something else and disappearing. 
In vain did it feign a return to the people, in vain did it seck 
to appear all soul; there was no room in the midst of the 
world’s democracies for any such total and universal sovereignty 
as that which it claimed to hold from God. Pierre ever 
beheld the Imperator sprouting up afresh in the Pontifex 
Maximus, and it was this in particular which had killed his 
dream, destroyed his book, heaped up all those ruins before 
which he remained distracted without either strength or 
courage. 

The sight of that ashen Rome, whose, edifices faded away 
into the night, at last brought him such a heartpang that he 
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came back into the room and fell on a chair near his luggage. 
Never before had he experienced such distress of spirit, it 
seemed like the death of his soul. After his disaster at 
Lourdes he had not come to Rome in search of the candid and 
complete faith of a little child, but the superior faith of an 
intellectual being, rising above rites and symbols, and seeking 
to ensure the greatest possible happiness of mankind based 
on its need of certainty. And if this collapsed, if Catholicism 
could not be rejuvenated and become the religion and moral 
law of the new generations, if the Pope at Rome and with 
Rome could not be the Father, the arch of alliance, the 
spiritual leader whom all hearkened to and obeyed, why then, 
in Pierre’s eyes, the last hope was wrecked, the supreme 
rending which must plunge present day society into the abyss 
wasnearathand. That scafiolding of Catholic socialism which 
had seemed to him so happily devised for the consolidation of 
the old church, now appeared to him lying on the ground ; and 
he judged it severely as a mere passing expedient which might 
perhaps for some years prop up the ruined edifice, but which 
was simply based on an intentional misunderstanding, on a 
skilful lie, on politics and diplomacy. No, no; that the people 
should once again, as so many times before, be duped and 
gained over, caressed in order that it might be enthralled—this 
was repugnant to one’s reason, and the whole system appeared 
degenerate, dangerous, temporary, calculated to end in the 
worst catastrophes. So this then was the finish; nothing 
remained erect and stable; the old world was about to dis- 
appear amidst the frightful sanguinary crisis whose approach 
was announced by such indisputable signs. And he, before 
that chaos near at hand, had no soul left him, having once 
more lost his faith in that decisive experiment which, he 
had felt beforehand, would either strengthen him or strike 
him down for ever. The thunderbolt had fallen, and now, O 
God, what should he do ? 

To shake off his anguish he began to walk across the 
room. Aye, what should he do now that he was all doubt 
again, all dolorous negation, and that his cassock weighed 
more heavily than it had ever weighed upon his shoulders? 
He remembered having told Monsignor Nani that he would 
never submit, would never be able to resign himself and kill 
his hope in salvation by love, but would rather reply by a 
fresh book, in which he would say in what new soil the new 
religion would spring up. Yes, a flaming book against Rome, 
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in which he would sot down all he had seen, a Look which 
would depict the real Rome, the Rome which knows neither 
charity nor love, and is dying in the pride of its purple! He 
had spoken of returning to Paris, leaving the Church and 
going to the point of schism. Well, his luggage now lay 
there packed ; he was going off, and he would write that book ; 
he would be the great schismatic who was awaited! Did not 
everything foretell approaching schism amidst that great 
movement of men’s minds, weary of old mummified dogmas 
and yet hungering for the divine? Even Leo XIII must be 
conscious of it, for his whole policy, his whole effort towards 
Christian unity, his assumed affection for the democracy had 
no other object than that of grouping the whole family around 
the papacy, and consolidating it so as to render the Pope 
invincible in the approaching struggle. But the times had 
come; Catholicism would soon find that it could grant no 
more political concessions without perishing, that at Rome it 
was reduced to the immobility of an ancient hieratic idol, and 
that only in the lands of propaganda, where it was fighting 
against other religions, could further evolution take place. It 
was, indeed, for this reason that Rome was condemned, the 
more so as the abolition of the temporal power, by accustom- 
ing men’s minds to the idea of a purely spiritual papacy, 
seemed likely to conduce to the rise of some anti-pope, far 
away, Whilst the successor of St. Peter was compelled to cling 
stubbornly to his Apostolic and Roman fiction. A: bishop, a 
priest would arise—where, who could tell? Perhaps yonder 
in that free America, where there are priests whom the 
struggle for life has turned into convinced socialists, into 
ardent democrats, who are ready to go forward with the 
coming century. And whilst Rome remains unable to 
relinquish aught of her past, aught of her mysteries and 
dogmas, that priest will relinquish all of those things which 
fall from one in dust. Ah! to be that priest, to be that great 
reformer, that saviour of modern society, what a vast dream, 
what a part, akin to that of a messiah summoned by the 
nations in distress! For a moment Pierre was transported as 
by a breeze of hope andtriumph. If that great change did 
not come in France, in Paris, it would come elsewhere, yonder 
across the ocean, or farther yet, wherever there might be a 
sufficiently fruitful soil for the new seed to spring from it in 
overflowing harvests. A new religion! a new religion ! even 
as he had cried on returning from Lourdes, a religion which, 
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in particular, should not be an appetite for death, a religion 
which should at last realise here below that Kingdom of God 
referred to in the Gospel, and which should equitably divide 
terrestrial wealth, and with the law of labour ensure the rule 
ruth and justice. i 
ei Fa the ber of this fresh dream Pierre already saw the 
pages of his new book flaring before him when his eyes fell 
on an object lying upon a chair, which at first surprised him. 
This also was a book, that work of Théôphile Morin’s which 
Orlando had commissioned him to hand to its author, and he 
felt annoyed with himself at having left it there, for he might 
have forgotten it altogether. Before putting it into his valise 
he retained it for a moment in his hand, turning its pages 
over, his ideas changing as by a sudden mental revolution. 
The work was, however, a very modest one—one of those 
mantals for the bachelor’s degree containing little beyond the 
first elements of the sciences; still all the sciences were 
represented in it, and it gave a fair summary of the present 
state of human knowledge. And it was indeed Science which 
thus burst upon Pierre’s reverie with the energy of sovereign 
power. Not only was Catholicism swept away from his mind, 
but all his religious conceptions, every hypothesis of the 
divine tottered and fell. Only that little school book, nothing 
but the universal desire for knowledge, that education which 
ever extends and penetrates the whole people, and behold the 
mysteries became absurdities, the dogmas crumbled, and 
nothing of ancient faith was left. A naiion nourished upon 
Science, no longer believing in mysteries and dogmas, in a 
compensatory system of reward and punishment, is a nation 
whose faith is for ever dead: and without faith Catholicism 
cannot be. Therein is the blade of the knife, the knife which 
falls and severs. If one century, if two centuries be needed, 
Science will take them. She alone is eternal. It is pure 
naïveté to say that reason is not contrary to faith. The truth 
is, that now already in order to save mere fragments of the 
sacred writings, it has been necessary to accommodate them 
to the new certainties, by taking refuge in the assertion that 
they are simply symbolical! And what an extraordinary 
attitude is that of the Catholic Church, expressly forbidding 
all those who may discover a truth contrary to the sacred 
Writings to pronounce upon it in definitive fashion, and order- 
ing them to await events in the conviction that this truth will 
some day be proved an error! Only the Pope, says the 
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in which he would set down all he had seen, a Look which 
would depict the real Rome, the Rome which knows neither 
charity nor love, and is dying in the pride of its purple! He 
had spoken of returning to Paris, leaving the Church and 
going to the point of schism. Well, his luggage now lay 
there packed ; he was going off, and he would write that book ; 
he would be the great schismatic who was awaited! Did not 
everything foretell approaching schism amidst that great 
movement of men’s minds, weary of old mummified dogmas 
and yet hungering for the divine? Even Leo XIII must be 
conscious of it, for his whole policy, his whole effort towards 
Christian unity, his assumed affection for the democracy had 
no other object than that of grouping the whole family around 
the papacy, and consolidating it so as to render the Pope 
invincible in the approaching struggle. But the times had 
come; Catholicism would soon find that it could grant no 
more political concessions without perishing, that at Rome it 
was reduced to the immobility of an ancient hieratic idol, and 
that only in the lands of propaganda, where it was fighting 
against other religions, could further evolution take place. It 
was, indeed, for this reason that Rome was condemned, the 
more so as the abolition of the temporal power, by accustom- 
ing men’s minds to the idea of a purely spiritual papacy, 
seemed likely to conduce to the rise of some anti-pope, far 
away, whilst the successor of St. Peter was compelled to cling 
stubbornly to his Apostolic and Roman fiction. A: bishop, a 
priest would arise—where, who could tell? Perhaps yonder 
in that free America, where there are priests whom the 
struggle for life has turned into convinced socialists, into 
ardent democrats, who are ready to go forward with the 
coming century. And whilst Rome remains unable to 
relinquish aught of her past, aught of her mysteries and 
dogmas, that priest will relinquish all of those things which 
fall from one in dust. Ah! to be that priest, to be that great 
reformer, that saviour of modern society, what a vast dream, 
what a part, akin to that of a messiah summoned by the 
nations in distress! For a moment Pierre was transported as 
by a breeze of hope and triumph. If that great change did 
not come in France, in Paris, it would come elsewhere, yonder 
across the ocean, or farther yet, wherever there might be a 
sufficiently fruitful soil for the new seed to spring from it in 
overflowing harvests. A new religion! a new religion! even 
as he had cried on returning from Lourdes, a religion which, 
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in particular, should not be an appetite for deaih, a religion 
which should at last realise here below that Kingdom of God 
referred to in the Gospel, and which should equitably divide 
terrestrial wealth, and with the law ef labour ensure the rule 
of truth and justice. 

In the fever of this fresh dream Pierre already saw the 
pages of his new book flaring before him when his eyes feil 
on an object lying upon a chair, which at first surprised him. 
This also was a book, that work of Thééphile Mozin’s which 
Orlando had commissioned him to hand to its author, and he 
felt annoyed with himself at having left it there, for he might 
have forgotten it altogether. Before putting it into his valise 
he retained it for a moment in his hand, turning its pages 
over, his ideas changing as by a sudden mental revolution. 
The work was, however, a very modest one—one of those 
manuals for the bachelor’s degree containing little beyond the 
first elements of the sciences; still all the sciences were 
represented in it, and it gave a fair summary of the present 
state of human lmowledge. And it was indeed Science which 
thus burst upon Pierre’s reverie with the energy of sovereign 
power. Not only was Catholicism swept away from his mind, 
but all his religious conceptions, every hypothesis of the 
divine tottered and fell. Only that little school book, nothing 
but the universal desire for knowledge, that education which 
ever extends and penetrates the whole people, and behold the 
mysteries became absurdities, the dogmas crumbled, and 
nothing of ancient faith was left. A nation nourished upon 
Science, no longer believing in mysteries and dogmas, in a 
compensatory system of reward and punishment, is a nation 
whose faith is for ever dead: and without faith Catholicism 
cannot be. Therein is the blade of the knife, the knife which 
falls and severs. If one century, if two centuries be needed, 
Science will take them. She alone is eternal. It is pure 
naïveté to say that reason is not contrary to faith. The truth 
is, that now already in order to save mere fragments of the 
sacred writings, it has been necessary to accommodate them 
to the new certainties, by taking refuge in the assertion that 
they are simply symbolical! And what an extraordinary 
attitude is that of the Catholic Church, expressly forbidding 
all those who may discover a truth contrary to the sacred 
writings to pronounce upon it in definitive fashion, and order- 
ing them to await events in the conviction that this truth will 
some day be proved an error! Only the Pope, says the 
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must spring from it. May Science therefore have her religion, 
for such a religion will soon be the only one possible for the 
coming democracies, for the nations whose knowledge ever 
increases whilst their Catholic faith is already naught but 
dust. 

And all at once, by way of conclusion, Pierre bethought 
himself of the idiocy of the Congregation of the Index. It had 
condemned his book, and would surely condemn the other one 
that he had thought of, should he ever write it. A fine picce 
of work truly! To fall tooth and nail on the poor books of 
an enthusiastic dreamer, in which chimera contended with 
chimera! Yet the Congregation was so foolish as not to 
interdict that little book which he held in his hands, that 
humble book which alone was to be feared, which was the ever 
triumphant enemy that would surely overthrow the Church. 
Modest it was ‘in its cheap ‘ get up’ as a school manual, but 
that did not matter: danger began with the very alphabet, 
increased as knowledge was acquired, and burst forth with 
those résumés of the physical, chemical, and natural sciences 
which bring the very Creation, as described by Holy Writ, 
into question. However, the Index dared not attempt to 
suppress those humble volumes, those terrible soldiers of truth, 
those destroyers of faith.. What was the use, then, of all the 
money which Leo XIII drew from his hidden treasure of 
the Peter’s Pence to subvention Catholic schools, with the 
thought of forming the believing generations which the 
papacy needed to enable it to conquer? What was the use of 
that precious money if it was only to serve for the purchase of 
similar insignificant yet formidable volumes, which could never 
be sufficiently ‘cooked’ and expurgated, but would always 
contain too much science, that growing science which one day 
would blow-up both Vatican and St. Peter’s? Ah! that 
idiotic and impotent Index, what wretchedness and what 
derision ! 

Then, when Pierre had placed Théophile Morin’s book in 
his valise, he once more returned to the window, and while 
leaning out, beheld an extraordinary vision. Under the 
cloudy, coppery sky, in the mild and mournful night, patches 
of wavy mist had risen, hiding many of the house-roofs with 
trailing shreds which looked like shrouds. Entire edifices had 
disappeared, and he imagined that the times were at last 
accomplished, and that truth had at last destroyed St. Peter's 
dome. In a hundred or a thousand years, it would be like 
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that, fallen, obliterated from the black sky. One day, already, 
he had felt it tottering and cracking beneath him, and had fore- 
seen that this temple of Catholicism would fall even as Jove’s 
temple had fallen on the Capitol. And it was over now, the 
dome had strewn the ground with fragments, and all that 
remained standing, in addition to a portion of the apse, were 
five columns of the central nave, still upholding a shred of 
entablature, and four cyclopean buttréss-piers on which the 
dome had rested—piers which still arose, isolated and superb, 
looking indestructible among all the surrounding downfall. 
But a denser mist flowed past, another thousand years no 
doubt went by, and then nothing whatever remained. The 
apse, the last pillars, the giant piers themselves were felled ! 
The wind had swept away their dust, and it would have been 
necessary to search the soil beneath the brambles and the 
nettles to find a few fragments of broken statues, marbles with 
mutilated inscriptions, on the sense of which learned men 
were unable to agree. And, as formerly, on the Capitol, 
among the buried remnants of Jupiter’s temple, goats strayed 
and climbed through the solitude, browsing upon the bushes, 
amidst the deep silence of the oppressive summer sunlight, 
which only the buzzing flies disturbed. 

Then, only then, did Pierre feel the supreme collapse 
within him. It was really all over, Science was victorious, 
nothing of the old world remained. What use would it be 
then to become the great schismatic, the reformer who was 
awaited ? Would it not simply mean the building up of a 
new dream? Only the eternal struggle of Science against 
the Unknown, her searching, pursuing inquiry which inces- 
santly moderated man’s thirst for the divine, now seemed to 
him of import, leaving him waiting to know if she would ever 
triumph so completely as to suffice mankind, by satisfying all 
its wants. : And in the disaster which had overcome his 
apostolic enthusiasm, in presence of all those ruins, having 
lost his faith, and even his hope of utilising old Catholicism 
for ‘social and moral salvation, there only remained reason 
that held him up. She had at one moment given way. If he 
had dreamt that book, and had just passed through that 
terrible crisis, it was because sentiment had once ‘again over- 
come reason within him: It was his mother, so to say, who 
had wept in ‘his heart, who had filled him with an irresistible 
desire to relieve the wretched and prevent the massacres 
which seemed near at hand; and his passion for charity bad 
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thus swept aside the scruples of his intelligence. But it was 
his father’s voice that he now heard, lofty and bitter reason 
which, though it had fled, at present came back in all 
sovereignty. As he had done already after Lourdes, he pro- 
tested against the glorification of the absurd and the downfall 
of common sense. Reason alone enabled him to walk erect 
and firm among the remnants of the old beliefs, even amidst 
the obscurities and failures of Science. Ah! reason, if was 
through her alone that he suffered, through her alone that 
he could content himself, and he swore that he would now 
always seek to satisfy her, even if in doing so he should lose 
his happiness. ; 
At that moment it would have been vain for him to ask 
what he ought to do. Everything remained in suspense, the 
world stretched before him still littered with the ruins of the 
past, of which, to-morrow, it would perhaps be rid. Yonder, 
in that dolorous Faubourg of Paris, he would find good Abbé 
Rose, who but a few days previously had written begging him 
to return and tend, love and save his poor, since Rome, so 
dazzling from afar, was dead to charity. And around the 
good and peaceful old priest he would find the ever-growing 
flock of wretched ones; the little fledgelings who had fallen 
from their nests, pale with hunger and shivering with 
cold; the households. of abominable misery in which the 
father drank and the mother became a prostitute, while the 
sons and the daughters sank into vice and crime; the 
dwellings too through which famine swept, where all was 
filth and shameful promiscuity, where there was neither 
furniture nor linen, nothing but purely animal life. And 
then there would also come the cold blasts of winter, the 
‘disasters of slack times, the hurricanes of consumption 
carrying off the weak, whilst the strong clenched their fists 
and dreamt of vengeance. One evening, too, perhaps, he 
might again enter some room of horror and find that another 
mother had killed herself and her five little ones, her last 
born in her arms clinging to her drained breast, and the 
others scattered over the bare tiles, at last contented, feeling 
hunger no more now that they were dead! But no, no, such 
awful things were no longer possible: such black misery 
conducting to suicide in the heart of that great city of Paris, 
which is brimful of wealth, intoxicated with, enjoyment, and 
flings millions out of window for mere pleasure! The very 
foundations of the social edifice were rotten; all would soon 
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collapse amidst mire and blood. Never before had Pierre so 
acutely realised the derisive futility of Charity. And all at 
once he became conscious that the long awaited word, the 
word which was at last springing from the great silent 
multitude, the crushed and gagged people was Justice! Aye, 
Justice not Charity! Charity had only served to perpetuate 
misery, Justice perhaps would cure it. It was for Justice 
that the wretched. hungered; an act of Justice alone could 
sweep away the olden world so that the new one might be 
reared. After all, the great silent multitude would belong 
neither to Vatican nor to Quirinal, neither to pope nor to 
king. Ifit had covertly growled through the ages in its long 
sometimes mysterious, and sometimes open contest; if it had 
struggled betwixt pontiff and emperor who each had wished 
to retain it for himself alone, it had only done so in order 
that it might free itself, proclaim its resolve to belong to none 
on the day when it should cry Justice! Would to-morrow 
then at last prove that day of Justice and Truth? For his 
part, Pierre amidst his anguish—having on one hand that need 
of the divine which tortures man, and on the other sovereignty 
of reason which enables man to remain erect—was only sure 
of one thing, that he would keep his vows, continue a priest 
watching over the belief of others though he could not himself 
believe, and would thus chastely and honestly follow his 
profession, amidst haughty sadness at having been unable to 
renounce his intelligence in the same way as he had renounced 
his: flesh and his dream of saving the nations. And again, 
as after Lourdes, he would wait. 

So deeply was he plunged in reflection at that window, face 
to face with the mist which seemed to be destroying the dark 
edifices of Rome, that he did not hear himself called. At last, 
however, he felt a tap on the shoulder: ‘ Monsieur l'Abbé 1° 
And then as he turned he saw Victorine, who said to him: ‘Tt 
is:half-past nine; the cab is there. Giacomo has already 
taken your luggage down. You must come away, Monsieur 
l'Abbé.’ i 

Then seeing him blink, still dazed: as it were, she smiled 
and added: ‘You were bidding Rome good-bye. What a 
frightful sky there is.’ | 

* Yes,-frightful,’ was his reply. 

Then they descended the stairs. He had handed her a 
hundred-franc note to be shared betwecn herself and the other 
servants. And she apologised for going down before him with 
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the lamp, explaining that the old palace was so dark that even- 
ing one could scarcely see. NN 

Ah! that departure, that last descent through the black 
and empty mansion, it quite upset Pierre’s heart. He gave 
his room that glance of farewell which always saddened him, 
even when he was leaving a spot where he had suffered. Then, 
on passing Don Vigilio’s chamber, whence there only came a 
quivering silence, he pictured the secretary with his head 
buried in his pillows, holding his breath for fear lest he should 
speak and attract vengeance. But it was in particular on the 
second and first-floor landings, on passing the closed doors of 
Donna Serafina and the Cardinal, that Pierre quivered with 
apprehension at hearing nothing but the silence of the grave. 
And as he followed Victorine, who, lamp in hand, was still 
descending, he thought of the brother and sister who were left 
alone in the ruined palace, last relics of a world which had 
half passed away. All hope of life had departed with Bene- 
detta and Dario, no resurrection could come from that old 
maid and that priest who was bound to chastity. Ah! those 
interminable and lugubrious passages, that frigid and gigantic 
staircase which seemed to descend into nihility, those huge 
halls with cracking walls where all was wretchedness and 
abandonment! And that inner court, looking like a cemetery 
with its weeds and its damp porticus, where remnants of 
Apollos and Venuses were rotting! And the little deserted 
garden, fragrant with ripe oranges, whither nobody now would 
ever stray, where none would ever meet that adorable Con- 
tessina under the laurels near the sarcophagus! All was now 
annihilated in abominable mourning, in a death-like silence, 
amidst which the two last Boceaneras must wait, in savage 
grandeur, till their palace should fall about their heads. 
Pierre could only just detect a faint sound, the gnawing of 
a mouse perhaps, unless it were caused by Abbé Paparelli 
attacking the walls.of some out-of-the-way rooms, preying on 
the old edifice down below, so as to hasten its fall. 

The cab stood at the door, already laden with the lugagge, 
the box beside the driver, the valise on the seat, and the priest 
at once got in. : 

‘Oht You have plenty of time,’ said Victorine, who had 
remained on the foot-pavement. ‘ Nothing has been forgotten. 
I’m glad to see you go off comfortably.’ 

And indeed at that last moment Pierre was comforted by 
the presence of that worthy woman, his compatriot, who had 
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greeted him on his arrival and now attended his departure.- 
‘I won't say “till we meet again,” Monsieur l'Abbé, she 
exclaimed, ‘for I.don’t fancy that you'll soon be back in this 
horrid city. Good-bye, Monsieur l'Abbé.’ 

‘Good-bye, Victorine, and thank you with all my heart.’ 

The cab was already going off at a fast trot, turning into 
the narrow sinuous streets'which lead to the Corso Vittorio 
Emmanuele. It was not raining, and so the hood had not been 
raised, but although the damp atmosphere was comparatively 
mild, Pierre at once felt a chill. However, he was unwilling to 
stop the driver, a silent fellow whose only desire seemingly 
was to get rid of his fare as soon as possible. When the cab 
came out into the Corso Vittorio Emmanuele, the young man 
was astonished to find it already quite deserted, the houses 
shut, the footways bare, and the electric lamps burning all 
alone in melancholy solitude. In truth, however, the tempe- 
rature was far from warm and the fog seemed to be increas- 
ing, hiding the house-fronts more and more. When Pierre 
passed the Cancelleria, that stern colossal pile seemed to him 
to be receding, fading away ; and farther on, upon the right, 
at the end of the Via di Ara Cœli, starred by a few smoky 
gaslamps, the Capitol had quite vanished inthe gloom. Then 
the thoroughfare narrowed, and the cab went on between tha 
dark heavy masses of the Gest and the Altieri palace ; and 
there in that contracted passage, where even on fine sunny 
days one found all the dampness of old times, the quivering 
priest yielded to a fresh train of thought. 

It was an idea which had sometimes made him feel anxious, 
the idea that mankind, starting from over yonder in Asia, had 
always marched onward with the sun. An east.wind had 
always carried the human seed for future harvests towards the 
west. And for a long while now the cradle of humanity had 
been stricken with destruction and death, as if indeed the 
nations could only advance by stages, leaving exhausted soil, 
ruined cities, and degenerate populations behind, as they 
marched from orient to occident, towards their unknown 
goal. Nineveh and Babylon on the banks of the Euphrates, 
Thebes and Memphis on the banks of the Nile, had been 
reduced to dust, sinking from old age and weariness into a 
deadly numbness beyond possibility of awakening. Then 
decrepitude had spread to the shores of the great Mediterra- 
nean lake, burying both Tyre and Sidon with dust, and after- 
wards striking Carthage with senility whilst it yet seemed in 
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full splendour. In this wise as mankind marched on, carried 
by the hidden forces of civilisation from east to west, it 
marked each day’s journey with ruins; and how frightful was 
the sterility nowadays displayed by the cradle of History, that 
Asia and that Egypt, which had once more lapsed into child- 
hood, immobilised in ignorance and degeneracy amidst tho 
ruins of ancient cities that once had been queens of the world! 

It was thus Pierre reflected as the cab rolled on. Still he 
was not unconscious of his surroundings. As he passed the 
Palazzo di Venezia it seemed to him to be crumbling beneath 
some assault of the invisible, for the mist had already swept 
away its battlements, and the lofty, bare, fearsome walls 
looked as if they were staggering from the onslaught of the 
growing darkness. And after passing the deep gap of the 
Corso, which was also deserted amidst the pallid radiance of 
its electric lights, the Palazzo Torlonia appeared on the right 
hand, with one wing ripped open by‘the picks of demolishers, 
whilst on the left, farther up, the Palazzo Colonna showed its 
long, mournful fagade and closed windows, as if, now that it 
was deserted by its masters and void of its ancient pomp, it 
awaited the demolishers in its turn. 

Then, as the cab at a slower pace began to climb the 
ascent of the Via Nazionale, Pierre’s reverie continued. Was 
not Rome also stricken, had not the hour come for her to 
disappear amidst that destruction which the nations on tha 
march invariably left behind them? Greece, Athens, and 
Sparta slumbered beneath their glorious memories, and were 
of no account in the world of to-day. Moreover, the growing 
paralysis had already invaded the lower portion of the Italic 
peninsula; and after Naples certainly came the turn of Rome. 
She was on the very margin of the death spot which ever 
extends over the old continent, that margin where agony 
begins, where the impoverished soil will no longer nourish and 
support cities, where men themselves seem stricken with old 
age as soon as they are born. For two centuries Rome had 
been declining, withdrawing little by little from modern life, 
having neither manufactures nor trade, and being incapable 
even of science, literature, or art. And in Pierre’s thoughts 
it was no longer St. Peter’s only that fell, but all Rome— 
basilicas, palaces, and entire districts—which collapsed amidst 
a supreme rending, and covered the seven hills with a chaos 
of ruins. Like Nineveh and Babylon, and like Thebes and 
Memphis, Rome became but a ‘plain bossy with remnants, 
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amidst which one vainly sought to identify the sites of ancient 
edifices, whilst its sole denizens were coiling serpents and 
bands of rats. 

The cab turned, and on the right, in a huge gap of dark- 
ness Pierre recognised Trajan’s column, but it was no longer 
gilded by the sun as when he had first seen it; it now rose up 
blackly like the dead trunk of a giant tree whose branches 
have fallen from old age. And farther on, when he raised 
his eyes while crossing the little triangular piazza, and 
perceived a real tree against the leaden sky, that parasol pine 
of the Villa Aldobrandini which rises there like a symbol of 
Rome’s grace and pride, it seemed to him but a smudge, a 
little cloud of soot ascending from the downfall of the whole 
city. 

With the anxious, fraternal turn of his feelings, fear was 
coming over him as he reached the end.of his tragic dream. 
When the numbness which spreads across the aged world 
should have passed Rome, when Lombardy should have 
yielded to it, and Genoa, Turin and Milan should have fallen 
asleep as Venice has fallen already, then would come the turn 
of France. The Alps would be crossed, Marseilles, like Tyre 
and Sidon, would see its port choked up by sand, Lyons would 
sink into desolation and slumber, and at last Paris, invaded by 
the invincible torpor, and transformed into a sterile waste of 
stones bristling with nettles, would join Rome and Nineveh 
and Babylon in death, whilst the nations continued their 
march from crient to occident following the sun. A great 
ery sped through the gloom, the death ery of the Latin races ! 
History, which seemed to have been born in the basin of the 
Mediterranean, was being transported elsewhere, and the 
ocean had now become the centre of the world. How many 
hours of the human day had gone by? Had mankind, 
starting from its cradle over yonder at daybreak, strewing its 
road with ruins from stage to stage, now accomplished ‘one 


half of its day and reached the dazzling hour of noon? If 


so, then the other half of the day allotted to it was beginning, 
the new world was following the old oïe, the new world of 
those American cities where democracy was forming and the 
religion of to-morrow was sprouting, those sovereign queens of 
the coming century, with yonder, across another ocean, on 
the other side of the globe, that motionless Far East, myste- 
rious China and Japan, and all the threatening swarm of the 
yellow races. 
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However, while the cab climbed higher and higher up the 
Via Nazionale, Pierre felt his nightmare dissipating. There 
was here a lighter atmosphere, and he came back into a 
renewal of hope and courage. Yet the Banca d'Italia, with 
its brand new ugliness, its chalky hugeness, looked to him 
like a phantom in a shroud; whilst above a dim expanse 
of gardens the Quirinal formed but a black streak barring the 
heavens. However, the street ever ascended and broadened, 
and on the summit of the Viminal, on the Piazza delle Terme, 
when he passed the ruins of Diocletian’s baths, he could 
breathe as his lungs listed. No, no, the human day could not 
finish, it was eternal, and the stages of civilisation would follow 
and follow without end! What mattered that eastern wind 
which carried the nations towards the west, as if borne on by 
the power of the sun! If necessary, they would return across 
the other side of the globe, they would again and again make 
the circuit of the earth, until the day should come when they 
could establish themselves in peace, truth, and justice. After 
the next. civilisation on the shores of the Atlantic, which 
would become the world's centre, skirted by queenly cities, 
there would spring up yet another civilisation, having the 
Pacific for its centre, with seaport capitals that could not be 
yet foreseen, whose germs yet slumbered on unknown shores. 
And in like way there would be still other civilisations and 
still others! And at that last moment, the inspiriting thought 
came to Pierre that the great movement of the nations was 
the instinct, the need which impelled them to return to unity. 
Originating in one sole family, afterwards parted and dispersed 
in tribes, thrown into collision by fratricidal hatred, their 
tendency was none the less to become one sole family again. 
The provinces united in nations, the nations would unite in 
_ races, and the races would end by uniting in one immortal 
mankind—mankind at last without frontiers, or possibility 
of wars, mankind living by just labour, amidst an universal 
commonwealth. Was not this indeed the evolution, the 
object of the labour progressing everywhere, the finish 
reserved to History ? Might Italy then become a strong and 
healthy nation, might concord be established between her and 
France, and might that fraternity of the Latin races become 
the beginning of universal fraternity! Ah! that one father- 
land, the whole earth pacified and happy, in how many 
centuries would that come—and what a dream! 
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Then, on reaching the station, the scramble prevented 
Pierre from thinking any further. He had to take his ticket 
and register his luggage, and afterwards he at once climbed 
into the train. At dawn on the next day but one, he would 
be back in Paris. 


THE END. 
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Di o iracles. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. each. 
More Worlds than One: Creed of the Philosopher and Hope of the Christian. With Plates, 

The Martyrs of Science: GALILEO, TYCHO BRAHE, and KEPLER. With Portraits, 
Letters on Natural Magic. With numerous Illustrations, 

Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronomy as a Fine Art. ‘Translated by 
R. E. ANDERSON, M.A. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 


Brydges (Harold).—Uncle Sam at Home. With 91 Illustrations. 


Pust 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, ; cloth limp, 25. 64, 
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Buchanan (Robert), Novels, &c., by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; pos 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
The Shadow of the Syrord. Love Me for Ever. With Frontispiece. 
A Child of Nature. with Fronteplece. Annan water | Foxglove Manor. 
e 
God and eee a uailuetrations by Matt: A Story of a Caravan. With Frontispiece, 


The Martyrdom of Madeline.. With | The Master of the Mine. With Frontispiece, 
Frontispiece by À. W. COOPER. e The Heir of Linne, | Woman and the Man, 
——— 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6¢. each. 
Red and White Heather. | Rachel Dene. 


Lady Kilpatrick. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
The Wandering Jew : a Christmas Carol, ‘Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 


The Charlatan. By ROBERT BUCHANAN and HENRY MURRAY. With a Frontispiece by T. H. 
ROBINSON. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 


Burton (Richard F.).—The Book of the Sword. With over 400 


IWustrations. Demy 4to, cloth extra, 32s. 


Burton (Robert).—The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla- 


tions of the Quotations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. 
Mel holy A ised: An Abri of BURTON'S ANATOMY. Post 8ve, half-bd., 25. 64, 














Caine (T. Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 64. each. 
The Shadow of a Crime. } A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster, 
A LIBRARY EDITION of The Deemster is now ready; and one of The Shadow of a Crime 
is in preparation, set in new type, crown 8vo, cloth decorated, 6s. each. 


Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).—The Cruise of the ‘ Black 


Prince’ Privateer. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 


Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds. 2s, ea. 
Juliet’s Guardian. acelvers Ever. 


Carlyle (Jane Welsh), Life of. = Mrs, ALEXANDER IRELAND, With 
Portrait and Facsimile Letter. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 


Carlyle (Thomas).—On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl., 1s. 64. 


Correspondence of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. Emerson, 1834-1872. Edited by 
NORTON. With Portraits. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 245. 


Carruth (Hayden).—The Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illustra- 


tions. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 25, 


Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. Long fcap. 8vo, 


cloth, 2s, 64. each. 
The King in Yellow. 1 In the Quarter. 
Chapman’s (George), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 


Doubtful Ones.—Vol. Il., Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE.—Vol. 
IIL, T of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown vo, cloth, 6s. each. 


Chapple (J. Mitchell). —The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 


Donna. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Chatto (W. A.) and J. Jackson.—A Treatise on Wood Engraving, 


Historical and Practical. With Chapter by H. G. BOHN, and 450 fine Illusts. Large 4to, half-leather, 285, 
Chaucer for Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawes, With 


8 con Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown gto, cloth extra, gs. 6d. 
By Mrst H. R. HAWEIS. ‘Demy ve. ‘cloth limp, 2s, 6c, 


ue The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the | Open- 
By HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by R. B. WORMALD. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 


The ig ne Tactios of Chess: A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces in obedience t = 
tegic Principle. By EF. K. YOUNGand E. C. HOWELL “Cons: fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 62, RER EE 


The Hastings Chess Tournament Book (Aug.-Scpt., one Containing, the Official Report of 
ic 









































the 231 Games played in the Tournament, with Notes b: th f Int 
‘ Positions ; Portraits and Biographical Sketches of the Chess oe (ea ian Account pared 
Congress and its rown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. net. (Skorély. 








Clare (Austin).—For the Love of a Lass. Post 8vo, 2s. ; cl., 2s. 62, 


Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 
Paul Ferroll, Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife., 
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Clodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).—Myths and Dreams. Cr. 8vo, 35. 64.. 
Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 


The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2s. 
The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35.6¢. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
The Burden of Isabel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62. 











Coleman (John).—Players and Playwrights I have Known. Two 
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 245. 


Coleridge (M. E.).—The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. Cloth, 1s. 6d. 
Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by. 


Il of Tennyson. Crown 8vo, clothextra, 6s. 
n Swift: À phical and Critical Study. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 


Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 


From Midnight to Midnight. | Blacksmith and Scholar, 
Transmigration. I You Play me False. | A Village Comedy. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
Sweat Anne Page. | .A Fight with Fortune. | Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 


. 
Collins (Wilkie), Novels by 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
Antonina. With a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A. 
Basil, Illustrated by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A., and J. MAHONEY. 
Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A., and J. MAHONEY. 
After Dark. With Illustrations by A. B. HOUGHTON. | The Two Destinies, 
The Dead Secret. With a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A. 
Queen of Hearts. With a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A. 
The Woman in White. With Illustrations by Sir Jon GILBERT, R.A., and F. A. FRASER. 
No Name. With Illustrations by Sir J. E. MILLAIS, R.A., and A. W. COOPER. 
My Miscellanies. With a Steel-plate Portrait of WILKIE COLLINS, 
Armadale. With Illustrations by G. H. THOMAS. 
The Moonstone. With Illustrations by G. DU MAURIER and F. A. FRASER, 
Man and Wife. With Illustrations by WILLIAM SMALL. 
Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by G. DU MAURIER and EDWARD HUGHES. 
Miss or Mrs.? With Illustrations by S. L. FILDES, R.A., and HENRY WOODS, A.R.A, 
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by G. DU MAURIER and C. S. REINHARDT. 
The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by G. DU MAURIER and J. MAHONEY. 
The Law and the Lady. With Illustrations by S. L. FILDES, R.A., and SYDNEY HALL, . 
The Haunted Hotel. With Illustrations by ARTHUR HOPKINS. 























The Fallen Leaves, . Heart and Science. The Evil Genius. 
Jezebel’s Daughter. ‘I Say No.’ Little Novels. Frontis. 
The Black Robe. A Rogue’s Life The Legacy of Cain. 


Blind Love. With a Preface by Sir WALTER BES. , and Illustrations by A. FORESTIER. 


POPULAR EDITIONS. Medium 8vo, 6d. each; cloth, rs, each. 
The Woman in White. | The Moonstone. 


The Woman in White and The Moonstone in One Volume, medium 8vo, cloth, 25. 
Colman’s (George) Humorous Works: ‘ Broad Grins,’ ‘My Night- 

gown and Slippers,’ &c. ‘ith Life and Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 62. 
Colquhoun (M.-J.).—Every Inch a Soldier. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Colt-breaking, Hints on. By W. M. Hurcmison. Cr. 8vo,cl., 3s. 64. 
Convalescent Cookery. By CATHERINE Ryan. Cr. 8vo, 1s.; cl., 1s. 64. 


Conway (Moncure D.), Works by. 
Demonology and Devil-Lore. With Ss Miustrations. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 285, 
G ge Wash ton’s Rules of Civility. Fcap. 8vo, Japanese vellum, 2s. 64. 


Cook (Dutton), Novels by. 
Paul Foster’s Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Leo. Post 8vo, i 1 boards, 2s. 


Cooper (Edward H.).—Geoffory Hamilton. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, 
Cornwall.—Popular Romances of the West of England; or, The 


Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected by ROBERT HUNT, F.R.S. With 
two Steel Plates by G CRUIKSHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 64. 


Cotes (V. Cecil).—Two Girls on a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by 
F. H. TOWNSEND, Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 64, 
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Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 


The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
His Vanished Star. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


Cram (Ralph Adams).—Black Spirits and White. Fcap. 8vo, 


cloth 1s. 


Crellin (H. N.) Books by. 

Romances of the Old Seraglio. With 28 Illustrations by S. L. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, 
Tales of the Caliph. Crown 8vo, cloth, 25. 
The Nazarenes: A Drama. Crown 8vo, 1s. 

Crim (Matt.).—Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

___extra, with a Frontispiece by DAN. BEARD, 35. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 

Crockett (S. R.) and others. — Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 
CROCKETT, GILBERT PARKER, HAROLD FREDERIC, ‘Q.,’ and W. CLARK RUSSELL. With 12 
Illustrations by FRANK BRANGWYN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a, : [Shortly, 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

each; post 8vo, illustrated boards 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. ea: 
Pretty Miss Neville. Diana Barrington. A Family Likeness. 
A Bird of Passage. Proper Pride. “To Let, 
Village Tales and Jungle Tragedies, 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 67. each. 
Mr. Jervis. 1 The Real Lady Hilda, 


Married or Single? Three Vols., crown 8vo, 15s. net. 


Cruikshank’s Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Serres: The 
FIRST, from 1835 to 1843; the SECOND, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best Humour of 
THACKERAY, HOOD, MAYHEW, ALBERT SMITH, A’BECKETT, ROBERT BROUGH, &c. With 
numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, HINE, LANDELLS, &c. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 75. 6d. each. » 2 

The Life of George Cruikshank. By BLANCHARD JERROLD. With 84 Illustrations and a 
Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Cumming (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Demy 8vo, cl. ex., 8s. 6d. ea. 
In the Hebrides. With an Autotype Frontispiece and 23 Ill i Fi 
In the Himalayas and on the näian Plains. With 4 Illustrations, 
Two Happy Years in Ceylon. With 28 Illustrations. 
Via Cornwall to Egypt. Witha Ph Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 75. 62. 
Cussans (John E.).—A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 
for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts 
. and 2 Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Cyples (W.).—Hearts of Gold. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s, 6d.; post 8vo, bds., 2s. 
Daniel (George).—Merrie England in the Olden Time. With 


Illustrations by RORERT CRUIKSHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35.66, 


Daudet (Alphonse).—The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown 


8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. ; post So, illustrated boards, 25. 
Davenant (Francis, M.A.).—Hints for Parents on the Choice of 


a Profession for their Sons when Starting in Life. Crown 8vo, rs. : cloth, rs. 6d. 


Davidson (Hugh Coleman).—Mr. Sadler’s Daughters. With a 
Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke=), Works by. Cr. 8vo, 15. ea.; cl., 15, 64, ea, 
One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 
Foods for the Fat: A Treatise on Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Cure. 

__ Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 2s,; cloth limp, 25.64. 

Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 


with Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B.'GROSART, D.D. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, res. 
Dawson (Erasmus, M. B.).—The Fountain of Youth. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, with Two Illustrations by HUME NISBET, 3s. 6. ; post 8vo, ill d boards, as. 


De Guerin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. TREBUTIEN. 
With a Memoir by SAINTE-BEUVE. Translated from the 20th French Edition by JESSIE P. FROTH 
INGHAM. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, 25. 62. 


De Maistre (Xavier).—A Journey Round my Room. Translated 


5 by Sir HENRY ATTWELL. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 67. 
De Mille (James).—A Castle in Spain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 
a Frontispiece gs. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as, - 


Derby (The) : The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 
of THE OAKS, By LOUIS HENRY CuRze™. Crown 8vo. cloth limp, as. 6a, 
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Derwent (Leith), Novels by. Ce 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea, ; post 8vo, 25. ea. 
Our Lady of Tears. Circe’s Lovers. 


Dewar (T. R.).—A Ramble Roan the Globe. With 220 Illustra- 


tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 











Dickens (Charles), rae by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Sketches by Boz. Nicholas Nickleby. I Oliver Twist, 


About England with ae By ALFRED RIMMER. Withs7 Illustrations by C. À. VANDER- 
HOOF, ALFRED RIMMER, and others. Squäte 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d, 


Dictionaries. 
A Dictionary of ML ] Realistic, and D: Ic. By the Rev. E. C, BREWER, 
L.D. Crown 8vo, cloth Satta, oe 
The Reader’s Handbook of Daina: References, Plots, and Stories. By the Rev. 
E. C. BREWER, LL.D. With an ENGLISH BIBLIOGRAPHY. Crown ai Sty cloth extfa, 75. 64. 
Authors and their Works, with the Dates. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. ou Historical ahd Explanatory Notes by SAMUEL 
iT, A.M. Cr Town 8vo, cloth extra, reas 
ne sin ang Dictionar : Etymological, Histotical, and Anecdotal. Crown Bvo, cloth, 6s. 62. 
ords, F ‘acts, and hrases: À Dictionary of” Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the- Way Matters. By 
ELIEZER EDWARDS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 


Diderot.—The Paradox of Acting. Translated, with Notes, by 


WALTER HERRIES POLLOCK. With Preface by Sir HENRY IRVING. Crown 8vo, 45. 6d. 


Dobson (A ustin), Works by. 


Thomas Bewick and his Pupils. ith 95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Four Frenchwomen. With Four Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. 

Eighteenth Century Vignettes. Two SERIES Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each.—A THIRD 
SERIES is in preparation. 


Dobson (W. T.).—Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 
vo, clot! Ip, 25. 62. 


Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s, 6d. each. 























Man-Hunter. | Wanted, A Detective’s Triumphs, 
oe at Last. In the Grip of the Law. 
Tracked and Taken. From Information Received. 
Who Poisoned Hotty Duncan? Link by Link. | Dark Deeds 
Suspicion Aroused. Riddles Read. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs. 64. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. 67. each, 
The Man from Manchester. With 23 Illustrations. 
Tracked to Doom. With Six full-page Illustrations by GORDON BROWNE, 


The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, 
Doyle (A. Conan).—The Firm of Girdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 


Dramatists, The Old. Crown 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 6s. per Le 
Ben Jonson’s Works. With Notes, Critical and 
WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
Chapman's Works. Three Vols, Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Translations, with an Essay by A.C. SWINBURNE; Vol. IIL. , Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 
Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 
8 Plays. From GIFFORD'S Text. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 


Duncan (Sara Jeannette: Mrs. EverarD Cotes), Works by. 
cree 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 62. each. 
x Social With x ions by F. H. TOWNSEND. 
n American G Girl In Lindon With 80 Illustrations Sri F. H. TOWNSEND, 
are Simpie Adventures of a Memsahib. With by F. H, Tc 


Crown 8vo, ‘cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 
A of To-Day. i Yernon’s Aunt. With 47 Illustrations by HAL HURST. : 


Dyer (T. F. Thiselton).—The Folk-Lore of Plants. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 


Early E English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, 
y . B. GROSART, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s, per Volume. 
Fletners | (Giles) Complete Poems. Onc Vol. 
Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols, De 
Herrick’s (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols. 
Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vols. 


Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 


and on the River Plate. With 41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 


Edison, The Life and Inventions of Thomas A. By W, K. L.and 
ANTONIA DICKSON. With 200 Illustrations by R. F. OUTCALT, &c. Demy 4to, th gilt, a 
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Edwardes (Mrs, Annie), Novels by. 
Bvo, Îllustrated boards, 2s. 
Archie Lovell. | A Point c of ‘Honour. 


Edwards (Eliezer).— Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 
of Curious Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. 64. 


Edwards (M. Betham-), Novels by. 


Kitty. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. 6d. ‘alicia. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 














Egerton (Rev. J. C., M.A.). re Folk and Sussex Ways. 
‘With Introduction by Rev. Dr, H. WACE, and Four Il Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 55. 








Eggleston (Edward).—Roxy: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 


Englishman’s House, The: A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 
ing a House. By C.J. RICHARDSON. Coloured Frontispiece and 534 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d. 


Ewald (Alex, Charles, F.S.A.), Works by. 
que, qui fe and Times of Prince Char ès Stuart, Count of Albany (THE YOUNG PRETEN- 
R). With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. rs. 6 
Btorie from the State Pape) With ‘Autotype Frontispi Crewn 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


Eyes, Our: How to Preserve Them. By Jonn BrowninG. Cr. 8vo, 1s. 


Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By SAMUEL ARTHUR BENT, 
A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 


Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth esi 4. 64. each. 

ane Chemical History of a Candle: Lectures deli before dited 
WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations, 

ons he Various Forces of atures and ehele R 1 to each other. Edited by 

WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With 


Farrer (J. Anson), Works by. 
Milt Manners and Customs. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
War: Three Essays, reprinted from ‘ Military Manners and Customs.’ Crown 8vo, 15. ; cloth, 1s. 6d. 


Fenn (G. Manville), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 67. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
The New Mistress, | Witness to the Deed. 
The Tiger Lily: A Tale of Two Passions. 
The White Virgin. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


Fin-Bec.—The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 
and Dining. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


Fireworks, The Complete Art of Making ; or, The Pyrotechnist's 


Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With 267 Crown 8vo, cloth, ss, 


First Book, My. By WALTER Besant, JAMES Payn, W. CLARK Rus- 
SELL, GRANT "ALLEN, HALL CAINE, GEORGE R. SIMS, UDYARD KIPLING, A. CONAN DOYLE, 
M.E. BRADDON, F. W. ROBINSON, H. RIDER HAGGARD, R. M. BALLANTYNE, I. ZANGWILL, 
MORLEY ROBERTS, D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, MARY SORT J. K. FRS JBROME: JOHN STRANGE 
‘WINTER, BRET HARTE, ‘ Qu ROBERT BUCHANAN, and R. L. S . With a Prefatory Story 
by JEROME K, JEROME, and x85 Illustrations, ‘Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 75 6d. 


Fitzgerald (Percy y)» Works by. 
The World Behind the Scenes. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. 
Little Essays: Passages from the Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 62, 
A Day’s Tour: A Journe ey through France and Belgium. With pren Crown 4to, za, 
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62, ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
Bella Donna. The Lady of Brantome. The Second Mrs. Tillote 
Polly. | Never Forgotten. | Seventy-five Brooke “Street, 


The Life of James Boswell (of Auchinleck), With Tiusts. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cl 
The Savoy Opera. With 6o Illustrations and Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. oy clothe ate 
Sir Henry Irving: Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown ‘Bvo, 15.3 cloth, xs, 1S. 64, 


Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 


Po LES Astronomy: A General Description of the Heaver T: * ELLARD 
Re A.S. With Three Plates and 283 “Tlustrations, Medium 8vo, Hire wd SORE: 
Urania: aR ‘With 87 1! Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s, 


Fletcher’s (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 


Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Poems, 
Rev. A. 5. GROSART, D.D. Crown vo, cloth boards, dc and Minor Watt Netes by 


Fonblanque (Albany).—Filthy Laers, Post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s, 
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Francillon (R. E.), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
| A Real Queen. | A Dog and his Shadow. 





One by One. 
Ropes of Sand. I 





Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each, 
a ce | Olymp 1 Romances of the Law. | King or Knaye? 


Jack Doyle’s Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64. 
Esther’s Glove. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 15. 


Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s, each, 
Seth’s Brother’s Wife. | Tha Lawton Girl. 


French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Three 
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 7s. 64. each. 


Friswell (Hain).—One of Two: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds,, 2s, 


Frost (Thomas), Works by- Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each. 
Cirous Life and Circus Celebrities. | Lives of the Conjurers. 
The Old Showmen and the Old London Fairs. 


Frys (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities. Edited. 
y JOHN LANE. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6a, 
Gardening Books. Post 8vo, 1s. each; cloth limp. 1s, 6d. each. 

A Year’s Work in and G h By GEORGE GLENNY. 

Household Horticulture. By TOM and JANE JERROLD. Illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. By TOM JERROLD. 


My Garden Wild. By FRANCIS G. HEATH. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Gardner (Mrs. Alan).—Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Being 


the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern India, With numerous Illustrations by the 
Author and F. H. TOWNSEND. Demy 4to, half-bound, 21s. 


Garrett (Edward).—The Capel Girls: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with two I if 3s. 6. ; post 8vo, illu: d boards, 25, 


Gaulot (Paul).—The Red Shirts: A Story of the Revolution. Trans- 


Jated by JOHN DE VILLIERS. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 62. 


Gentleman’s Magazine, The. 1s. Monthly. Contains Stories, 
Articles upon Li cience, Bi , and Art, and ‘ Table Talk’ by SYLVANUS URBAN. 
** Bound Volumes for recent years kept in stock, 8s. 64. each. Cases for binding, 25. 

Gentleman’s Annual, The. Published Annually in November, 1s, 


German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 
Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and 22 Steel Plates after 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 75. 6d. 


Gibbon (Charles), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Robin Gray. Frontispiece.| The Golden Shaft. Frontispiece. | Loving a Dream, 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 


The Flower of the Forest In Love and War. 
Heart. A Heart’s Problem. 





















































The Dead 

For Lack of Gold. By Mead and Stream, 

What. wil) sre Word LT x 5 : = a press of Ko rs 
or the King. ard Knot ‘ancy Free. De; 
ueen of the Meadow. In Honour Bound. 2 arene 
n Pastures Green. Heart’s Delight. | Blood-Money. 





Gibney (Somerville).—Sentenced! Crown 8vo, ts, ; cloth, 1s. 6d. 
Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 2s. 64. each. 


The FIRST SERIES contains: The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea—Charity—The Princess— 
Ti ane parc of rat na Jury. pe Saat 
€ SECOND SERIES : Broken rts—E: d h an'l Druce—T. 
—H.M.S. ‘ Pinafore'—The Sorcerer—The Pirates of Penzance. er on CAD 
The THIRD SERIES: Comedy and greg ge 's Fairy—R and Guild 
Haas breeds Ida—The Mikado—Ru idigore-The Yeomen of the Guard—The Gondoliers— 
e 

















‘Utopia. 
Hight Original Comic Operas written y W. S. GILBERT. Containing: The S H.M.S. 
*Pinafore'—The Pirates of P rs À he—Pati Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by 





Jury. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 62. 
The Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Book: pers for Every Day in the Year, selected 
from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir À. SULLIVAN. Compiled by ALEX. WATSON, 
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Gilbert (William), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. each. ; 
Dr. Austin’s Guests. J: Duke, C b 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 


Glanville (Ernest), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 


The Lost Heiress: A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. NISBET. 
The Fossicker: A Romance of Mashonaland. With Two Illustrations by HUME NISBET. 
À Fair Colonist. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. 


The Golden Rock. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 














Kloof Yarns. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s. ; cloth, 1s. 62. [Shortly. 
Glenny (George).—A Year’s Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 
Practical Advice as to the of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post 8vo, xs. ; cloth, rs. 6d. 








Godwin (William).—Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl. 2s. 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The: An Encyclopedia of Quora- 


TIONS. Edited by THEODORE TAYLOR. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 75. 


Gontaut, Memoirs of the Duchesse de (Gouvernante to the Chil- 
dren of France), 1773-1836. With Two Ph Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 215. 


Goodman (E. J.).—The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 64. 
Graham (Leonard).—The Professor’s Wife: A Story. Fcp. 8vo, 1s. 


Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 
Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUEFFER. With 545 Illustra- 
tions. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 


Greenwood (James), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each, 
The Wilds of Lond ! Low-Life Deeps. 


Greville (Henry), Novels by. 
Nikanor. Translated by ELIZA E. CHASE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A Noble Woman. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Griffith (Cecil).—Corinthia Marazion: A Novel, Crown 8vo, cloth 


extra, 35. 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Grundy (Sydney).—The Days of his Vanity: A Passage in the 


Life of a Young Man. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6¢.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Habberton (John, Author of ‘ Helen’s Babies’), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each : cloth limp, 2s. 64. each. 

___Brueton’s Bayou. | Country Luck. 

Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease, Trans- 
lated from the German of Dr. J. PINCUS. Crown 8vo, rs. ; cloth, 15. 6d. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. each, 
New Symbols. | L ds of the M l The Serpent Play. 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8s. 


Hall (Owen).—The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Hall (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 


Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. 
Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 


Halliday (Andrew).—Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 
Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DE SALAMANCA. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 6d. 

Hanky-Panky: Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 
Hand, &c Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6d. 


Hardy (Lady Duffus).—Paul Wynter’s Sacrifice. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. 


Hardy (Thomas).—Under the Greenwood Tree. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with Portrait and 1g Illustrations, 3s. 64. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. cloth limp, 25. 62. 


Harper (Charles G.), Works by. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 16s, each, 
The Brighton Road. ith Photogravure Frontispiece and 90 Illustrations. 
From Padd to Penzance: The Record of a Summer Tramp. With 105 II i 


Harwood (J. Berwick).—The Tenth Earl. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 
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Harte’s (Bret) Collected Works. Revised bythe Author. LIBRARY 


ATION: in Eight Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

vo.” . COMPLETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Steel-plate Portrait. 
2 IL THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP—BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN LEGENDS. 
III. TALES OF THE ARGONAUTS—EASTERN SKETCHES, 
» IV. GABRIEL CONROY. Vol. V. STORIES—CONDENSED NOVELS, &c. 
» VI. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE. 

VII. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE—II. san Portrait by JOHN PETTIE, R.A. 
» VIIE TALES OF THE PINE AND THE CYPRESS, 


The Select Works of Bret Harte, in Prose aad Poetry. With Introductory Essay by J. M. 
BELLEW, Portrait of the Author, and so Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 62. 
Bret Harte’s Poetical Works, Printed on hand-made paper. Crown 8vo, buckram, 4s. 64. 
The Queen of the Pirate Isle. With 28 Original Drawings by KATE GREENAWAY, reproduced 
olours by EDMUND EVANS. Small 4to, cloth, ss. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each ; post 8vo, picture b boards, 2s. each, 
A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illustrations by STANLEY L. W 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 59 Illustrations by STANLEY L. ‘Woop, 


Crown soc cloth extra, 35. 62. each. 

A of Green Spri &c. With Two Illustrations by HUME NISBET. 
Colonel Starbottle’s Client, and Some Other People. | With a Frontispiece, 
Susy: A Novel, With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE. 
Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. ALMOND and others. | 
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin’s. With 26 Illustrations by W. SMALL and others. 

i The Bell-Ringer of Angel’s, &c. With 39 Illustrations by DUDLEY HARDY and others 
Clarence: A Story of the American War. With Eight Illustrations by A. JULE GOODMAN, 











Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 
Gabrial Conroy. The Luck of Roaring Camp, &c. 
An Heiress of Red Dog, &c. Californian Stories, 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth, 2s. 64. each. 


Flip. | Maruja. | A Phyllis of the Sierras, 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, rs. each. 
Snow-Bound at Eagle's. Î Jeff Briggs’a Love Story. 





Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 
he Art of Beauty. With Coloured Frontispiece and gr Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth bds., 6s. 
he Art of Decoration. With Coloured F and 74 Ill Sq. 8vo, cloth bds., 65. 
he Art of Dress. With 32 Illustrations. Post ra 15.; cloth, rs. 64. 

aucer for Schools. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 
for Chiléren. With 38 Illustrations (8 bread Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.), Books by. 
American Humorists : WASHINGTON IRVING, peau WENDELL HOLMES, JAMES RUSSELL 
LOWELL, ARTEMUS WARD, MARK TWAIN, and BRET HARTE. Third Edition, Crown 8vo, 


cloth extra, 65. 
Travel and Talk, 1883, 1893, 1895: America—New Zealand—T: ia—Ceylon, With Pho- 
togravure Frontispieces. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 215. (Shortly. 


Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 


baa &vo, on extra, 35. 6. each” post pa Juste boards, 25. each. 








OMA 























Garth. lice Quentin. ix Randolph. With Four Ilusts. 
Sebastian Strome. David Poindexter’s Disappearance 
Fortune's Fool. | Dust. Four Illusts. The Spectra of the Camera. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Miss Cadogna. | Love—or a Name. 


Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, rs. 
Hawthorne (Nathaniel).—Our Old Home. Annotated with Pas- 


sages from the Author's Note-books, and Illustrated with 31 Photogravures. Two Vols., cr. 8vo, 15s. 


Heath (Francis George).—My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 


There. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works bys. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d, each, 
Animals and their M Social Pressure. 
Ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth se) 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Henderson (Isaac). — Agatha Page: A Novel. Cr. 8vo,cl., 35. 6d. 
Henty (G. A.), Novels by. 


Rujub the Juggler. With té Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6@.: 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 
y's Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. 


Herman (Henry).—A Leading Lady. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. ; cl., 25. 6d. 
Herrick’s (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete 


Collected. Poems. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D:, 


Staal Portrait Re Three Vale. rrown Run. clath hoard, +! 
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Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).—Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 


lated by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Hesse-Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and 
the People, With 22 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


Hill (Headon).—Zambra the Detective. Post 8vo, bds., 25. ; cl., 2s. 6d. 
Hill (John), Works by. 

















Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, | The Common Ancestor. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35.62. 
Hindley (Charles), Works by. | 
CT ecdotes and Sayings: Remini: d with Coffee Houses, 





s, &c. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, aug extra, 35. 6d. 
The Life and Adyentures of a Cheap Jack. Crow 8vo, cloth extra, gs. 64. 


Hodges (Sydney).—When Leaves were Green. 3 vols.,15s. net. 
Hoey (Mrs. Cashel).—The Lover’s Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
Hollingshead (John).— Niagara Spray. Crown 8vo, 1s. 


Holmes (Gordon, M.D. )—The Science of Voice Production and 
Voice Preservation. Crewn 8vo, rs. ; cloth, 1s. 64. 

















Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 


ane Aatocrat of the Breakfast-Table. Illustrated by J. GORDON THOMSON. Post 8vo, cloth 
2s. 6d.— Another Edition, post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 
The’ ‘utocrat of the Breakfast-Table and ‘The Professor at the Breakfast-Table. 
In One Vol. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 


Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 
the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. 
Hood’s Whims and Oddities. With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 


Hood (Tom).—From Nowhere to the North Pole: A Noah’s 


Arkzological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by W. BRUNTON and E. C. BARNES. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 


Hooper (Mrs. Geo.).—The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Hopkins (Tighe).—‘’Twixt Love and Duty.’ Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
Horne (R. Hengist).— Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 


Portrait by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 
Hungerford (Mrs., Author of ‘ Molly Bawn'), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 64 each, 


A Maiden All Forlorn. | In Durance Vile. | A Mental Struggle. 
Marvel. A Modern Circe. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jee each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each : cloth limp, 2s, 64. each, 
Lady Yerner’s Fli | The Red-House Mystery. Ye 


The Three Graces. With 6 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35, 6d, (Shortly. 
The Professor's Experiment. Three Vols., crown 0, 2 es, net, 
A Point of C Three Vols., crown vo, Iss. 


Hunt’s (Leigh) Essays: A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 


by EDMUND OLLIER. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s, 


Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs. 64. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, es. each, 
The Leaden Casket. i} Self-Condemned. | That Other Person. 


Thornicroft's Model. Post 8vo, boards, 25. | Mrs.Juliet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 
Hutchison (W. M.).— Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 Illustra- 


tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64 


Hydrophobia: An Account of M. Pastzur’s System ; The Technique of 
his Method, and it By RENAUD SUZOR, M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 


Hyne (C. J. Cutcliffe).— Honour of Thieves. Cr. vo. cloth, 3s. 64. 


Idler (Th e) : An Illustrated Magazine. Edited by J. K. JEROME. 1s, 
Month! e First EIGHT VOLS. are now ready, cloth extra, 5s. each; Cases for Binding, xs. 64, each, 
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Impressions (The) of Aureole. Crown 8vo, printed on blush-rose 
paper and bound, 6s. 
Indoor Paupers. By ONE or THEM. Crown 8vo, rs, ; cloth, 1s. 6d. 
Ingelow (Jean).—Fated to be Free. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. 


Innkeeper’s Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler’s Manual. 
By J. TREVOR-DAVIES. Crown 8vo, 1s. ; cloth, 15. 64. 


Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited py A. 


PERCEVAL GRAVES. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 62. 


Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 
PERCY FITZGERALD. With Portrait, Crown 8vo, rs.; cloth, xs. 62. 


nes (C. T. C.). — À Romance of the Queen’s Hounds, Post 
8vo, picture cover, rs. ; cloth limp, rs. 62. 


Jameson (William).—My Dead Self. Post 8vo, bds., 2s, ; cl., 2s. 64. 
Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).—Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Host 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 









































e Dark Colleen. The Queen of Con 
Jefferies (Richard), Wonks by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
ature near London. The ife of the Fields, | The Open Air, 


Py Also the HAND-MADE PAPER chien, crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 65. each, 


The Eulogy of Richard. Jefferies. By Sir WALTER BESANT. With a Photograph Portrait, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 


Jennings (Henry J.), Works b 
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo, cloth 
Lord Tennyson: A Biographical Sketch. Wit! ee Oa Post 8vo, xs. ; cloth, rs. 62. 


Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 
Stageland. With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 4to, picture cover, 15. 
John Ingerfleld, &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. BOYD and JOHNGULICH. Fcap. 8vo, pic. cov. 15. 64. 
The Prude’s Progress: A Comedy by J. K. JEROME and EDEN PHILLPOTTS. Cr. 8vo, rs, 64, 


Jerrold (Douglas).—The Barber’s Chair; and The Hedgehog 


Letters. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 25. 


Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, 15. ea. ; cloth limp, 1s. 64. each, 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated, 


Jesse (Edward). — Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


Jones (William, F.S. A) Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d, each. 
Fin; er-Ring Lore: Hi Historical gendary, and Anecdotal. With’ nearly 300 Illustrations, Second 
ion, Revised and 
\ Creaulisios, Past and ‘Present, pitcluding tt the Sea and Seamen, Miners, Talismans, Word and 
à ls, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c, With Frontispiece. 
c a and Cc ti HS Ferre of Regalia. With 100 Illustrations. 


Jonson’s (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each. 


Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated by Wutston, Con. 
faning (he Antiquities of the Jews’ and ‘The Wars of the Jews.’ With 52 Illustrations and Maps. 
Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound, rzs. 64, 


Kempt (Robert). qPencil and Palette: Chapters on Art and Artists, 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 67. 
Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions:. Humorous 
ketches, Post 8vo, ill d boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. 


Keyser (Arthur).—Cut by the eo Crown 8vo, 1s. ; cloth, rs, 64: 
King (R. Ashe), Novels by. Cr. Byo, cl., 38. 6d, ea.; post 8vn, bds., 25. ea, 


A Drawn Game. The Wearing of the Green.’ 















































Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. each. 
Passion’s Slave. l Bell Barry. 
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Knight (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.P.). — The 


Patient’s Yade Mecum: How to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr. 8vo, 15.5 cl, 15.62. 


Knights (The) of the Lion: A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 


Edited, with an te) ot by the MARQUESS OF LORNE, K.T. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Lamb’s (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 
* Poetry for Children’ and ‘ Prince Dorus.’ Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. SHEP- 
HERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the ‘Essay on Roast. A Crown 8vo, half-bd., 7s. 64. 

, The Essays of Elia. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-boun 
Little Escays: Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected fr from his Letters by PERCY 
FITZGERALD, Post &vo, cloth limp, 
The Dramatic Essays of Char! es Lamb. With Introduction and Notes by BRANDER MAT: 
THEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. 8vo,.half-bound, 2s. 64. 


Landor (Walter Savage). Citation and Examination of William 
Shakspeare, &c., before Sir Thomas Lug. oth 1582. To which 
is added, A Conference of Master Edmund l'spenser with: ‘the Earl of Essex, touching the 
State of ‘Ireland, 1595. Fcap. 8vo, half-R 


Lane (Edward William).—The Thousand and One Nights, com- 
monly called in England The Arabian Nights’ Entertainments. Translated from the Arabic, 
with Notes. Illustrated with many hundred Engravings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD 
STANLEY POOLE. With Preface by STANLEY LANE-POOLE. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 75. 64. ea. 


Larwood (Jacob), Works by. 


The Story of the London Parks. re Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35, 64, 


























n 





Anecdotes of the Clergy. Post 8vo, laid paper, half-bound, 2s, 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 62. each. 
Forensic A dot { Theatrical A 











Lehmann a C.), Works by. Post 8vo, 1s, each; cloth, rs. 64. each, 
Harry Fludyer at Camb: ridge. 
Conversational Hints for Young Shooters: A Guide to Polite Talk. 


Leigh (Henry S.), Works by. 


Carols of Cockayne. Printed on han Pmade paper, bound in buckram, 55, 
Jeux d’ i dited by HENRY S. LEIGH. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


Leland (C. Godfrey). — A Manual of gains and Repairing. 


With Diagrams. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. [Shortly. 


Lepelletier (Edmond). Translated from 


the French by JOHN DE VILLIERS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 
Leys (John).—The Lindsays: A Romance. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
Lindsay (Harry). —Rhoda Roberts: A Welsh Mining Story. Crown 


8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 


Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 


























‘own 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. dire 5 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Patricia Kembali D Ione. Under which Lord ? With 12 Illustrations, 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. * My Love!’ |. Sowing the Wind, 
The World Well Lost. With 12 ques Paston Carew, Millionaire and Miser, 


he One Too Many. 
Post ie illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Rebel of the Family. i With a Silken Thread, 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 62. each. 
Witch Stories. l Ourselves: Essays on Women, 
Freeshooting: Extracts from the Works of Mrs. LYNN LINTON. 


Lucy (Henry W.).—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 


extra, 35. 67. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Macalpine (Avery), Novels by. 
Teresa Itasca. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 1 
Broken Wings. With Six Illustrations by Ww. J. HENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


MacColl (Hugh), Novels by. 
Mr. Stranger’s Sealed Packet. ae Bro; illustrated boards, 2s, 
nor W Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

















Macdonell (Agnes).—Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
MacGregor (Robert).—Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 


Games, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 62. 


ere (Charles, LL.D.). — Interludes and Undertones; or, 


Music at Twilight. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
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McCarthy justin, M.P.), Works by. 


A History o Our Own Times, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to re General Election of 
our Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each.—Also a POPULAR EDITION, in Four Vols., 


crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.—And the JUBILEE EDITION, with an Appendix of Events tothe end 
of 1886, in Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64, each. 


A Short History of Our Own Times. One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.—Also a CHEAP 
POPULAR EDITION, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


A History of the Four Georges. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cl. ex., 125. each, [Vols. I. & II. ready 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 67. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 64. each, 





The Waterdale Neighbours, Donna Quixote. wen a Illustrations, 
My Enemy’s Daughter. The Comet ofa Sea: 

A Fair Saxon. Maid of Athens. With 3 12 Illustrations, 
Linley Rochford. Camiola: A Girl with a Fortune. 

Dear Lady ain. The Dictator. 

Miss Mi With x2 IDustr: Red Di d 














‘The Right Honourable.’ By JUSTIN MCCARTHY, M.P., and Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. Crown 


8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


MES rene tevolue Huntly), Works by. 


The ren ë cen proue Vols., de 8vo, cloth extra, 125, 


be Is. 1. & II. ready; Vols. IT. & IV. in the press 
An Gutline of the History of Ireland. Crown 8vo, ot ; cloth, 75. 


. 64. 
Ireland Since the Union: Sketches of Irish History, 1798-1885, ‘Crown Bvo. cloth, &r. 
Hafizin London: Poems. Small 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. 62. 








Our Sensation Noyel. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s.; cloth limp, 15. 6& 
Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, rs. 
Dolly: À Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 15. ; cloth timp, 15, 6d. 
Lily Lass: A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover, rs.; cloth limp, rs. 62. 
The Thousand and One Days. ‘ith Two Photogravures. Two Vols., crown 8vo, half-bd., zas, 
A London Legend. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. 
MacDonald (George, LL.D.), Books by. ~ 
Works of Fancy and Imagination. Ten Vols., ene cloth, gilt edges, in cloth case, 215. ; of 
the Volumes may be had separately, in Grolier cloth, at 25, 6d, e: 
Vol. I. WITHIN AND WITHOUT.—THE HIDDEN LIFE. 
» II, THE DISCIPLE.—THE GOSPEL WOMEN.—BOOK OF SONNETS.—ORGAN SONGS. 
» ILI, VIOLIN SONGS.—SONGS OF THE DAYS AND NIGHTS.—A BOOK OF DREAMS.—ROADSIDE 
POEMS.—POEMS FOR CHILDREN. 
» IV. PARABLES.—BALLADS.—SCOTCH SONGS, 
» V. & VI. PHANTASTES: A Faerie Romance. { VoL VII. THE PORTENT. 
» VIIT. THE LIGHT PRINCESS.—THE GIANT'S HEART.—SHADOWS. 
» IX. CROSS PURPOSES.—THE GOLDEN KEY.—THE CARASOYN.—LITTLE DAYLIGHT. 
» X, THE CRUEL PAINTER.—THE WOW O’ RIVVEN.—THE CASTLE.—THE BROKEN SWORDS. 
—THE GRAY WOLF.—UNCLE CORNELIUS. 


‘Poetical Works of Georga MacDonald. Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two Vols, 
crown 8vo, buc 

A Threefold Cord. ‘Edited by GEORGE MACDONALD. Post 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

Phan : A Faerie R th 25 Ill by J. BELL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. 


Wit ; 
Heather and Snow: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Lilith: A Romance. SECOND EDITION. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac- 


ters: 85 Portraits by DANIEL MACLISE; with À Critical, 
and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former half c of the Present Century, by Wierd 


BATES, B.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 
Macquoid (Mrs. de, ares by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
na THOMAS R . MACQUOID. 
and L Va spores f Ye 34 Illusts. by T. R. MACQUOID, 
rough N dy. With 92 





















































and R. MACQUOID, and a Map, 
hrough Ye writs Ph Titustrations ae R. MACQUOID, and a Map. 
out Yi MACQUOID, 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 
The Evil Eye, and other Stories. - | Gost Rose, and other Stories. 





Magician’s Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c. 
Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 64. 


Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical 
Directions. By T. C. HEPWORTH. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 1s. ; cloth, rs. 64, 


Magna Charta: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 


Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals i d in Gold and Colours, ss, 


Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d’Arthur: The Stories of King 


Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table, (A Selection.) Edited by B, MONTGOMERIE RAN- 
KING, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 
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Mallock (W. H.), Works by. - 


ane New Mepablis, Pos av 8vo, de cover, be} x tee imp, 26 2s. 6d, éd. 
e ew Pau ‘ositivism on an an ro, cloth, 2s. 
A Romance of the N ateanth Century. Crown 8vo, cloth 6s. ; 3 pos 8vo, illust, boards, as, 


Poems. Small 4to, Parchment, as, 
Is Life Worth Living? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Mark Twain, Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64. each, 
The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author. With 
Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations, 
pou hing It; ‘and The Innocents at t Home. ‘With 200 Illustrations by F. A. FRASER, 
Twain’s Library of Humour, With 197 Illustrations. 


‘own 8vo, cloth extra (illustrated), 78. 6d, each: post so lus illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Innoventa Abroad; or, The New Pi Progress. Zn filustrations. (he Two Shil- 
ling Edition is entitled Mark Twain's leasure Trip. Ve 
z e Gilded Age. MARK TWAIN and C. D. WARNER. , With 212 Illustrations, 
6e Adventures on Tom Sawyer. With 112 Illustrations. 
A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations. 
The Prince and the Pauper. With 190 Illustrations, 
Life on the Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations. 
The Adventures of Huoklebe: Finn, With 174 Illustrations by E. W. KEMBLE, 











A Yankee at the Court of King ur. With 220 Illustrations by DAN BEARD, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 
The American Cl: tt. With 8r Ii ions by HAL HURST and others, 


Tom Sawyer Fibroad, With 26 Illustrations by DAN. BEARD. 
Pudd’nhead Wilson. With Portrait and Six Illustrations by LOUIS LOEB. 
Tom Sawyer, Detective, &c. With numerous Illustrations. (Shortly. 
The £1,000,000 Bank-Note. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62 ; Post 8vo, picture boards 2s. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 
The White E | Mark Twain’s Sketches. 


Marks (H. Sy _R: A.), Pen and Pencil Sketches by. With Four 


Two Vols. demy 8vo, cloth, 325. 
Marlowe’s Works. Including his Translations, Edited, with Notes 


and Introductions, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Mars (Florence), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s, each. 
arvest of Wild Oat: Sa | Fighting the Air. 
Open ! Sesame! Written in Fire. 


Massinger’s Plays. From the Text of WiLLiAM GiFForD, Edited 
by CoL CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 


Masterman (J.).—Half-a-Dozen Daughters. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 


Matthews (Brander). —A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s.; cloth limp, 2s. 6a. 


Mayhew (Henry).—London Characters, and the Humorous Side 


London Life. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 
































Meade (L. T.), Novels by. 
A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
In an Iron Grip. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 
The Voice of t e Charmer. Three Vols., rss. net. 


Merrick (Leonard).—The Man who was Good. Post 8vo, illus- 


trated boar 








Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande, By 


A, E. SWEET and J. ARMOY KNOX With 265 Illustrations. Crown 6vo, cloth extra, 75. 62. 


Middlemass (Jean), Novels bye, Post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s. each. 
Touch and Go. Mr. Dorillion. 


Miller (Mrs, F. Fenwick). avis, for the Young; or, The 


House of Life. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 











Milton (J. L. 7, Works by. Post 8vo, 15. one ness Is, 64a, each. 
The Hygiene me ith Directions for Diet, S B: 
The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. aps, aths, Wines, & 
The Laws of Life, and their Relation to Diseases of the Skin. 


Minto (Wm.).—Was She Good or Bad? Cr. 8vo, 1s.; cloth. zs, 6d. 
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Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each, 


The Gun-Runner: A Romance of Zululand. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L, WOOD, 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD, 

The King’s Assegai. With Six full- page Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD, 
Renshaw Fanning’s Quest. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD. 


Molesworth (Mrs.), Novels by. 


Hathercourt Rectory. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
That Girl in Black. Crown 8vo, cloth, rs. 64, 


Moncrieff (W. D. Scott-).—The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 
With Seven chin s by JOHN PETTIE, W. Q. ORCHARDSON, J. MACWHIRTER, COLIN HUNTER, 
R. MACBETH and TOM GRAHAM. Imperial 4to, buckram, 215, 


Moore (Thomas), Works by. 
The Epicurean; and Alciphron. ost 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
Prose and Verse; including Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OF LORD BYRON. Edited 
by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. 


Muddock (J. E. ) Stories by. 
Stories Weird and Wonderful. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. ; cloth, 25. 62. 
The Dead Man’s Secret. With Frontispiece by F. BARNARD. Post 8vo, picture boards, 25. 
From the Bosom of the Deep. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood, With 12 Illusts. by STANLEY WOOD. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 64, 
Basile the Jester. With Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 




















A Life’s Atonement, A Model Father. First Person Singular. 
Joseph’s Coat. 12 Illusts. | Old Blazer’s Hero. Bob Martin’s Littie Girl, 
Coals of Fire, 3 Illusts, Cynic Fortune. Frontisp. Time’s Revenges. 

Val Strange. By the Gate of the Sea. A Wasted Crime. 

He A Bit of Human Nature. | In Direst Peril. 


‘earts. 
The Way of the World. 


Mount Despair, &c. With Frontispiece by GRENVILLE MANTON. Crown 8vo, cloth, gs. 62. 
The Making of a Novelist: An in Autobi With a Collotype Portrait and 
Vignette. Crown 8vo, art linen, 65. 


Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 


One Traveller Returns, I The Bishops’ Bible. 
Paul Jones’s Allas, &c. With Illustrations by A. FORESTIER and G. NICOLEF, 


Murray (Henry), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; cloth, 2s. 64, each, 
A Game of Bluff. | A Song of Sixpence. 


Newbolt (Henry).—Taken from the Enemy. Fcp. 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. 
Nia (Hume), Books by. 


ail Up.’ Crown SA cloth extra, 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
St. Post 8vo, il boards, 2s. : 




















Lessons in Art. With 2x Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 62. 
With 27 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Norris Ww. E.), Novels by. aoe 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Saint n°8. Billy Bellow. With [Shortly, 


O’Hanlon (Alice), Novels by. Fost 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The U: Chance? or Fate? 


Ouida, Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., “ 6d. ea.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. ea. 


























Held in Bondage. Folle-Farine. Moths. | Pipistrello. 
Tricotrin. A Dog of Flanders, In Maremma, | Wanda. 
Strathmore. Pascaral. | Signa, Bimbi. { Syrlin. 
Chando o Wooden Shoes, frescoes. if thmar, 
Cecil Castl ljemaine’s Gage| Ina printer City. Princess Napraxine. 
Under Two Flags. Ariadn | Friendship. Guilderoy. | Ruffino. 
Puck. Idalia. A Village Commune. wo Offenders. 


Square 8vo, cloth extra, gs. each. 
Bimbi. With Nine Illustrations by EDMUND H. GARRETT. 
A Dog of Flanders, &c. With Six Illustrations by EDMUND H. GARRETT, 
Santa Barbara, &c. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. ; crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.; post 8vo, Hlustrated boards, 2s, 
Under Two Flags. POPULARJEDITION. Medium 8vo, 6d, ; cloth, 1s. [Shortly , 


Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected from the Works of OUIDA by F. SYDNEY MORRIS. Post 
8vo, cloth extra, 5.—CHEAP EDITION, illustrated boards, as, 
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Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. Fost 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each. 
Doctor Rameau. A Last Love. 





A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. ; post _ picture boards, 25, 


Oliphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 
The Primrose Path. | Whiteladies, 
The Greatest Heiress in England. 


O’Reilly (Mrs.).—Phcebe’s Fortunes. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s, 
Page (H. A.), Works by. : 


Thoreau: His Life and Aims. D Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Animal Anecdotes. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown 8vo, ‘cloth extra, 5s. 


Pandurang Hari; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo, With Preface by Sir 
BARTLE FRERE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Pascal’s Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 
Introduction and Notes by T. M'CRIE, D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


Paul (Margaret A.).—Gentle and Simple. Grows 8vo, cloth, with 


Frontispiece by HELEN PATERSON, 35. 64. ; post 8vo, iilustrated boards, 


Payn (James), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. Holiday Tasks. 























Walter's Word. The Canon’s Ward. With Portrait. 

Less Black than We’re Painted. The Talk of the Town. With 12 IDusts, 

By Proxy. | For Cash Only. Glow-Worm Tales, 

High Spirits, The Mystery of Mirbriage, 

Under One Roof. The Word and the 

A Confidential Agent. With 12 Illusts. The Burnt Million. 

A Grape from a Thorn. With 12 Illusts. Sunny Stories. | A Trying Patient. 
‘ Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Humorous Stories. | From Exile. Found Dead. 

The Foster Brothers. Gwendoline’s Harvest, 

The Family Bcaperrace. A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneati Mirk Abbey. 

Bentinck’s Tutor. Some Private Views. 

A Perfect Treasure. Not Woced, But Won. 

A County Family. Two Hundred Pounds Reward, 

Like Father, Like Son. The Best of Husbands. 

A Woman's Vengeance. Halves. 

Carlyon’s Year. | Cecil’s Tryst Fallen Fortunes. 

Murphy’s Master. What He Cost Her, 

A er Mercy. Kit: A Memory. 

The Clyffards of Clyffe. A Prince of the Blood, 


In Peril and Privation. With 17 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, 
Notes from the ‘ News.’ Crown 8vo, portrait cover, 15,; cloth, rs. 6d, 





Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s, 64, ea, 
Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full-page Illustrations eee Du MAURIER, 
The Muses of Mayfair: Vers de Societé. Selected by H. C. PENNELL, 


Phelps (E. SEMEL Works by. Post 8vo, ts. ea. ; cloth, 1s. 6d. ea. 
Beyond the Gates. An Old Maid’s Paradise. | Burglars in Paradise, 


Jack the Fisherman. Illustrated by C. W. REED. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, rs. 6d. 
Phil May’s Sketch-Book. Containing 50 full-page Drawings. Imp, 


4to, art canvas, gilt top, ros. 62. 


Pirkis (C. L.), Novels by. 


Prooping with Crows. Fcap. Svo, picture covets Is. 
Lady Lovelace. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Planche (J. R.), Works by. 


The Pursuivant of Arms. With Six Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 62. 
Songs and Poems, 1819-1879. With Introduction by Mrs. MACKARNESS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 


Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 


Plutarch by JOHN and WM. LANGHORNE, and Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound ros. 6d. 


Poe’s (Edgar Allan) Choice Works in Prose and Poetry. With Intro. 
duction by CHARLES BAUDELAIRE, Portrait and Facsimiles. Crown Ai cloth, 78> Oh 
The Mystery of Marle Roget, &c. Post 8va, illystrated boards, 25. 
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Pope’s Poetical Works. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 
Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, each, 


Ss 
The Romance of a Station. {The Soul of Countess Adrian. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. each: post 8vo, boards, 2s. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. | Christina Chard. With Frontispiece by W. PAGET. 
Mrs. Tregaskiss. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 15s. net. 


Price (E. C.), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Valentina. | The Foreigners. | Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival. 
Gerald. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as, 


Princess Olga.—Radna: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Proctor (Richard A., B.A.), Works by. 


Flowers of the Sky With sg Illustrations. Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for every Night in the Year. Crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. 
Familiar Science Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Saturn and its System. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, ros. 67. 
Mysteries of Time and Space. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 
The Universe of Suns, &c. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Wages and Wants of Science Workers, Crown 8vo, rs. 6a. 


Pryce (Richard).—Miss Maxwell’s Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by HAL LUDLOW, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Rambosson (J.).—Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. Pit- 


MAN. With Coloured Frontispiece and numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. 


andolph (Lieut.-Col. George, U.S.A.).— Aunt Abigail Dykes: 


A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. 
Reade’s (Charles) Novels. 


Crown &vo, cloth extra, mostly Illustrated, 3s. 62. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 
Peg Woffington. | Christie Johnstone. Hard Cash Griffith Gaunt. 
“It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ Foul Play. | Put Yourselfin His Place. 
The Course of True Love Never Did Run A Terrible Temptation, 
Smooth. A Simpleton. | The Wandering Heir. 
The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack of A Woman-Hater. i 
all Trades ; and James Lambert. Singleheart and Doubleface. 
































Love Me Little, Love Me Long. Good Stories of Men and other Animals. 
The Double Marriage. The Jilt, and other Stories. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. A Perilous Secret. | Readiana. 


A New Collected LIBRARY EDITION, complete in Seventeen Volumes, set in new long primer type, 
printed on laid paper, and elegantly bound in cloth, price 3s. 62. each, is now in course of publication, “Lhe 
volumes will appear in the following order :— 





1. Peg Woffington; and Christie John- 7. Love Me Little, Love me Long. 
stone. 8. The Double Marriage. L4sri, 
2, Hard Cash. 3 9. Griffith Gaunt. (May. 
3. The Cloister and the Hearth. Witha 10. Foul Play. LFrre. 
Preface by Sir WALTER BESANT. iz. Put Yourself in His Place, Suly 
4. “It is Never too Late to.Mend.’ 12, A Terrible Temptation. LAugust. 
s. The Course of True Love Never Did 13. À Simpleton. [Sepe. 
Run Smooth; and Singleheart and 14. A. Woman-Hater. (Oct. 
Doubleface. 15. The Jilt, and other Stories; and Good 
6. The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack Stories of Men & other Animals.[ Vo. 
of all Trades; Hero and a Mar- 16. A Perilous Secret. ec. 
tyr; and The Wandering Heir. 17. Readiana; & Bible Characters, ¥a.'97 
POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 64. each: cloth, rs. each. 
‘It 1s Never Too Late to Mend.’ | The Cloister and the Hearth. 


Peg Woffington; and Christie Johnst 


‘It Is Never Too Late to Mend’ and The Cloister and the Hearth in One Volume, 
medium 8vo, cloth, 2s. ———————— 

Christie J With ispi Choicely printed in Elzevirstyle. Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxb,2s.6d, 

Peg Woffington. Choicel printed in Elzevir style, Fcap. 8vo, half- oxburghe, 25, 6d. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. In Four Vols., post 8vo, with an Introduction by Sir WALTER BE- 
SANT, and a Frontispiece to each Vol., r4s. the set; and the ILLUSTRATED LIBRARY EDITION, 
with Illustrations on every page, Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 42s. net. 

15, . 











Bible Cha t Fcap. 8vo, leat fe 
Selections from the Works of Charles Reade. With an Introduction by Mrs, ALEX. IRB- 
LAND. Crown 8vo, k with Portrait, 6s.; CHEAP EDITION, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64, 








Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by. 


Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Uninhabited House. eat Pa AD 

The Prince of Wales’s Garden Party. Her Mother’s Darling. 

The Mystery in Palace Gardens, The Nun’s Curse, | Idle Tales 
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Rimmer (Alfred), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. each, 
Our Old Count owns. With 55 Illustrations by the Author. 
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow, With 50 Illustrations by the Author. 
About England with Dickens. With 58 Illustrations by C. A, VANDERHOOF and A. RIMMER, 


Rives (Amelie).—Barbara Dering. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Robinson Crusoe. By Danirzt DzFoz, With 37 Illustrations by’ 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s.; cloth extra, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 9 


Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. 


Women are Stran pe Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62, ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


The Woman in the Dark. Two Vols., ros. net. 


Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each. 
The Poets’ Birds. | The Poets’ Beasts. 
‘ The Poets and Nature: Reptiles, Fishes, and Insects. 


Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and Moral Reflections. With Notes. 
and an Introductory Essay by SAINTE-BEUVE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 
_came from Normandy with William the Conq 1066, Printed in Gold and Colours, 5s. 


Rosengarten (A.).—A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans- 


lated by W. COLLETT-SANDARS. With 630 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 62. 


Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s, 64, each. 
Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With numerous Illustrations. 
More Puniana, Profusely I d = 
Runciman (James), Stories by. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. ea.; cl., 2s. 6d. ea, 
G: Bal ’8 8 


Skippers and _ Shellbacks, race 
Schools and Scholars. 


Russell (Dora), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, each, 
A Country Sweetheart. |. The Drift of Fate. (Shortly. 


Russell (W. Clark), Books and Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 















































Round the Galley-Fire. A Book for the Hammock. 

In the Middle atch. The Mystery of the ‘Ocean Star.’ 

A Voyage to the Cape. The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 67. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6. each. 

An Ocean Tragedy. | My Shipmate Louise. | Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. each. 
Is Hethe Man? | The Phantom Death, &c. With Frontispiece, 
The GoodShip ‘ Mohock.’ The Conyict Ship. [Skortly, 


On the Fo’k’sle Head. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s, 6d, 
Heart of Oak. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 15s, net. 
The Tale ofthe Ten. Three Vols., crown 8vo, x55. net. 


Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62. each ; post 8vo, Îllustrated boards, 2s. each. 
A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note by OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES and a Frontispiece. 


The Junior Dean. | The Master of St. Benedict’s. | To His Own Master, 
Orchard Damerel. 


Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1s, 6d. each. 





The Old Maid’s Sweetheart. 1 Modest Little Sara. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64. each. 
In the Face of the World. 1 The © Di d [Shortly, 








Sala (George A.).—Gaslight and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 


Sanson. — Seven Generations of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs. 6d. 


Saunders (John), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs. 62, each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Guy Waterman. | The Lion in the Path. | The Two Dreamers, 


Bound to the Wheel, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs. 6d, 
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Saunders (Katharine), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62, each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each, 
- Margaret and Elizabeth. | Heart Salvage. 
The th Mills. Sebastian, 


Joan Merryweather. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
Gideon’s Rock, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. 





Scotland Yard, Past and Present: Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 
By Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth, 25. 64 


Secret Out, The: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Entertain- 
ing Experiments in Drawing-room or ‘White’ Magic. By W.H. CREMER. With oo Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 


Seguin (L. G.), Works by. 
The C of the P: 1 Play (Ob réau) and the Highlands of Bavaria. With 
Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 
Walks in Algiers. With Two Maps and 16 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Senior (Wm.).—By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 64. 


Sergeant (Adeline).—Dr. Endicott’s Experiment. Crown 8vo, 
buckram, 35. 64. 


Shakespeare for Children: Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare. 
With Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. MOYR SMITH. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 35. 62. 


Sharp (William).—Children of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Shelley’s (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose. 


Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. HERNE SHEPHERD. [ive Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64. each, 
Poetical Works, in Three Vols. : 
Vol. I. Introduction by the Editor; Posthumous of: 3 Shelley’s Corre- 
p with kdale; The di Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems; Rosalind and Helen; Prometheus Unbound; Adonais, &c. 
II. Laon and Cythna; The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 
Atlas ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas. 
» III. Posthumous Poems; The Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces. 
Prose Works, in Two Vols, : 
Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne : the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets; A Refu- 
tation of Deism; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments, 
II, The Essays; Letters from Abroad; Translations and Fragments, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY. 
With a Biography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. 
4,* Also a few copies of a LARGE-PAPER EDITION, 5 vols., cloth, £2 125. 6d, 


Sherard (R. H.).—Rogues: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 64. 












































Sheridan (General P. H.), Personal Memoirs of. With Portraits, 
Maps, and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 24s. 


Sheridan’s (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 
; Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches, 
and Jokes. With ro strations. Crown 8vo, half-bound, 7s. 62. 
The Rivals, The School for Scandal, and other Plays. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
Sheridan’s Comedies: The Rivals and The School for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by BRANDER MATTHEWS, With 
Illustrations, Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 125, 62. 


Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 
those in ‘ Arcadia.’ With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. A. B. GROSART, 
D.D. Three Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s, 


Sims (George R.), Works by. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; cloth limp, es. 6%. each. 











Rogues and Vagabonds, Tales of To-day. 

The Ring o’ Bells. Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations, 
Mary Jane’s Memoirs. Memoirs of a Landlady. 

Mary Jane Married. My Two Wives. 

Tinkletop’s Crime. Scenes from the Show. 

Zeph: A Circus Story, &c. The Ten Commandmentza: Stories. [Shortly. 


Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s. each; cloth, xs. 64, each, 
How the Poor Live; and Horrible London. _ 
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader: Being Readings and Recitations in Prose and Verse, 
selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. SIMS. 
The Case of George Candlemas. (| Dagonet Ditties, (From 7e Referee.) 


Dagonet Abroad. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. 
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Signboards: Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 
Remarkable Characters. By JACOB LARWOOD and JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN. With Coloured Frontis 
piece and 94 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 


Sister Dora: A Biography. By MARGARET LONSDALE, With Four 


Illustrations, Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4d. ; cloth, 6d. 
Sketchley (Arthur).—A Match in the Dark. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
Slang Dictionary The) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 64. 
Smart (Hawley).—Without Love or Licence: A Novel. Crown 


8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 
The Prince of Argolis. With 130 Illustrations. Post 8vc cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
The Wooing of tha Water Witch. With numerous Ilfustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


Society in London. Crown 8vo, ts. ; cloth, 1s, 6d. 
Society in Paris: The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 


from Count PAUL VASILI to a Young French Di Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Somerset (Lord Henry).—Songs of Adieu. Small 4to, Jap. vel., 6s. 
Spalding (T. A., LL.B.).— Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay 


on the Belief in the Existence of Devils. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


Speight (T. W.), Novels by. 












































Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. : Back to Life. 
By Devious Ways, &c. The Loudwater Tragedy. 
Hoodwinked; & Sandycroft Mystery, Burgo’s Romance. 
The Golden Hoop. Quittance in Full. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 1s. 64. each. 
A Barren Title. | __Wife or No Wife? 


Crown 8ve, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
A Secret of the Sea. | The Grey Monk, 


The Sandyocroft Mystery. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 15. 
The Master of Trenance. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 15s. net, 
A Husband from the Sea. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illustrations 


by WALTER J. MORGAN. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 
Stafford (John).—Doris and I, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. [storty. 
Starry Heavens (The): A PozticaL BIRTHDAY Book. Royal 16mo, 


cloth extra, 25. 62. 


Stedman (E. C.), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. each. 
vi fan Poets. | __ The Poets of America. 


Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).—The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 


Story of RICHARD TREGENNA, Bach of Medicine (Univ. Edinb.) Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


Sterndale (R. Armitage).—The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Crown 


8vo, cloth extra, 35. 67. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 


Stevenson (R: Louis), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64. ea. 
Travels with a Donkey. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE, 
An Inland Voyage. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE, 





























Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each. 
Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 
The Silverado S Wit! by J. D. STRONG. 
The Merry Men. | Underwoods: Poems, 








s and Por 
YVirginibus Puerisque, and other Papers, | Ballads. | Prince Otto. 
Across the Plains, with other Memories and Essays. 


New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 

The Suicide Club; and The Rajah’s Diamond. (From NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS.) With 
Eight Illustrations by W. J. HENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 55, 

The Edinburgh Edition of the Works of Robert Louis Stevenson. Twenty-seven 
Vols., demy 8vo. This Edition (which is limited to 1,000 copies) is sold only in Sets, the price of 
which may be learned from the Boocksellers. The First Volume was published Nov., 1894, 


Songs of Travel. Crown 8vo, buckram, 55. [Shortly, 
Weir of Hermiston. (R. L. STEVENSON'S LAST WORK.) Large crown 8vo, 6%. (May 
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Stoddard (C. Warren).—Summer Cruising in the South Seas. 
Illustrated by WALLIS MACKAY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d, 








Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by HELEN and 
ALICE ZIMMERN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 


Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Crown 


8vo, cloth extra, with 19 Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 5s. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


Strange Secrets. Told by Percy FITZGERALD, Conan Doy Le, FLoR- 
ENCE MARRYAT, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Strutt (Joseph). — The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 
England; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c., from 
the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by WILLIAM HONE. With 140 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. 


Swift’s (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 
Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in ‘ Gulliver's Travels.’ Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d. 
Gulliver’s Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
Jonathan Swift: A Study. By J. CHURTON COLLINS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 


Swinburne (Algernon C.), Works by. 


Selections from the Poetical Works of A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. 8vo, 6s 

















.C. Swinburne. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. i Study of Shakespeare. Crown 8vo, 85, 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. ongs of the Springtides. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Chastelard: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 75. Studies in Song. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Poems and Ballads. FIRST SERIES. Crown Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 85. 


8vo, or fcap. 8vo, 9s. Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown 8vo, 9s. 
Poems and Ballads. SECOND SERIES. Crown A Century of Roundels, Small 4to, 85. 

















8v0j gs. A Midsummer Holiday. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
2oems & Ballads. THIRD SERIES. Cr. 8vo, 7s. Marino Faliero: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 65. 
ongs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, tos. 6d. A Study of Victor Hugo. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
othwell: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 125. 64. Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 125. 
ongs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 6s. Locrine: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
George Chapman. (See Vol. II. of G. CHAP- A Study of Ben Jonson. Crown 8vo, 75. 
MAN'S Works.) Crown 8vo, 6s. The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 65. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, res. Astrophel, &c. Crown 8vo, 75. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. Studies in Prose and Poetry. Cr. 8vo, 9s. 





Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours: In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON'S Coloured Illustrations, and Life of the 
Author by J. C. HOTTEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 67. 


Taine’s History of English Literature. Translated by HENRY VAN 
LAUN. Four Vols., small demy 8vo, cloth boards, 30s.—POPULAR EDITION, Two Vols., large crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 155. 


Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 


Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 











Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. each. 
The Sagacity and Morality of Plants: A Sketch of the Life and Conduct of the Vegetable 
Kingdom. ith a Coloured Frontispiece and 109 Illustrations, 
Our Common British Fossils, and Where to Find Them. With 331 Illustrations, 
The Playtime Naturalist. With 366 Illustrations, 


Taylor (Tom). — Historical Dramas. | Contdining ‘Clancarty,’ 
~ ‘Jeanne Darc, ‘’Twixt Axe and Crown,'‘The Fool's Revenge,’ ‘ Arkwright's Wife,’ ‘Anne Boleyn,’ 
“Plot and Passion.’ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64, 
** The Plays may also be had separately, at rs. each, 


Tennyson (Lord): A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. JENNINGs. Post 


8vo, portrait cover, 15.; cloth, 1s. 64. 


Thackerayana: Notes and Anecdotes, With Coloured Frontispiece and 
Hundreds of Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. 


Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Kraussg. 


With 340 Illustrations, Post 8vo, 15. ; cloth, 15. 62. 


Thiers (Adolphe). — History of the Consulate and Empire of 
France under Napoleon. Translated by D. FORBES ÇCAMPBELE aud JOHN STEBBING. With 36 Steel 
Plates. 12 Vals., demy 8yo, cloth extra, 12s, each, 
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Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. et 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d.ea,; post 8vo, 25, ea, 
The Violin-Player. Proud Maisie. 


Cressida. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 


Thomson’s Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 
duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Ill Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 


Thornbury (Walter), Books by. 
The Life and Correspondence of J. We Turner. With Illustrations in Colours. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64, 

















Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 








Cld Stories Re-told. | Tales for the Marines. 
Timbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, Rss extra, 7s, 6d. each. 
The History of Clubs and Club Life in L of its J Coffee-h fe 
Hostelries, and Taverns, With 42 Illustrations. - à 
English Eccentrics and Eccentricitles: Stories of D: I; p Scenes, 





Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. With 48 Illustrations. 
Transvaal (The). By Joan DE ViLLizrs. With Map. Crown 8vo, 1s. 


Trollope (Anthony), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 








The Way We Live Now. Mr. Scarborough’s Family, 
Frau Frohmann. The Land-Leaguers. 
Post 8vo, fllustrated boards, 2s. each. 
perte in the Dark. The American Senator. 
Lion of John Caldigate. | Marion Fay. 








Trollope (Frances E.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
Like Ships Upon the Sea. | Mabel’s Progress. | Anne Furness. 


Trollope (T. A.).—Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illust, bds., 2s. 
Trowbridge (J. T.).—Farnell’s Folly. Post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s. 
Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).—Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 


cloth extra, 3s. 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 64. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 
Lady Bell. | Buried Diamonds. 1 The Blackhall Ghosts. 


Post 8vo, illustrated rae 2s, each. 


What She Came Through. e Huguenot Family. 
Sitovenne Ja: Jacqueline, Ra lEns Oblige. 

The Bride’s Pass. Beauty and tha Beast. 
Saint Mungo’s City. Disappeared. 


The Macdonald Lass. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. 


Upward (Allen), Novels ‘by. 
Th ‘Against Owen. Crown 8vo, cloth, with Fi 1 6d, ; post 25. 
The Prince of Baikistan, Crown So, cloth extra 986 eas i 
A Crown of Straw. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. {Shortly 
Vashti and Esther. By the Writer of ‘Belle’s’ Letters in The World, 


‘Crewn 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6¢. 
Villari (Linda).—A Double Bond: A Story. Feap. 8vo, 1s, 
Vizetelly (Ernest A.).—The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With 


a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 


Walton and Cotton’s Complete Angler; or, The. Contemplative 
Man’s Recreation, by IZAAK WALTON; and Instructions How to Angle, for a Trout or Grayling ina 
clear Stream, by CHARLES COTTON. With Memoirs and Notes by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and 6x 
Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth antique, 75. 6d. 


Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with polrediuetion, by WILLIAM 


M, ROSSETTI. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, hand-made paper and 


Ward (Herbert), Books by. 
Five Years with the Congo Cannibals. With 92 Illustrations, Royal 8vo, cloth, 4s, 
My Life with Stanley’s Rear Guard. With Map. Post 8va, rs. ; cloth, rs. 64. 









































CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, PICCADILLY. "28 


Walford (Edward, M.A.), Works by. 


Walford’s G County Families of the United ‘di 1898) Contalning the Di 
Birth, M: ne om (Le Hi , Offices, À rar 















































&c. Reval 8vo, doth or Bec oor 
Wi 3 ecrage (1898). Contalning a List of the House of Lords, Scotch and 
Tish fae &c. ee cloth, x. 
Wa Sh: B matage (1896). Containing a List of the Baronets of the United 
ngdom, Bio raphical Notices, Addresses, &c. 3zmo, cloth, rs. 
Wal Ss in! Knightage {1888), Containing a List of the Knights of the United 
ingdom, Biographical Notices, dresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, Is. 
Walford’s £ House a a List of ail the Members of the 
New Parliament, their Addresses, Clubs, &c. 3200, Do 1s. 
Walford’s Complete Peer: ge, K ge, and House of Commons 
(1896). Royal 32mo, cloth, edges So 
Tales of our Great Families. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. + 





Warner (Charles Dudley).—A Roundabout Journey. Crown 8vo, 


cloth extra, 6s. 


Warrant to Execute Charles Ao A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

. and Seals. Printed on paper 22 in. by 14 

Warrant to Execute etary © Queen Aa cots. A imile, including Queen Elizabeth's Signa- 
ture and the Great 











Washington’s (George) Rules of Civility Traced to their Sources 
01 . 6a. 


and Restored by MONCURE D. INWAY. Feap. 8vo, Japanese vellum, 2s. 


Wassermann (Lillias), Novels by. 
The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, rs.; cloth, 1s. 64. 


The Marquis of Carabas. By AARON WATSON and LILLIAS WASSERMANN, Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 


Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 


By F. W. CORY. With Ten Illustrations. Crown 8vo, zs.; cloth, 15. 6d. 


Webber (Byron).—Fun, Frolic, and Fancy. With 43 Illustrations 
by PHIL May and CHARLES MAY. Feap. 4to, cloth, 5s. 


Westall (William), Novels by. 
Trust-Money. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d, 
Sons of Belial. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 105. n et. 
Westbury (Atha). .—The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro- 


mance of Maoriland. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 62. (Shortly. 


Whist, How to Play Solo. By ABRAHAM S, WILkKs and CHARLES F. 


PARDON. Post 8vo, cloth limp, es. 


White (Gilbert).—The Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo, 


printed on laid paper and half-bound, 25. 


Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 
Scignce in Short Chapters. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
la Treatise on Heat, With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
The rires of Cookery. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
The Chemistry of I Iron and Steel Making. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 
A Vindi of P) «With Portrait and 43 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, r2s. 62. 


Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).—A Child Widow. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. 
Wills (W. H., M.D.).—An Easy-going Fellow. Crown 8vo, 


cloth, 6s. [Shortly 


Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 
“With 259 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64, 
Leaves oon Naturalist’s Note-Book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 62. 
Lefgure Time ? Studies. With Illustrations Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Studies in Life and Sense. With numerous Illustrations, Crown 8vo, clnth extra, 6s. 
Common Accidents: How to Treat Them. With Illustrations. crore 8vo, 183 cloth, 1s. 64. 
Glim of.Nature, With 351 Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 


Winter (J. S. 7 Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated boats 2s. each ; 


cloth limp, 2s. 
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends. 


ASoldier’s Children. With 34 Illustrations by E, G. THOMSON and £, STUART HARDY. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d, 


Wissmann (Hermann von). — My Second Journey through 
Equatorial Africa, ‘With g2 Illustrations, Demy 8vo, cloth, 16s, 
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Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. each; : 
The Passenger from Scotland Yard. | he Englishman of the Rue Cain. 


Wood (Lady).—Sabina: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Woolley (Celia Parker).—Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The- 


ology. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. 6d. 


Wright (Thomas), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 
The Car! caLure History of the Georges. nas Caricatures, Squibs, &c. 
History of Caricature and of the rois mein Art, Literature, Sculpture, and 
Painting. Illustrated by F. W. FAIRHOLT, F. 

















Jane Margaret). —My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 


eee ARTRIDGE. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. 


Yates (Edmund), Noveis by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
Land at Last. The Forlorn Hope, (| Castaway. 


Zangwill (1). — Ghetto Tragedies. With Three Illustrations by 


Boyp. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 1s. net. 


Zola (Emile), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each, 
The Fat and the Thin. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY, 
Money. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 
The Downfall. Translated by E. A. VIZETELLY. 
Fhe Dream. Translated by ELIZA CHASE. With Eight Illustrations by JEANNIOT, 
Doctor Pascal. Translated by E. A. VIZETELLY. ith Portrait of the Author, 
Lourdes. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 
Rome. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. [{Shortly. 




















SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 
*,° For fuller cataloguing, see alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1-26. 


The Mayfair Library. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume, 
A Journey Round My Room. By X. pe MAISTRE, Theatrical Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD. 








Translated by Sir HENRY ATTWE: Jeux d’Esprit. Edited by HENRY S. LEIGH. 
Quips and Quiddities. By W. D. "ADAMS, Witch Stories. 2 E. LYNN LINTON, 
The Agony Column of ‘The Times.’ Ourselves. ByE YNN LINTON. 
Melancholy Anatomised : Abridgment of BURTON. Pastimes and ‘layers. By R. MACGREGOR. 
Footical Ingenuities. By Ww. T. Do New Paul and Virginia. By W. H. MALLOCK. 
pboard Papers. By FIN-BEC, Che New Republic. By W. H. MALLOCK, 
LA 8, ces Plays. Three Series, Puck on parus y . C. PENNELL, 
Irish Wit and Humour. Pegasus Re-saddled. By H. C. PENNELL. 
d CTI and their s Masters. By Sir A. HELPS, Muses of Mayfair. Euted by H. C. PENNELL, 
ocjal Pressure. Str iS REC Thoreau: His Life and Aims. By H. A. PAGE, 
C rariosities of anis HJ, JENNINGS. Puniana. By Hon, HUGH ROWLEY. 
fhe Autocrat of the Broakiost: ie. By OLIVER More Puniana. By Hon. wen ROWLEY. 
WENDELL HOLMES. The Philosophy off of Handwri 
Pencil and Palette. By R. KEMPT. By Stream TW naan SENIOR. 
Little Essays: from LAMB'S LETTERS. Leaves from a Nat t's Note-Book By Dr. 
Forensic Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD. ANDREW WILSON. 





The Golden Library. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. per Volume, 


Diversions of the Echo Club. BAYARD TAYLOR. The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. By 
Songs for Sailors. By W. C. BENNE OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 

Lives of the Necromancers. By W. GODWIN. La Mort d'Arthur: Selections from MALLORY. 
The Poetical Works of Alexander Pope. Provincial Letters of Blaise Pascal. 

Scenes of Country Life. By EDWARD JESSE. Maxims and Beflecti of 

Tale for a Chimney Corner. By LEIGH HUNT. 








The Wanderer’s Library. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each, 
Wanderings, in Patagonia, By JULIUS BERR- | Tunis. By Chev. HESSE-WARTEGG. 22 Illusts, 


BOHM. Illustrated. Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack. 
Merrie England in the Olden Time. By G. DANIEL. Werld Behind the Scenes By P. FITZGERALD, 
Illustrated by ROBERT CRUIKSHANK. Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings. 
Circus Life. By THOMAS FR The Genial Showman. By E. P. HINGSTON. 
Lives of the Conjurers. By THOMAS FROS tory of London Parks. By JACOB LARWOOD, 
The Old Showmen and the Old London Fairs, By London Charactera. By HENRY MAYHEW, 
THOMAS FROST. even Generations of Executioners. 
Low-Life Deeps. By JAMES GREENWOOD. Summer Cruising in the South Seas. By C. 








The Wilds of Eondon. By JAMES GREENWOOD, WARREN STODDARD, Illustrated, 
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Books IN SERIES—continued. 

Handy Novels. 
The Old Mald's Sweetheart. By A. ST. AUBYN. 
Modest Little Sara. By ALAN Gr. AUBYN. 


Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. M. E. COLERIDGE: 
Taken from the Enemy. By H. NEWBOLT. 





Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1s. 64, each. 


A Lost Soul. By W. L. ALDEN. 

Dr. Palliser's Patient, By GRANT ALLEN. 
Monte Carlo Stories. By JOAN BARRETT. 
Black Spirits and White, By R. A. CRAM. 





My Library. 


olaticn and Examination of William Shak 


Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half- ;Roxburghe, as. 6d. each. 








y W.S. LANDOR. 


the. Journal of ice de Guerin. 


By CHARLES READE 
Feg W Woffington. By CHARLES READE. 





Essays of Charles Lamb. 





The Pocket Library. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hf. -bd., 2s. each, 


The Essays of Elia. By CHARLES LAMB. 

Robinson Crusoe. Illustrated by G. CRUIKSHANK, 
Whims and Oddities. By THOMAS HOOD. 

The Barber's Chair, By DOUGLAS JERROLD. 
Gastronomy, By BRILLAT-SAVARIN. 

The Epicurean, &c. B; 

Leigh Hunt's Essays. 





THOMAS MOORE. 
dited by E. OLLIER. 


White’s Natural History of Belborne. 
Gulliver's Travels, &c. By Dean SWIFT. 

Plays by RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN. 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. By JACOB LARWOOD. 
Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated. 

Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table and The Professor 
at the Breakfast-Table. By O. W. HOLMES. 





THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 


Lisrary Eprrions or Novets,many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 


By F. M. ALLEN. 


Green as Grass. 


By GRANT A ALLEN. 


Philistia. The Great Taboo. 
8: ge Stories. Dumaresd’s Daughter. 
Baby Duchess of Powysland. 
For aimer s Sake, Blood Royal. 

In all Shades. Ivan Greets Master- 
The Beckoning Hand, piece. 
The Devil's Die. The Scallywag. 
This Mortal Coil. At Market Value. 
The Tents of Shem. Under Sealed Orders. 


By MARY ANDERSON. 
Othello's Occupation. 
By EDWIN L. ARNOL, 
Phra the Rare | Constable of St. D siceoton: 
y ROBERT BARR. 
Ina Brant Fonatr, | From ‘Whose Bourne, 
y FRANK BARRETT. 
The weed of Fe Iron Bracelets. 
‘BELLE.’ 
Vashti and Esther. 


By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 
Ready-MoneyMortiboy.| By Celia's Arbour. 
My Little Girl. aplain of the Fleet. 
With Harp and Crown. | The Seamy Side. 
This Son of Vulcan The Case of Mr. Lucraft. | 
The Goiden Butterfly. In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Monks of Thelema. | The Ten Years’ Tonant, 


By Sir WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorfs and Condi-; To Call Her Min 
The Bell of St. Paul's, 


‘ Blacksmith & Scholar. 


The Captains’ Room. The Holy Rose. 
All in a P Garden Fair. Armorel of Lyonesse. 
Doroth: fa craters 8. Katherine's by Tower 
Uncle Verbena Camellia Bte- 
The word Went Very phanotis. 

We: The Ivory Gate. 
Children of Bibeon. The Rebel Queen. 
Herr Paulus. Beyond the Dreams of 
For Faith and Freedom. arice. 

By PAUL BOURGET. 
A Living Lie. NAN 
By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

Shadow A the Sword. The New Abelard. 
A Child of Nature. Matt. | Rachel Dene. 
God and the Master of the Mine. ~ 


Foxglove Hanor, 


The Heir of Linne. 
‘Woman and the Man. 
Red and White Heather. 





ROB. BUCHANAN & HY. MURRAY. 


The Charlatan. 


By J. Ml MITCHELL CHAPPLE. 
The 





HALL CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. | The Deemster. 
A Bon of Hagar, 
By MACEAREN. COBBAN. 

The Red Sultan, The Burden of Isabel. 
By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Trassmigration. From Midnight to Mid- 
The Village Comedy. vou tay me False, 

By WILKIE COLLINS. 





Armadale. | AfterDark. | The Frozen Dee 

No Name. The Two Destinies. 
Antonina, The Law and the Lady, 
Basil. The Haunted Hotel. 
Hide and Seek. The Fallen Leaves, 

The Dead Secret. Jezebel’s Danghter, 
Queen of Hearts, The Black Robe. 

My Miscellanies. Heart and ‘Science 


The Woman in White, | ‘I Say No. 
The Moonstone. Little Novels, 
Man and Wife. The Evil Genius. 


Poor Miss Pinch, The Legacy of Cain, 
Miss or Mrs. ? A Rogue's Life. 
The New Magdalen. Blind Love. 


By DUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster's tat 
y E. H. COOPER. 
Geoffory wey 
By V. CECIL COTES. 
Two Girls HA a Barge. 
By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 


By H oN. CRELLIN. 
Romances of the “old Seraglio. 
By MATT CRIM. | 
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 
By S. R. CROCKETT and others. 
Tales of Our Coast, 
y B. M. CROKER. 


His Vanished 


Diana Barrington, 
ate er Pride. Me Fe an 

‘amily Likeness. , | Village Tales & Jungle 
Pretty Miss Neville, agedies. 


A Bird of Passage. The Real Lady Blida 
B. WVILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of 
By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port N'DAV 
By H. COLEMAN DAVIDSON. 
Mr. Sadler's pRismi 
y ERAS MUS DAWSON. 
The Fountain of You 
By JAMES DE MILLE, 
A Castle in Spain, 
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Tue Piccapizey (3/6) Novezs—continued. 
By. J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady 5 Tears. Circe's Lovers. 
DICK DONOVAN. 
Tracked a oom. The Mystery of Jamaica 
Man from Manchester. | Terrace. 
By A. CONAN DOYLE. 
The Firm A Girdlestone. 
By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 
A page of To-day. | Vernon's Aunt, 
y G, MANVILLE FENN. 


The N Pes ent "ess. | The Lily. 
Witness to the Deed. The W] te Virgin. 


By PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Fatal Zero. 
bY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
One by 0: Ropes of 8 
ADog and’ his Shadow. | Jack ‘Doyle's 8 Daughter, 
A Real Queen. 
Prefaced 1 by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
Pand Se ei 
Y EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Goon Girls, 
A PAUL GAULOT. 
The Red 


By CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. [7 6e Golden Shaft, 
Loving a Er 
. GLANVILLE. 
The Fossicker. 


The Lost Hy 
The Golden Rock, 


A Fair Colo: nist. 


By E. J. GOODMAN. 
The Fate of Herbert Wayne. 

By, Rev. S. BRENT GOULD. 
Red Spider. 


By CECIL GRIBFITH. 


By su GRUNDY. 
The ag of his Vani 
THOMAS HARDY. 


Corinthia 


By EDMOND LEPELLETIER. 
Madame Sans-Géne. 
By HARRY LINDSAY. 


Rhoda Roberts. 


By E. LYNN LINTON. 


Patricia Kemball. 
Under which Lord? 


‘My Love!’ 
Ione. 
Paston Carew. 


80 the Wind. 
The Atonement ofieam 


The World Well Lost. 
The One Too Many. 


By HENRY W. LUCY. 


Gideon Flevce. 
By | 3 USTIN 


A Fair Sax 
Linley Rochford. 


McCA RTHY. 
Donna aka 
Red 





Dear Lady 
Camiola. 

Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 





Maid of Athens. 
The 
The 


Dictator. 
Comet of a Season. 





By JUSTIN H. McCARTHY. 


A tondon GEOR 
GEORGE 


Heat and Snow. 


By L. 
A Soldier of Fortune. 


ieee 


. T. MEADE. 


[ In an Iron Grip. 


B  BERTRAM MITFORD. 


The 
Ridgel a 


Gan. 
The zack of ot Gerara | 


The King’s Assegat. 
arrest Fanning’ 


y J. E. MUDDOCK. 
Maid JT and Robin Hood. 


Basile the Jester. 


By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 


A Life's Atonement. 


By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Na: 


qe Biko Btls | 














First Person 8: lar. 
Cynic Fortune. ada 
The Way of the World. 
BobMartin’s Little Girl, 


‘ture. | Mount Despair. 


and HERMAN. 
Paul Jones's Alias, 





Under tué SE One Traveller Returns. 
BRET “HARTE. By HUME NISBET. 

A Wait of Susy. ‘Bail Up I’ 

A Ward of the Golden| Sally Dows. y W. E; NORRIS. 
Gate. A Protegés of Jack Saint amis | Billy Bellew. 

A Sappho of Green By G. OHNET. 
Springs. Bell-Ringer of Angel's. y U. . 

Col. Starbottle's Client, | Clarence. A Weird Gift. By OUIDA. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. Held in Bondage. à 4 Two dire Swacdéa’ 
Ellice Quentin. David Poindexter's Dis. | Éndos tT Ina Winter City. 
Sebastian Strom mis Spectre of the uy nder Two Flags. Moths 
Fortune’ 8 Fool, Cam Cecil  Castlemaine's 

By Sir A. HELPS. Gage. Te 
Ivan de Biron. aS willage Commune. 

By I. HENDERSON. eae Pasine: HU 

Agatha Pag A Dog of Flanders, Frescoes. | Othmar. 

By G. A. HENTY. Pascarel. ‘emma, , 
Rujub the Sugyler. ] Dorothy's Double. & na. = Syrin. | Gullneroy: 

cess N: Santa 
as common By JOH N HILL. dne. Two Offenders. 
Ë MARGA . 

y Mrs. HUNGERFORD. imme À PAUL 

Haies Flight. The Three Graces. JAMES PAYN 
ed-House Mystery. Lost Sir Massing By berd. | High ts, 

Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. Less Black than We're | Under “bho À Root. 
The wit en Casket. | gee Self- Sondemmed: Painted. Glow-worm Tales. 
That By C Person. UE Mrs. Juliet. a Confidente ne oe Talk oe he Town, 

C. J. C 1FFE HYN . rape from a Thorn. | Holiday 
Hotious of Ghieves, si an Fer and PAGE | Ear cast 
ey, R. ASHE KING. Fd A (bridge. pal Wert ‘and the Will. 

A Drawn G e Canon's Ward, tories. 
"The Wenring “of the Green,’ alter's Word. rt Taping Patient, 
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Tue Piccapiity (3/6) PERS Fomine 


By 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 


B; sl 
Valentina, ES 


The Foreigners 
y, RICHA 
Mise Maxwell's Affections 


It ta Weve Vos HA 
Mend. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Tove 
Me Long. 
mms Cloister and the 
Theo Course of True 
mae ‘Autoblography of 
Put ‘Yourself in His 


A Terrible Temptation. 
The Jilt. F 


Mrs. CAMPBELL P 


AED. 
| Christina Chard. 


Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 
D sas 


CHARLES REA 


ea Fe uel: 


face. 
Good” Stores of Men 
none other Animals, 


Foul Pla; 

The ‘Wandering Heir. 
A Woman-Hater. 

A Simpleton. 

A Periloua Secret. 
Readiana, 





29 
By T. W. SPEIGHT. 

A Secret of the Sea. | The Grey Monk. . 

By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 
A Pellow of Trinity. In Face of the World. 
The Junior Dean, Orchard Damerel . 
Master of Bt. ict's. | Th 
To his Own Maste: 


By JOHN STAFFORD. 
Doris and “ke 
By RB es STERNDALE. 


The Afghan Fa 
y BERTHA, 1 THOMAS. 
Proud MA The Violin-Player. 
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. | Bearboron h's Family, 
Prau Frohmann. i The eaguers. 
xo à FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 
hips upon the | Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 
y IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c. 
sr from Foreign Novelists. 
MARK TW. 





By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 
Weird Stories, 
By AMELIE RIVES. 


Barbara Derin 
Ë. W. ROBINSON. 


The Bands of Jatt Justi 
By DORA RUSSELL. 
A Country SR, KPRUS Dee of ore” 


seen Tragedy. Is He ss Bu 
‘Shipmate Toutse. The Good Ship ‘Mo. 
ne on Wide Wid a Sen | hock.’ 
The Phantom Death The Convict Ship. 
y JO OHN SAUNDERS, 
- Guy Wa! Cet e Two Dreamers. 
Bound to the Wheel. The Lion in the Path, 
By KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 


Margai yet and Elizabeth Heart Salvage. 
Gideon's Rock 
The ae Mill: 
By ADELINE SERGEANT. 
Dr. Endicott's CRE 
y H LEY SMART. 
Without Love or Le 


Sebastian. 





B: 
The American Claimant, 
The£1,000,000Bank-note. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad, 


AIN. 
Pudd'nhead Wilson. 
Tom Sawyer,Detective. 


C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 


By 
Mistress Judith. 


By SARAH TYTLER. 


Lady Bell. 
Buried Diamonds. 


The Blackhall Ghosts, 
The Macdonald Lass, 


ALLEN UPWARD. 


By 
The Queen ye ter Owen. 
The ae of Balkistan. 


y E. A. VIZETELLY. 


The Scor Le A HAE of Spa 
By ATHA WESTBU 


'BURY. 


The shadow o Bilton sds 

y JOHN STRANGE. WINTER. 
A Soldier's Children. 

By MA RGARET WYNMAN. 
My Elirtations. 

By E. ZOLA. 

The Downfall. | Mon oi |. Lourdes, 
The Dream, The ae and the Thin. 
Dr. Pascal. Rom 








CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
BY FRANK BARRETT. 


By ARTEMUS WARD. 
Artemus Ward Complete. 

By EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 

By HAMILTON AIDE. 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 

By MARY ALBERT. 

Brooke Finchley's Daughter. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife or Widow? | Valerie's Fate. 


By GRANT ALLEN. 
The Great Taboo. 








Philistia. 

Strange ‘Stories. q's Daughter. 
Babylon Duchess of Powyaland. 
Yor e's Sake. Blood Royal. 

In all Shades. van Rs 8 Master- 
The Beckoning Hand, piece 

The Devil's Die. The Scall 


This Mortal oil, 
E. LESTER ARNOLD. 
Phra the 


B: ie, BEAUCHAMP. 
arantley Grange. 





Fettered for Life. 
Little Lady Linton. 
Between Life & Death. 
ane a of Olga Zassou- 


ch. 
Folly Morrison. 
Lieut. Barnabas, 
Honest Davie. 


A Prodigal’s Progreas. 

Found Guilty. 

A Recoiling Ven geance. 

For Love and Honour. 

John Ford; and His 
Helpmate. 

The Woman of the Iron 
Bracelets, 


ae Ww. BESANT and J. RICE. 


honor a Mortiboy 


The Golden Butterfiy. 
The Monks of Thelema. 


Celia's Arbour. 
É aplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of LE ueraft, 
In Trafal 


The Ten are inant, 


By Sir WALTER BESANT. 


All Sorts and Condi- 


p 
All in a Garden Fair. 
Doroth; y Forster. 
Uncle 
he Word Went Very 
Well The: 


en. 
Children of Gibeon. 
Herr Paulus. 





‘or Faith and Freedom, 

0 Call Her Mine. 

fhe Bell of St. Paul's, 

Che Holy Rose. 

Armorel of Lyonesse. 

.Katherine’s by Tower, 

Verbena Camellia Ste- 
phanotis. 

The Ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Queen. 





AMBROSE BIERCE. 


fis 
In the Midst of Life, 
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Two-SHILLinc Novets—continued, 


Camp BY, 

Savage Lee 
Y BRET 

Californian Suis, 

Gabriel Conroy. 

The Luck of Roaring 


a Hel 
An He! of Red Dog. 


y HAROLD 
Uncle aby, at Home. 
By ROBERT 
Shadow Af the Sword, 
A Child of Nature, 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Poxglove Manor. 
The Master of the Mine. 
Annan Water. 
By HALL 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Bagar. 
Commande 
The Cruise of the ‘Black 





FREDERICK BOYLE. 


Chronicles of No-man's 
HARTE, 

A Fils of the Sierras. 
A Waif of the Plains. 

A onare of the Golden 


BRYDGES. 


BUCHANAN. 

The St Martyrdom of Ma- 
The New Abelard. 
Matt. 


The Heir of Linne. 
Woman and the Man. 


CAINE. 


The Deemster. 


Ce CAME RON. 


By Mrs. ÉONETE CAMERON. 


Deceivers es 
y H "AYDEN 
The Adventures of Jones, 


By 
For the Love of. a La, 


By Mrs. ARC 
Paul Ferroll. 


aliet's Guardian, 
‘CA RRUTH. 


AUSTIN CLARE. 


HER CLIVE. 


Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 


The By of vs | T 


ALLSTON: ‘COLLINS. 
By MORT. “& FRANCES COLLINS. 
age. 


The Bar: Sin: 


sweet Anne P 
Tr anemigrations 
EE dnight to Mid- 


A PRE ua Fortune. 


WILKIE 
Armadale. | AfterDark. 
No Name. 


Antonina, 


Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret, 
Queen of Hearts, 
Miss or Mrs.? 

The New Magdalen, 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
A Rogue's Life. 








— in 


weet and Twenty. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 
Blacksmith and Scholar 
Frances. 

COLLINS. 

My Miscellanies, 

The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone, 

Man and Wife. 

Poor Miss Finch. 

The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Ro 

Heart and Science, 

‘I Say Ni 

The Evil Ge Genius, 
Little Novels. 

Legacy of Cain, 

Blind Love, 








M. J. COLQUHOUN. 


By 
Every Inch a Soldier. 


By DOTIGN COOK. 


Leo. 
By C EGBERT. ‘CRA 


RAD Ce 
CK. 


The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mal ing 
ATT CR 


By 
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 


By B. M. 
Pretty Miss Neville, 
pes Barrington. 


Let.' 
A Bird of Passage. 


CROKER. 

Proper Pride. 

A Family Likeness, 

Village Tales and Jungle 
Tragedies, 


By W. CYPLES. 


Hearts of Gold. 


By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 


The Evangelist; or, ASMU 
The ro blurt of Youth. 


Salval 
S DAWSON, 


By JAMES DE MILLE. 


A Castle in 





By J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers. 
By CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. | Nicholas Nickleby. 
Oliver Twist. 
By DICK DONON, AN. 
The Man-Hunter. In the fp of the Law. 


Tracked and Taken, From Information Re- 
Caught at Last! ceived. 
Wanted! Tracked to Doom. 
Who Poisoned Hetty] Link by Link 

Duncan ? Suspicion Aroused. 
Man from Manchester. | Dark Deeds. 


A Detective’s Triumphs! Riddles Read. 

By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour, Archie Lo 

By M. BETHAM. EDWARDS. 


Felici ie 
5 y EDWARD | EGGLESTON. 
Ox! 
Lx 5 Nes RUE 
The New tress. Tiger Lil: 


‘Witness to the Deed. cu 
By PERCY FITZGERALD. 


Bella Donna. Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Never Forgotten. Seventy - five Brooke 
Polly. Street. 

Fatal Zero. The Lady of Brantome. 


By P. FITZGERALD and others. 


‘8 es Secrets. 


ALBA FO ANQUE. 
rity fe LS NY DE NBLANQUE 


By *R. E. FRANCILLON. 
King or Knave? 
Romances of the Law. 
Q Ropes of Sand. 
Queen Fee A Dog and his Shadow, 
Y HAROLD FREDERIC. 
Seth's eye Wife. | The Lawton Girl. 
Prefaced oy Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang H: 
By HAIN FRISWELL. 
One of Two. 


By EDWARD GARRETT. 


The Capel Gir 
y GILBERT GAUL. 
A Strange Manuscript. 


By CHARLES GIBBON. 


Robin Gray. In Honour Bound. 
Fancy Free. Flower of the Forest, 
For Lack of Gold. The 8 of Yarrow. 
What will World Say ?| The Golden Shaft. 

In Love and War. Of High Degree. 

For the King. y Mead and Stream. 
In Pastures Green, ving a Dream, 
Queen of the Meadow. | A Hard Knot. 

A Heart's Problem, Heart's Delight. 

The Dead Heart. Blood-Money. 


By WILLIAM 1 GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. qe - uzard ‘of the 


James By E 
ERNEST GLANVILLE, 
The une Heiress. 
A PE Colonist. 
Ses Rev. S. BARING GOULD. 
Red Spider. 


ME NRY GREVILLE. 


By yCECIL GRIFFITH. 
Corinthia Marazi 
y SYDNEY GRUNDY. 
ene a JOHN HABBE TON. 
Brastons Borax ees 4 
ANDREW HALLIDAY. 
very Say Peper DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wonter 2 Sacritic jacrifice, ROX. 
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Two-Sintzive Novers—continued, FLORENCE MARRYAT. fe 
en esame ‘est 0! ats. 
Under the AUS A HARDY: F ghting the ey toe nba 
. is . MAS . 
The By J oe ERWICK HARWOOD Half-a- daa Daughters. ‘i 
at JULIAN HAWTHORNE. By BRANDER MATTHEWS. 
garth "Gusti Beatrix rix Randolph. A Becret of the 8 
parcune 8 Fool. Bavia fo Poindexter’s Dis- | A Soldier of By 1.7. MEADE: 
Sebastian St G of the By LEONARD MERRICK. 
Dust, Camera. The Sa Syne was Good. 
By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. y JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Ivan de Touch pet Go. { Mr. Dorillion. 
By G. A. HENTY. By Mrs. MOLES WORTH: 
Rujub the Juggler Hathercourt Recto: 
PLAENRY HERMAN. By J. E. MUDDOCK. 
A Leading eos Weird and Won- | From the Bosom of the 
y HEADON HILL. mic Dona Man's Secret, | °°?” 


Zambra nf; Detecti 


By JOHN HILL. 


Treason Felony. 


Mrs. CASHEL HOEY. 


By 
The Lovers Creed. 


By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER. 


The House of Raby. 
By TIGHE 
Twixt Love and Duty. 


By Mrs. HU 
A Maiden all Forlorn, 
In Durance Vile. 


Marvel. 
A Mental Struggle. 


HOPKINS. 


NGERFORD. 
A Modern Circe. 
Lady Verner’s Flight. 
The Red House Mystery 


By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 


Thornicrett’ 8 Model. 
That Other Person. 


By JEAN 
Fated to pe Free. 


My Dead sd. 


Self-Condemned. 
The Leaden Casket, 


INGELOW. 


WM. JAMESON. 


HARRIETT JAY. 


The Dark Ë een. 
MARK 


y D. CHRISTIE (MURRAY. 


A moot Tate 
Val Strange. 
gia bis Blazer's Hero. 


The Way of the World. 
Er Fortune. 


Life's Atonement, 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature, 
aut Person Sin 
‘0 


In Direst she 1 


By MURRAY and HERM 


One Traveller Returns, 
Paul Jones's Alias. 


HENRY 
À came ct Huit ER 


By HUME 
‘Bail Upl' 


By 
The Untorseen. 


The Bishops’ Bis, 
MURRAY. 


| A Song of Sixpence, 


NISBET. 
| Dr.Bernard St.Vincent. 


ALICE O'HAN LON. 
| Chance? or Fate ? 


By GEORGES OHNET. 


Dr. Rameau, 
A Last Here 


A Weird Gift. 


By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 


Whiteladi 





| Queen of C 


KERSHAW. 


By 
Colonial Facts and Fictions, 


By R. AS 
A Drawn Game. 


“The Wearing of the 
Green.’ 


The Maia 


HE KING. 
Passion’s Slave, 
Beil Barry. 


N LEYS. 


y E. LYNN LINTON. 


Patricia Kemball, 
The Word Well Lost. 
Under which Lord? 
Paston Carew. 

* My Lovel' 
Tone. 


y HENRY W: 


Gideon ral 
By 


JUSTIN 
Dear Lady Ypisdain 
Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy’ s Daughter. 
‘A Fair Saxon. 


THe ‘Atonement of Leam 


undas, 
with a Silken Thread. 
Rebel of the Family. 
Sowing the Wind. 


The One Too Many. 


- LUCY. 


McCARTHY. 
Camiola. 

Donna Quixote. 

Maid of Athens. 

‘The Comet of à Season. 
The Dictator. 





Linley Rochford. 
‘Miss Misanthrope. 
By HUGH 


Mr. Stranger Sealed Pac 
By GE 


ORGE MACDONALD. 


pau and Snow. 


AGNES MACDONELL. 


austen 
The By re 


By. W. H. 
A Romance of the Nine- 
teenth Century, 


ATHARINE = eM ACOUOID, 


MALLOËK. 


[ane New Republic. 





The Primrose Path. 


The Greatest Helress in 
England. 


By Mrs. ROBERT O’REILLY. 
By OUIDA. 


Phœbe's Fortunes. 


Held in Bondage, 
EC Tite 
Chandos, 


Idalia. 

Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castlemaine'sGage 
‘ricotrin, 


Pu ack. 

Folle Farine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 
P: aacarel, 





5: 

Pri ices Napraxine. 
In a Winter City. 
Arfadne. 

Friendship. 


MARGARET 
Gentle and ne 
By C. L. 
Lady Lovelace. 





By E 
The Be ayy of Marie Ro, 


Two Lit. Woode: 
Biot oth nm Shoes, 


a pistrello, 
a iaee Commune. 





ma. 
Guilderoy- 


Santa Barbara. 

Two Offenders. 

Quida's Wisdom, Wit, 
and Pathos. 


AGNES PAUL 
PIRKIS. 


D 4 POE. 


y Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED 


The peace of a Station. 


The Soul of Countess ‘Adrian. 


Outlaw and | yawmaker, 
Christina C 


By E. C. PRIC 


Valentina, 
The Foreigners. 
RICHA 


Miss Max Us Affections, 


pres Lanéaters Rival, 
D PRYCE. 


CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, PICCADILLY. 











82° PE 
LRO SRE NoveLs—continued, ; By HAWLEY SMART. 
or JAMES PAYN. Without Love or Licence. 

Bentinck's Tu: The Talk of the Town. By T. W. SPE IGHT. 

‘arphy's Holiday Tasks. The Mysteries of Heron | Back to Lif 
A Count: amily, . Perfect Treasure. Dyke. The Loud Wyatt raredy. 
Seca try. ner pocost Her. The Golden Hoop. Burgo's Romance. - 

The Olyffards of Clyffe. | Glow-worm Tales. Hoodwinked. uisrence tn yale 
The Foster Brothers. | The Burnt Million. By Devious Ways. MERADE SOREL AS Sw 
The Best f Husbands, | Lost Sir iiremngberd. By ALAN ST: AUBY Ne 

e Best o: ands, 
Baber game | oy Ameer, | arouovettintr. |teHNO Master. 
Fallen Fortunes. Guentoliven à yest, | Master of St.Benedict’a 
Humorous 8 Stories Like Father, Like Bon By R. A. STERNDALE. 

Le eneath Him. 
Not Wooed, but Won. | 72° Afghan Knifo. 


‘d. 
A ue Residence. 
Jour aes ey. 


Less Black than We're 
ainted. 


By R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 
New Arabian Nights. | Prince Otto. 
By BERTHA_THOMAS. 


Cressida. The Violin-Player. 
Proud Maisie. 

+ By WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. | Old Stories Retold. 


_, BY ae ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 











By 
Onder One Roof, Some Private Views. 
High Spirits. A Grape from a rn. 
Carlyon’s Year, The Mystery of Mir- 
From Exile, prides. 
For Cash Only. The Word and the Will. 
Kit. A Prince of the Blood. 
The Canon's Ward. A Trying Patient, 
By CHARLES 7READE. 

It is Never oo Late to 

Mend. four Play. 
Christie Johnstone. The Wandering Heir. 
The Double Marriage, Hard 0: 
zat y Yourself in His Singleheartand Double- 
Tove “ite Little, Love} Good Stories of Men and 

Long. other Animals, 

The piste and the Peg og, Wofington. 
The “Course ot True & Perilous Secret. 
‘ Love, À Simpleton. 
The Sit, Readiana. 

The of| A Woman-Hater. 

a rh F 

y Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 

Weird gee The Uninhabited House. 
Fairy Water. The Mystery in Palace. 
Her Mother's Darling. ardens, 
The Prince of Wales's The Nun's 8 Curse, 

Garden Party. Idle Tales. 

By AMELIE RIVES. 

Barbara Der: 


F. W. ROBINSON. 


By 
Women are étrange. 
By JAMES 


| The Hands of Justice. 
'RUNCIMAN. 


Skippers and Shellbacks. | Schools and Scholars, 


Grace en 8 Sweeth: 


. CLARK RUSSELL. 


By W 
Round the Galley Fire, 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. 
In the Middle Watch. 
A Voyage to tre Gane. 
4 Book for the EH 


ock. 
The Mystery of the 
‘beens Star.' 


The Romance of Jenny 
Harlowe. 

An Ocean edy. 

Ans Shipmate Louise. 

lone on a Wide Wide 


GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 


aa ht and Daylig! 


Guy Waterman. 


Lion in the Path. 


By JOHN. re Lens à 


‘The Two Dreamers. 


HARIN SAUND S. 
KATHAR Ê ER 


Joan Meceymenther. 


Heart gate 


Margaret and Eliza- 


GEORGE R. SIMS. 


Rogues = Vagabonds. 
The Ring o’ Be 

Mary Jane's Memoirs, 
Mary Jane Married. 
Tales of To-day. 
nee of Life. 


y ARTHUR 
Pa in the Dark. 


qinkletop's Crime. 
Zeph. 


My Two Wive 

Memoirs ofa Tondlady. 
Boones from the Show. 
The 10 Commandments. 


SKETCHLEY. 





By F. “ELEANOR TROLLOPE 
Like Ships upon the | Anne 
Bea. Saber] Progress, 


By ANTHONY mROLLOPE. | 


Frau Frohmann. Land-Leaguers. 
Marion Fay. The American Senator, 
Rept int in ts Dark, Mr. Scarborough'a 

ol 


aldigate : Family. 
The Way Live Now. GoldenDion of Granpere 


By J. T. TROWBRIDGE. 
Farnell’s Folly. 


By WV IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c. 
Stories from Tie MAR 
y MARK TWAIN. 








A parure Hp on th Life on the Missisai, i 
Continent me Prince and 

The del à 
Huckleberry Et A re at at he Court 
MarkTwain's Sketches, | of King Art! 
Tom Sawyer. The LE 000, on Benk- 
A Tramp! Abroad. Note. 
Stolen White Elephant, 

By CA ee FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress Ju 

By S “SARAH TYTLER. 

The Bride’s The Huguenot Pamity. 
Buried Diamonds. ‘The Blackhall Ghosts. 
t. Mungo's City. What SheCameThrough 

B Beauty and the Beast 
Noblesse Oblige. Citoyenne Jaqueline. 
Disappeared, 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 


The Queen Trains Owen. 
By AARON WATSON and LILLIAS 
WASSERMANN. 
The Marquis of Carabas. 
By WILLIAM WESTALL. 
Trust-Money. 
By Mrs. F. H. WILLIAMSON. 
A Child Widow. 
Cavalry Lif By i 3 WaNTER ds. 
CH 8) ent 6; 
y H. F. WOOD. DE 


The Passenge from Scotland Yard. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 
By Lady WOOD. 


“By CEL CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY. 
Armetrong ; or, Love and Theclogy. 
y EDMUND Se 
The Forloru Hope. | Casta 
Land at Last, 
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